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THE 

LIFE  <»&/  DEATH 
O  F 

King  JOHN. 

ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 

Z?»^r  /O'^John,  i^^ra  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Eflex, 
^^  Salisbury,  w/'f  A  Chattilion. 

2&*f  JOHN. 
O  W  fay,  Chattilion^  what  would  France  with 

us? 
 ' 

CW.
  

Thus
,  

after
  
gree

ting
,  

fpea
ks  

the 
 
King

 

of  France 

In  my  Behaviour  to  the  Majefty, 

The  borrowed  Majefty  of  England  here* 
Elu  A  ftrange  Beginning;  borrowed  Majefty  ! 
K.  John.  Silence,  good  Mother,  hear  the  Embaflie. 
Chat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 

Of  thy  deceafed  Brother  Geffrey's  Son, 
Arthur  Plantagenety  lays  moft  lawful  Claim 
To  this  fair  Ifland,  and  the  Territories: 

To  Ireland,  Poytljers,  Anjon>  Touaim^  Maim, 
Vol.  III.  B  %  Defiring 

■  ■l»llW 
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Dcfiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  Sword 
Which  (ways  ufurpingly  thefe  fevcral  Title?, 

And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthur**  Hand, 
Thy  Nephew,  and  right  Royal  Soveraign. 

K.John.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this? 
Chat.  The  proud  Control  of  fierce  and  bloody  War, 

To  inforce  thefe  Rights  fo  forcibly  with-held. 
K.  John.  Here  have  we  War  for  War,  and  Blood  for  Bloody 

Conirolment  for  Controlment;  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  King's  Defiance  from  my  Mouth5 
The  farthe-ft  limit  of  my  Embaflie. 

IC  john.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  Peace. 
Be  thou  as  Lightning  in  the  Eyes  of  France  \ 

For  e'er  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there, 
The  Thunder  of  my  Cannon  (hall  be  heard. 
So  hence;  be  thou  the  Trumpet  of  our  Wrath, 
And  fullen  Prefage  of  your  own  decay  : 
An  honourable  Gpndjud:  le<liim  have, 

Pembroke  look  to' t ;' toewd  Chattilion.  [Exit  Chat.  andPem. 
Eli.  What  now,  my  Son,  have  I  not  ever  faid 

How  that  ambitious  Confiance  would  not  ceafe 

'Till  (lie  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  World, 
Upon  the  Right  and. Party  of  her  Son? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole 
With  very  eafie  Arguments  of  Love, 
Which  now  the  Manage  of  two  Kingdoms  muft 

With  fearful  bloody  Iffu'e  arbitrate. 
K.  John.  Our  fbong  Poffeffion  and  our  Right  for  us. 
Eli.  Your  ftrong  Poffeffion  much  more  than  your  Right, 

Or  qKc  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me, 
So  much  my  Confcience  whifpers  in  your  Ear, 

Which  none  but  Heav'n,  and  you  and  I  (hall  hear. 
Effex.  My  Liege,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  Controverfie 

Come  from  the  Country  to  be  judg'd  by  you 
That  e'er  I  heard,  fhall  I  produce  the  Men? 

K. i  John.  Let  them  approach: 
Our  Abbies  and  our  Priories  fhall  pay 

This  Expedition's  Charge.     What  Men  are  you? 
Enter  Robert  Faulconbridge  and  the  Baftard. 

Baft.  Your  faithful  Subject,  I,  a  Gentleman, 

Born  in  Northampton  fiire,  and  eldeft  Son, 

As 
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As  I  fuppofe,  to  Faulconbridgey 
A  Soldier,  by  the  Honour-giving-hand 
Of  Cordeliony  Knighted  in  the  Field, 

K.  John.  What  art  thou  \ 
Robert.  The  Son  and  Heir  to  that  fame  Faukonbridgc* 

K.John.  Is  that  the  Elder,  and  art  thou  the  Heir? 
You  came  not  of  one  Mother  then  it  feems  ? 

Baft.  Moft  certain  of  one  Mother,  mighty  King", 
That  is  well  known,  and,  as  I  th'nk,  one  Father: 
But  for  the  certain  Knowledge  of  that  Truth, 

I  put  you  o'er  to  Heav'n,  and  to  my  Mother; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  Mens  Children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  Man,  thoudoft  fhame  thy  Mother, 
And  wound  her  Honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Baft.  I,  Madam?  No:  I  have  no  Reafon  for  it ; 

That  is  my  Brother's  Plea,  and  none  of  mine, 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,*  a  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  Year : 

Heav'n  guard  my  Mother's  Honour,  and  my  Land. 
K.John.  A  good  blunt  Fellow;  whybeing  younger  Born, 

Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  Inheritance? 
Baft.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  Land; 

But  once  he  flander'd  me  with  Baftardy: 
But  whether  I  be  as  true  begot  or  no,' 
That  (till  I  lay  upon  my  Mother's  Head, But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
Fair  fall  the  Bones  that  took  the  Pains  for  me, 
Compare  our  Faces,  and  be  judge  your  (elf. 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 
And  were  our  Father,  and  this  Son  like  him: 
0  old  Sir  Robert  Father,  on  my  Knee 

1  give  Heav'n  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 
K.John.  Why  what  a  mad-cap  hath  Heav'n  lent  us  laere  ? 
Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cordelions  Face, 

The  accent  of  his  Tongue  afFecteth  him: 
Do  you  not  read  fome  Tokens  of  my  Son 
In  the  large  Compofition  of  this  Man  ?  at 

K.  John.  Mine  Eye  hath  well  examined  his  Paris, 
And  finds  them  perfect  Richard:  Sirrah,  fpeak, 

What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  Brother's  Land  ? 

B  i  B*&. 
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Baft.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face,  like  my  Father, 
With  half  that  Face  would  he  have  all  my  Land, 

A  half-fac'd  Groat,  five  hundred  Pound  a  Year? 

Rob.  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  Father  liv'd, 
Your  Brother  did  imploy  my  Father  much   

Baft.  Well,  Sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  Land, 

tYour  Tale  muft  be  how  he  imploy'd  my  Mother. 
Rob.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  Embaffie 

To  Germany^  there  with  the  Emperor 
To  treat  of  high  Affairs  touching  that  time: 

Th'  Advantage  of  his  Abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  Father's; 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fhame  to  fpeak : 
But  truth  is  truth,  large  lengths  of  Seas  and  Shores 
Between  my  Father  and  my  Mother  lay, 
As  I  have  heard  my  Father  fpeak  himfelf, 
When  this  fame  lufty  Gentleman  was  got. 

Upon  his  Death-bed  he  by  Will  bequeath'd 
His  Lands  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  Death 

That  this  my  Mother's  Son  was  none  of  his; 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  World 
Full  fourteen  Weeks  before  the  Courfe  of  time : 

Then  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 

My  Father's  Land,  as  was  my  Father's  Will. 
K.  John.  Sirrah,  your  Brother  is  Legitimate, 

Your  Father's  Wife  did  after  Wedlock  bear  him: 
And  if  fhe  did  play  falfe,  the  Fault  was  hers, 
Which  Fault  lyes  on  the  hazards  of  all  Husbands 
That  marry  Wives.   Tell  me,  how  if  my  Brother, 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  Son, 

Had  of  your  Father  claim'd  this  Son  for  his, 
In  footh,  good  Friend,  your  Father  might  have  kept 
This  Calf,  bred  from  his  Cow,  from  all  the  World  % 

In  footh  he  might;  then  if  he  were  my  Brother's, 
My  Brother  might  not  claim  him;  nor  your  Father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refufe  him;  this  concludes, 

My  Mother's  Son  did  get  your  Father's  Heir, 
,Your  Father's  Heir  muft  have  your  Father's  Land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  Father's  Will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoffefs  that  Child  which  is  not  his  ? 
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Baft,  Of  no  more  force  to  difpofTefs  me,  Sir, 

Than  was  his  Will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 
Eli.  Whether  had  ft  thou  rather  be  a  Faulconbridge, 

And,  like  thy  Brother,  to  enjoy  thy  Land : 
Or  the  reputed  Son  of  Cordelion, 
Lord  of  thy  Prefence,  and  no  Land  befide? 

Baft.  Madam,  and  if  my  Brother  had  my  Shape, 

And  I  had  his,  Sir  Robert's  his,  like  him, 
And  if  my  Legs  were  two  fuch  riding  Rods, 
My  Arms  fuch  Eel-skins  ftuft,  my  Face  fo  thin, 
That  in  mine  Ear  I  durft  not  flick  a  Rofe, 
Left  Men  mould  fay,  look  where  three  Farthings  goes, 
And  to  his  Shape  were  Heir  to  all  this  Land, 
Would  I  might  never  ftir  from  off  this  Place, 
I  would  give  it  every  Foot  to  have  this  Face : 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nobbe  in  any  cafe. 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well;  wilt  thou  forfake  thy  Fortune,^ Bequeath  thy  Land  to  him,  and  follow  me? 
I  am  a  Soldier,  and  now  bound  to  France* 

Baft.  Brother,  take  you  my  Land,  I'll  take  my  Chance ; 
Your  Face  hath  got  five  hundred  Pound  a  Year, 

Yet  fell  your  Face  for  five  Pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  Death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 
Bdft.  Our  Country  manners  give  our  Betters  way. 
K.  John.  What  is  thy  Name? 
Baft.  Philip,  my  Lic^e,  fo  is  my  Name  begun, 

Philips  good  old  Sir  Robert's  Wife's  eldeft  Son. 
K.John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  Name 

Whofe  Form  thou  beareft : 

Kneel  thou  down  Philip  *  but  rife  more  great, 
Arife  Sir  Richard  and  Plant age  net. 

Baft.  Brother  by  th'  Mother's  fide,  give  me  your  Hand, 
My  Father  gave  me  Honour,  yours  gave  Land. 
Now  blelTed  be  the  Hour,  by  Night  or  Day, 
When  I  was  got,  Sir  Robert  was  away. 

Eli.  The  very  Spirit  of  Plantagenet : 
I  am  thy  Grandam,  Richard,  call  me  (o. 

Baft.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth,  whattho5; 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right, 

In  at  the  Window,  or  elfe  o'er  the  Hatch  : 
B  *  Who 
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Who  dares  not  ftir  by  Day,  mud  walk  by  Night, 
And  have  is  have,  however  Men  do  catch: 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  {till  well  fhot, 

And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 
K.  John.  Go,  Fatdc  on  bridge,  now  hafl  thou  thy  defire, 

A  Landlefs  Knighr,  makes  thee  a  Landed  Squire: 
Come  Midam,  and  come  Richard,  we  muft.fpeed 
For  France,  for  France,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Baft,  Brother,  adieu,  good  Fortune  come  to  thee, 
For  thou  waft  got  iW  way  of  honcfty .    [Ex.  all  bnt  Baftard. 
A  Foot  of  Honour  better  than  I  was, 
But  many  a  many  Foot  of  Land  the  worfe. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  Lady; 
Good-denn,  Sir  Richard,  Godamercy  Fellow, 

And  if  h;s  Name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter  ; 
For  new  made  Honour  doth  forget  Mens  Names: 

*Tis  too  refpe&ive,  and  too  fociable 
For  your  Convcrfion,  now  your  Traveller* 

He  and  his  Tooth-pick,  at  my  Worfhip's  Mefs, 
And  when  my  Knightly  Stomach  is  fuffie'd, 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  Teeth,  and  Catechife 
My  picked  Man  of  Countrys:  My  Dear  Sir, 
Thus  leaning  on  mine  Elbow  I  begin, 
I  (hall  befeech  you;  that  is  Queftion  now, 
And  then  comes  Anfwer  like  an  Abfey-Book : 
O  Sir,  fays  Anfwer,  at  your  beft  Command, 
At  your  Employment,  at  your  Service,  Sir: 
No,  Sir,  fays  Queftion,  I  fweet,  Sir,  at  yours, 
And  fo  e'er  Anfwer  knows  what  Queftion  would* 
Saving  in  Dialogue  of  Compliment, 
And  talking  of  the  Alpes  and  Appeninesr 
The  Pjrennean  and  the  River  Po, 
It  draws  towards  Supper  in  conclusion  fo. 
But  this  is  worfhipful  Society, 
And  fits  the  mounting  Spirit  like  my  felf; 
For  he  is  3but  a  Baftard  to  the  time 
That  doth  not  fmoak  of  Obfervation, 
And  fo  am  I  whether  I  fmack  or  no  j 
And  not  alone  in  Habit  and  Device, 
Exterior  Form,  outward  Accoutrement  j 
Bui  from,  t|$s  inwaftj  Motion  to  deliver 

Sweet" 
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Sweet,  fweer,  fweet  Pbifon  for  the  Ages  Tooth, 
Which  though  I  will  not  practife  to  deceive, 
Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn; 

For  it  mall  ilrew  the  Footfteps  of  my  Rifing  : 
But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte  in  riding  Robes? 

What  Woman-poft  is  this?  Hath  fhe  no  Husband 
That  will  take  Pains  to  blow  a  Horn  before  her, 

0  me,  'tis  my  Mother,*  how  now,  good  Lady? 
What  brings  you  here  to  Court  fo  haftily  ? 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge  and  James  Gurney. 

Lady,  Where  is  that  Slave,  thy  Brother?   Where  is  he  ? 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  Honour  up  and  down. 

Baft.  My- Brother  Robert,  old  Sir  Robert's  Son, 
Colbrand  the  Giant,  that  fame  mighty  Man, 
Is  it  Sir  Roberts  Son  that  you  feck  fo? 

Lady.  Sir  Robert's  Son  !  ay,  thou  unreverend  Boy, 
Sir  Roberts  Son,  why  fcorneft  thou  at  Sir  Robert  ? 

He  is  Sir  Robert's  Son,  and  fo  art  thor. 
Baft.  James  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while? 
Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 
Baft.  Philip,  Sparrow,  James, 

There's  Toys  abroad,  anon  I'll  tell  thee  more.    [Exit  James. 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robert's  Son, 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  Part  in  me 

Upon  Good-Friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  Faft : 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well,  marry,  to  confefs ! 
Could  get  me  I  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it ; 
We  know  his  Handy-work,  therefore  gocd  Mother 
To  whom  am  I  beholding  for  thefe  Limbs? 

Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  Leg. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  confpir'd  with  thy  Brother  too, 
That  for  thine  own  gain  fhould'ft  defend  mine  Honour  I What  means  this  Scorn,  thou  moft  untoward  Knave? 

Baft.  Knight,  Knight,  good  Mother,  Bafilifco-hke. 

What,  I  am  dub'd,  I  have  it  on  my  Shoulder: 
But  Mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Robert's  Son, 
1  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert  and  my  Land, 
Legitimation,  Name,  and  all  is  gone; 
Then,  good  my  Mother,  let  me  know  my  Father, 
Some  proper  Man,  I  hope;  who  was  it,  Mother? Lady. 
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Lady.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thy  felf  a  Faulconbridgel Baft*  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  Devil. 

■Lady.  King  Richard  Cordelion  was  thy  Father; 
By  long  and  vehement  Suit  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  Husband's  Bed, 
Heav'n  lay  not  my  Tranfgreffion  to  my  charge; 
Thou  art  the  Iflue  of  my  dear  Offence, 

Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  Defence. 
Baft.  Now,  by  this  Light,  were  I  to  get  again, 

Madam,  I  would  not  wifh  a  better  Father. 
Some  Sins  do  bear  their  Privilege  on  Earth, 
And  f©  doth  yours ;  your  Fault  was  not  your  Folly; 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  Heart  at  his  Difpofe, 
Subjected  Tribute  to  commanding  Love, 
Againft  whofc  Fury  and  unmatched  Force, 
The  awiefs  Lyon  could  not  wage  the  Fight, 

Nor  keep  his  princely  Heart  from  Richard's  Hands, 
He  that  per  Force  robs  Lyons  of  their  Hearts, 

May  eafily  win  a  Woman's ;  ay,  my  Mother, 
With  all  my  Heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  Father. 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 

When  I  was  got,  I'll  fend  his  Soul  to  Hell. 
Come,  Lady,  I  will  (hew  thee  to  my  Kin, 
And  they  fhall  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  Sin  j 

Who  fays  it  was,  he  lyes  %  I  fay  'twas  not.  \Exeunu 

SCENE     II. 

SCENE,  before  the  Walls  of  Angiers. 

Enter  PhiHp  King  of  France,   Lewis    the  Dauphin,  Au-' ftria,  Conftance,  and  Arthur. 

Lewis.  Before  Angiers,  well  met  brave  Auftria^ 
Arthur^  that  great  Fore-runner  of  thy  Blood, 
Richard  that  robb'd  the  Lion  of  his  Heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  Wars  in  Palefti»e9 
By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  Graves 
And  for  amends  to  his  Pofterity, 
At  our  Importance  hither  is  he  come, 
To  fpread  his  Colours,  Boy,  in  thy  behalf ; 

And 



of  King  John.  s>  *  7 
And  to  rebuke  the  Ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  Uncle,  Engli/Jj  John. 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth.  God  mall  forgive  you  Cordelions  Death, 
The  rather  that  you  give  his  Offspring  Life, 
Shadowing  their  Right  under  your  Wings  of  War; 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerlefs  Hand, 
But  with  a  Heart  full  of  unftained  Love, 
Welcome  before  the  Gates  of  Angiers,  Duke. 

Lewis.  A  noble  Boy,  who  would  not  do  thee  right  ? 
Aufl.  Upon  thy  Cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  Kifs, 

As  Seal  to  this  Indenture  of  my  Love; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 

'Till  Angiers,  and  the  Right  thou  haft  in  France; 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  Shore, 
Whofe  Foot  fpurns  back  the  Ocean's  roaring  Tides, 
And  coops  from  other  Lands  her  Iflanders, 

Even  'till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  Main, 
That  water-walled  Bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  Purpofes, 
Even  'till  that  outmoft  Corner  of  the  Weft 

Salute  thee  for  her  King;  'till  then,  fair  Boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  Arms. 

Conft*  O  take  his  Mother's  Thanks,  a  Widow's  Thanks, 
'Till  your  ftrong  Hand  (hall  help  to  give  him  Strength, 
To  make  a  more  Requital  to  your  Love. 

Anfi.  The  Peace  of  Heav'n  is  theirs,  who  lift  their  Swords 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  War. 

K.  Philip.  Well,  then,  to  work,  our  Cannon  fhallbe  bent 
Againft  the  Brows  of  this  refitting  Town; 
Call  for  our  chiefeft  Men  of  Difcipline, 
To  cull  the  Plots  of  beft  Advantages. 

We'll  lay  before  this  Town  our  Royal  Bones, 
Wade  to  the  Market-Place  in  Frenchmens  Blood, 
But  we  will  make  it  fubjed  to  this  Boy. 

Confl.  Stay  for  an  Anfwer  to  your  Embaflie, 

Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  Swords  with  Blood. 
My  Lord  Chattilion  may  from  England  bring 
That  Right  in  Peace  which  here  we  urge  in  War, 
And  then  we  mail  repent  each  Drop  of  Blood, 
That  hot  raftx  hafte  fo  indirectly  fiied. 

Enter 
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Enter  Chattilion. 

K.  Philip.  A  Wonder,  Lady  I  lo !  upon  thy  Wiflt 

Our  Meffcnger  Chattilion,  is  arrived  ; 
What  England,  fays,  fay  briefly,  gentle  Lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee.  Chattilion  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  Forces  from  this  paultry  Sitge, 
And  ftir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  Task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  Demands, 
Hath  put  h'mfcif  in  Arms,  the  adverfe  Winds, 
Whofe  Leifure  I  have  ftaid,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  Legions  all  as  foon  as  I. 
His  Marches  are  expedient  to  this  Town, 
His  Forces  ftrong,  his  Soldiers  confident. 

With  him  along  is  come  the  Mother-Queen; 
An  Ate  ftirrir-g  him  to  Blood  and  Strife. 
With  her  her  Neice,  the  Lady  Blanch  of  Spain; 

With  them  a  Baftard  of  the  King  deceas'd, 
And  all  th*  unfettled  Humours  of  the  Land; 
Ralh,  ineonfiderate,  fiery  Volunteers, 
With  Ladies  Faces,  and  fierce  Dragons  Spleens, 
Have  fold  their  Fortunes  at  their  native  Homes, 

Bearing  their  Birthright  proudly  on  their  Backs, 
To  make  a  Hazard  of  new  Fortunes  here; 

In  brief,  a  braver  Choice  of  dauntlefs  Spirits 

Than  now  the  Englifo  Bottoms  have  waft  o'er, 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fweliing  Tide, 
To  do  offence  and  fcathe  in  Chriftendom; 

The  Interruption  of  their  churliili  Drums 
Cuts  off  more  Circumftance ;  they  are  at  Hand, 

\JDrums  beat. 

To  parly  or  to  fight,  therefore  prepared 

K.  Philip.  How  much  unlook'd  for   is  this   Expedition! 
Auft.  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  fo  much 

We  muft  awake,  endeavour  for  Defence, 
For  Courage  mounteth  with  Occalion: 

Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepar'd. 
Enter  King  of  England,  Bafiard,  Elinor,  Blanch,  Pembroke^ 

and  others. 

K.  John.  Peace  be  to  France,  if  France  in  Peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  Entrance  to  our  own; 

If  not,  bleed  irrfwe,  and  Peace  afcend  to  Heav'a. 
Whilfl: 
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Whilft  we,  God's  wrathful  Agent,   do  correct 
Their  proud  Contempt  that  beats  his  Peace  to  Meav'n. 

K.  Philip.  Peace  be  to  England,  if  that  War  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  Peace, 

England  we  love,  and  for  that  England's  fake With  burthen  of  our  Armour  here  we  fweat; 
This  Toil  of  ours  mould  be  a  Work  of  thine; 

But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far, 
That  thou  haft  under-wrought  its  lawful  King, 
Cut  off  the  Sequence  of  Pofterity, 
Out- faced  Infant  State,  and  done  a  Rape 

Upon  the  Maiden-Virtue  of  the  Crown. 

Look  here  upon  thy  Brother  Geffrey's  Face, 
Thefe  Eyes,  thefe  Brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his; 
This  little.  AbftracT:  doth  contain  that  large 

Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey;  and  the  Hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  large  a  Volume. 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  Brother  born, 

And  this  his  Son,  England  was  Geffrey's  Right, 
And  this  is  Geffrey\ ;    in  the  Name  of  God, 

Mow  comes  it  then  that  thou  art  call'd  a  King, 
When  living  Blood  doth  in  thefe  Temples  bear, 

Which  owe  the  Crown  that  thouo'er-maftereft? 
K.  John.  From  whom  haft  thou   this  great  Commiflion 

To  draw  my  Anfwer  from  thy  Articles  ? 
K.Phil.  From  that  fupernal  Judge  that  ftirsgood  Thoughts 

In  any  Breaft  of  ftrong  Authority, 
To  look  into  the  Blots  and  Stains  of  Right, 
That  Judge  hath  made  me  Guardian  to  this  Boy, 
Under  whofe  Warrant  I  impeach  thy  Wrong, 
And  by  whofe  Help  I  mean  to  chaftife  it. 

K.  John.  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  Authority. 
K.  Philip.  Excufe  it  is  to  beat  ufurping  down; 
Eli.  Who  is  it  that  thou  doft  call  Ufurper,  France*  \ 
Conff.  Let  me  make  Anfwer!  Thy  ufurping  Son. 
Eli.  Out  Infclent,  thy  Baftard  fhall  be  King, 

That  thou  may 'ft  be  a  Queen,  and  check  the  World ! 
Conft*  My  Bed  was  ever  to  thy  Son  as  true, 

As  thine  was  to  thy  Husband,  and  this  Boy, 
Liker  in  Feature  to  his  Father  Geffrey, 
Than  thou  and  John,  in  Manners  being  as  like 

As 
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As  Rain  to  Water,  or  Devil  to  his  Dam. 

My  Boy  a  Baftard!  By  my  Soul  I  think 
His  Father  never  was  fo  true  begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  and  if  thou  wert  his  Mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  Mother,  Boy,  that  blots  thy  Father* 
Conft.  There's  a  good  Grandam,  Boy, 

That  would  blot  thee. 

Aaft.  Peace. 
Baft.  Hear  the  Crier. 
Attft.  What  the  Devil  art  thou? 
Baft.  One  that  will  play  the  Devil,  Sir,  with  you, 

And  a  may  catch  your  Hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  Hare,  of  whom  the  Proverb  goes* 

Whofe  Valour  plucks  dead  Lions  by  the  Beard, " 
1*11  fmoak  your  Skin-Coat,  and  I  catch  you  right; 
Sirrah,  look  to'r,  i'faith  I  will,  i'faith. 

Blanch.  O  well  did  he  become  that  Lion's  Robe^ 
That  did  difrobe  the  Lion  of  that  Robe. 

Baft.  It  lyes  as  fightly  on  the  Back  of  him, 

As  great  Alcide's  Shoes  upon  an  Afs; 
But,  Afs,  I'll  take  that  Burthen  from  your  Back, 
Or  lay  on  that  fhall  make  your  Shoulders  crack. 

Auft.  What  Cracker  is  this  fame  that  deafs  our  Ears 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  Breath  ? 
King  Lewis,  determine  what  we  fhall  do  ftreight. 

Lewis.  Women  and  Fools  break  off  your  Conference* 
King  John,  this  is  the  very  Sum  of  all; 
England,  and  Ireland,  Angiers,  Tourain,  Main, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee : 
Wilt  thou  refign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  Arms? 

K.  John.  My  Life  as  foon.  I  do  defie  thee,  France* 
Arthur  of  Britain,  yield  thee  to  my  Hand, 

And  out  of  my  dear  Love  I'll  give  thee  more, 
Than  e'er  the  Coward-Hand  of  France  can  win ; 
Submit  thee,  Boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  Grandam,  Child. 
Conft.  Do,  Child,  go  to  it  Grandam,  Child, 

Give  Grandam  Kingdom,  and  it  Grandam  will 
Give  it  a  Plum,  a  Cherry  and  a  Fig, 

There's  a  good  Grandam. 
Arth,  Good  my  Mother,  Peace, 
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I  would  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  Grave, 

I  am  not  worth  this  Coil  that's  made  for  me. 
Eli.  His  Mother  ihames  him  fo,  poor  Boy  he  weeps. 
Confi.  Now  (hame  upon  you  where  me  does  or  no. 

His  Grandam's  Wrong,  and  not  his  Mother's  Shames, 
Draws  thofe  Heav'n-moving  Pearls  from  his  poor  Eyes, 
Which  Heav'n  (hall  take  in  nature  of  a  Fee; 

Ay,  with  thefe  fad  Chryftal  Beads  Heav'n  mall  be  brib'd To  do  him  Juftice,  and  Revenge  on  you. 

Eli.  Thou  monftrous  Slanderer  of  Heav'n  and  Earth. 

Confi*  Thou  monftrous  Injurer  of  Heav'n  and  Earth, 
Call  me  not  Slanderer ;  thou  and  thine  ufurp 
The  Domination,  Royalties  and  Rights 

Of  this  opprefled  Boy;  this  is  thy  eldeft  Son's  Son, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee; 
Thy  Sins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  Child, 
The  Canon  of  the  Law  is  laid  on  him, 

Being  but  the  fccond  Generation 
Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiving  Womb. 

K.  John.  Bedlam  have  done. 
Confi.  I  have  but  this  to  fay, 

That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  Sin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  Sin  and  her,  the  Plague 

On  this  removed  IfTue,  plagu'd  for  her, 
And  with  her  Plague  her  Sin ;  his  Injury 
Her  Injury,  the  Beadle  to  her  Sin, 

All  punifh'd  in  the  Perfon  of  this  Child, 
And  all  for  her;  a  Plague  upon  her. 

Eli.  Thou  unadvifed  Scold,  I  can  produce 
A  Will  that  bars  the  Title  of  thy  Son. 

Confi.  Ay,   who  doubts  that?  a  Will;  a  wicked  Willi 

A  Woman's  Will;  a  canker'd  Grandam's  Will. 
K.  Philip.  Peace  Lady,  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate; 

It  ill  befeems  this  Prefence  to  cry  ay  me 
To  thefe  ill  turned  Repetitions. 
Some  Trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  Walls 
Thefe  Men  of  Anglers ;  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  Title  they  admit,  Arthur  %  or  Johns 

[Trumpet  founds* 
Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  Wills. 

Citu  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  Walls? K.  Philip] 
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K.  Philip.  'Tis  France  for  England. 
K.  John.  England  for  it  felf ; 

You  Men  of  Anglers,  and  my  loving  Subje&s.. 
K.  Philip.  You  loving  Men  of  Angiers,  Arthur  $  Subje&s) 

Our  Trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  Parle   
K.  John.  For  our  Advantage;  therefore  hear  us  firft; 

Thefe  Flags  of  France ■,  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  Eye  and  Profpecl:  of  your  Town, 

Have  hither  march'd  to  your  Endamagement. 
The  Cannons  have  their  Bowels  full  of  Wrath; 

And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  (pit  forth 

Their  Iron  Indignation  'gainft  your  Walls: 
All  Preparation  for  a  bloody  Siege, 
And  mercilefs  Proceeding,  by  thefe  French, 
Confront  your  Cities  Eyes,  your  winking  Gates; 
And  but  for  our  Approach,  thofe  fleeping  Stones, 
That  as  a  Wafle  do  girdle  you  about, 
By  the  Compulfion  of  their  Ordinance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  Beds  of  Lime 
Had  been  difliabited,  and  wide  Havock  made 

For  bloody  Power  to  rum  upon  your  Peace. 
But  on  the  Sight  of  us  your  lawful  King, 
Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  March, 
Have  brought  a  counter-check  before  your  Gates, 

To  fave  unfcratch'd  your  Cities  threatned  Cheeks : 
Behold  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  Parle; 

And  now  inftead  of  Bullets  wrap'd  in  Fire, 
To  make  a  making  Feaver  in  your  Walls, 
They  moot  but  calm  Words,  folded  up  in  Smoat, 
To  make  a  faithlefs  Error  in  your  Ears; 
Which  truft  accordingly,  kind  Citizens, 

And  let  us  in.     Your  King,  whofe  labour'd  Spirits 
Fore-weary'd  in  this  Action  of  fwift  Speed, 
Craves  Harbourage  within  your  City  Walls. 

K.  Philip.  When  I  have  faid,  make  Anfwer  to  us  both* 
Loe  in  this  right  Hand,  whofe  Protection 

Is  moft  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Often  i$  holds,  ftands  young  PUntagenet^ 
£on  to  th0  elder  Brother  of  this  Man, 

And  Kin£  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys: 
For  this  down-trodden  Equity,  we  tread 

U 
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In  warlick  March,  thefe  Greens  before  your  Town, 
Being  no  further  Enemy  to  you 
Than  the  conftraint  of  Hofpitabie  Zeal, 
In  the  relief  of  this  opprciTed  Child, 
Religi  >ufly  provokes.     Be  pleafd  then 
To  pay  that  Duty  which  you  truly  owe, 
To  him  that  owes  it,  namely,  this  young  Prince  j 
And  then  cur  Arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  Bear, 
Save  in  Afped,  hath  all  Offence  feafd  up: 
Our  Cannons  Malice  vainly  (hall  be  fpent 

Againfl  th'  invulnerable  Clouds  of  Heav'fl ; 
And  with  a  bleiTed,  and  un-vext  retire, 

With  unhack'd  Swords,  and  Helmets  all  unbruis'd, 
We  will  bear  home  that  Jufty  Blood  again, 
Which  here  we  came  to  fp  out  againfl  your  Town^ 
And  ̂ eave  your  Children,  Wives,  and  you  in  Peace; 

But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  Offer, 
*Tis  not  the  Rounder  of  youroid-fae'd  Walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  Mcffcngas  of  War; 
Though  all  thefe  EngliJI^  and  their  Discipline, 
Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  Circumference: 
Then  tell  u?,  (hall  your  Ciry  call  us  Lord, 

In  that  behalf  which  we  have  clalleng'd  it? 
Or  (hall  we  give  the  Signal  to  our  Rage, 
And  ftalk  in  Blood  to  our  PofTeflion? 

Giti.  In  brief,  we  are  the  King  of  England  $  Subject 
For  him,  and  in  his  Right,  v/e  hold  this  Town. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  King,  and  let  me  ir?j 
Citi,  That  can  we  not ;  but  he  that  proves  the  King, 

To  him  will  we  prove  Loyal ;  'till  that  time 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  Gates  againfl:  the  World. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  Crown  of  Englandprove  the  King? 
And  if  not  thar,   I  bring  you  WitneiTes, 

Twice  fifteen  thoufand  Heaits  of  England's  Breed'       — 
Baft.  Baftardf,  and  elfe. 
K.  John.  To  verifie  our  Title  with  their  Lives. 

K.  Philip.  As  many,  and  as  Well  born  Bloods  as  thofe — - 
Baft.  Some  Baflards  too. 
K.  Philip.  Stand  in  his  Face  to  contradict  his  Claim, 

Citi.  'Till  you  compound  whofe  Right  is  worthiefl, 
W«  for  the  worthiefl  hold  the  Right  from  both. 

Vol,  III.  C  K.  John. 
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K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  Sin  of  all  thofe  Souls* 

That  to  their  everlafting  Refidence, 
Before  the  Dew  of  Evening  fall,  fhall  fleet 

In  dreadful  Trial  of  our  Kingdom's  King. 
K.  Philip.  Amen,  Amen.     Mount  Chevaliers  to  Arnas* 

Baft*  Saint  George  that  fwing'd  the  Dragon, 
And  e'er  fince  fits  on's  Horfeback  at  mine  Hoftefs  Door, 
Teach  us  fome  Fence.     Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 

At  your  Den,  Sin  ah,  with  your  Lionefs, 

I  would  fet  an  Ox-Head  to  your  Lion's  Hide, 
And  make  a  Monfter  of  you. 

Atift.  Peace,  no  more. 
Baft.  O  tremble ;  for  you  hear  the  Lion  roar. 

K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  Plain,  where  we'll  fet  forth. 
In  btft  Appointment,  all  our  Regiments. 

Baft.  Speed  then  to  take  Advantage  of  the  Field. 
K.  Philip.  It  (hall  be  fo;  and  at  the  other  Hill 

Command  the  reft  to  frand.     God  and  our  right.  [Exeunt* 
Here3  after  Excurfions,  enter  the  Herald  of  France  with 

Trumpets  to  the  Gates. 
F.  Her.  You  Men  of  Angiers,  open  wide  your  Gates, 

And  let  young  Arthur,  Duke  of  Britain*  in; 

\*/ho  by  the  Hand  of  France,  this  Day  hath  made 
Much  Work  for  Tears  in  many  an  EngUfh  Mother, 

Whole  Sons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  Ground: 
Many  a  Widow's  Husband  groveling  lyes, 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcoJour'd  Earth, 
And  Victory  with  little  Lofs  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  Banners  of  the  French^ 

Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplay'd 
To  enter  Conquerors;  and  to  proclaim 

Arthur  of  Britain^  England's  King,  and  yours. 
Enter  Engtifli  Herald  with  Trumpet. 

E.  Her.  Rejoyce,  you  Men  of  Anglers,  ring  your  Bells; 

Kino  John,  your  King,  and  England's,  doth  approach^ 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  Day. 

Their  Armours,  that  march'd  hence  fo  Silver  bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  in  Frenchmens  Blood. 
There  ftuck  no  Plume  in  any  Englift  Creft, 
That  is  removed  by  a  Staff  of  France. 
Our  Colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame.  Hands 

That 



of  King  John.  995 

That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  march'd  orthj 
And  like  a  jolly  Troop  of  Huntfmen  come 
Our  lufty  Englifb,  all  with  purpled  Hands, 

Dy'd  in  the  dying  Slaughter  of  their  Foes. 
Open  your  Gates,  and  give  the  Victors  Way. 

Citi.  Heralds,  from  off  our  Towers  we  might  beheld 
Frd*i  filft  to  laft,  the  Onfet  and  Retire 
Of  both  your  Armies,  whofe  Equality 
By  our  beft  Eyes  cannot  be  cenfured ; 

Blood  hath  bought  Blood,  and  Blows  have  anfwer'd  Blows ; 
Strength   match' d   with  Strength,     and  Power  confronted 
Both  are  alike,  and  both  alike  we  like;  [P°wcr* 
One  muft  prove  greateft.     While  they  weigh  fo  even, 
We  hold  our  Town  for  neither;  yet  for  both. 

Enter  the  two  Kings  with  their  Powers  at  fever  ai  DoorSi 
K.  John.  France,  haft  thou  yet  more  Blood  to  caft  away  \ 

Say,  /hall  the  Current  of  our  RJ^ht  run  on; 
Whofe  Paflage,  vext  with  thy  Impediment, 

Shall  leave  his  native  Channel,  and  oJer-fweIJ, 
With  Courfe  difturb'd,  even  thy  confining  Shores; 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  Silver  Water  keep 
A  peaceful  Progrefs  to  the  Ocean. 

K,  Philip.  England,  thou  haft  not  fav'd  one  Drop  of  Blood 
In  this  hot  Trial,   more  than  we  of  France; 
Rather  loft  more.     And  by  this  Hand  I  fv/ear, 
That  fways  the  Earth  this  Climate  overlooks, 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  juft-born  Armc, 

We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainft  whom  thefe  Arms  we  bear*' 
Or  add  a  Royal  Number  to  the  dead ; 

Gracing  the  Scroul  that  tells  of  this  War's  lofs, 
With  Slaughter  coupled  to  the  Name  of  King'* 

Baft.  Ha/   Majefty;  how  high  thy  Gloiy  towers* 
When  the  rich  Blood  of  Kings  is  fet  on  Fire. 
Oh  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  Chaps  with  Steel > 
The  Swords  of  Soldiers  are  his  Teeth,  his  Phangs, 
And  now  he  feafts,  moufing  the  Fiefh  of  Men 

In  undeterrnin'd  Differences  of  Kings. 
Why  ftand  thefe  Royal  Fronts  amazed  thus? 
Cry  Havock,  Kings*  back  to  the  ftained  Field 
You  equal  Potent^  fiery  kindled  Spirits  2 
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Then  let  Confufion  of  one  Part  confirm 

The  other's  Peace;  'till  then,  Blows,  Blood,  and  Deaths 
K.  John.  Whofe  Party  do  the  Townfmen  yet  admit? 

K.  Philip.  Speak  Citizens,  for  England,  who's  your  King? 
Ctti.  The  King  of  England,  when  we  know  the  King. 
K.  Phtlif.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  Right. 
K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  Deputy, 

And  bear  PofTtffion  of  our  Perfon  here, 
Lord  of  our  Prefence,  Angiers,  and  of  you. 

Citi.  A  greater  Power  than  we  denies  all  this; 

And  'till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  Scruple  in  our  ftrong  barr'd  Gates: 
Kings  of  our  Fear,  until  our  Fears  refolv'd 
Be  by  fome  certain  King  purg'd  and  depos'd. 

Ba%  By  Heav'n,  thefe  Scroyles  of  Anglers  Rout  you  Kings, 
And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  Battlements, 
As  in  a  Theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  Scenes,  and  Ads  of  Death. 

You  Royal  Prefences  be  rul'd  by  me ; 
Do  like  the  Mutines  of  Jerufalem, 
Be  Friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  fharpefl:  Deeds  of  Malice  on  this  Town. 
By  Baft  and  Weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  Cannon  charged  to  the  Mouths, 

'Till  their  Soul-fearing  Clamours  have  braul'd  down 
The  flinty  Ribs  of  this  contemptuous  City* 
Fd  play  incefTantly  upon  thefe  Jades; 
Even  'till  unfenced  Defolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  Air: 
That  done,  drffever  your  united  Strengths* 
And  part  your  mingled  Colours  once  again. 
Turn  Face  to  Face,and  bloody  Point  to  Point; 
Then  in  a  Moment  Fortune  mail  cull  forth, 
Out  of  one  Side,  her  happy  Minion. 
To  whom  in  favour  flie  (hall  give  the  Day, 
And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  Vi&ory. 
How  like  you  this  wild  Counfel,  mighty  States; 
Smacks  it  not  fomcthing  of  the  Policy? 

K.  John.  Now  by  the  Sky  that  hangs  above  ourHeadsi 
I  like  it  well.    France,  mail  we  knit  our  Powers, 
And  lay  this  Anglers  even  with  the  Ground, 

Then 
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Then  after  fight  who  mall  be  King  of  it? 

Baft.  And  if  thou  haft  the  Mettle  of  a  King, 

Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifh  Town, 
Turn  thou  the  Mouth  of  thy  Artillery, 
As  we  will  ours,  againft  thefe  faucy  Walls; 

And  when  that  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  Ground, 
Why  then  defie  each  other,  and  pell-mell 

Make  work  upon  our  felves  for  Heav'n  or  Hell. 
IC  Philip.  Let  it  be  fo;  fay,  where  will  you  affault  ? 
K.  John.  We  from  the  Weft  will  fend  Deftrudion 

Into  this  City's  Bofom. Auti.  I  from  the  North. 

K.  Philip.  Our  Thunder  from  the  South, 
Shall  rain  their  Drift  of  Bullf  ts  on  this  Town. 

Baft*  O  prudent  Difcipline !  From  North  to  South ; 
Auftria  and  France  (hoot  in  each  others  Mouth, 

I'll  ftir  them  to  it;  come  away,  away. 
Citi.  Hear  us  great  Kings,  vouchfafe  a  while  to  flay, 

And  [  mail  mew  you  Peace,  and  fair-fae'd  League. 
Win  you  this  City  without  Stroak  or  Wound ; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  Lives  to  die  in  Beds, 
That  here  come  Sacrifices  for  the  Field; 

Perfevere  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  Kings. 
K.  John.  Speak  on;  with  Favour  we  are  bent  to  hear. 
Citi.  That  Daughter  there  of  Spain*  the  Lady  Blanch, 

Is  near  to  England,  look  upon  the  Years 
Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  Maid. 
If  lufty  Love  ihould  go  in  queft  of  Beauty, 
Where  could  he  find  it  fairer,  than  in  Blanch? 
If  zealous  Love  mould  go  in  fearch  of  Virtue, 
Where  could  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch* 
If  Love  ambitious,  fought  a  Match  of  Birth, 
Whofe  Veins  bound  richer  Blood  than  Lady  Blanch  ? 
Such  as  (he  is,  in  Beauty,  Virtue,  Birth, 
Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  compleat; 
If  not  comDleat  of,  fay  he  is  not  me; 
And  fhe  a^rain  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 
If  Want  it  be  not,  that  fhe  is  not  he. 
He  is  the  half  Part  of  a  blefTed  Man, 
L^fc  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  as  fhe; 
And  flie  a  fair  divided  Excellence, 
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Whofe  fulnefs  of  Perfection  lyes  in  him. 
O  two  fuch  Silver  Currents,  when  they  join, 
Do  glorifie  the  Banks  that  bound  them  in: 
And  two  fuch  Shores,  to  two  fuch  Streams  made  one, 
Two  fuch  controlling  Bounds  fhall  you  be,  Kings, 

To  the'e  two  Prince^,  if  you  marry  them: 
This  Union  ihall  do  more  than  Battery  can, 
To  our  faft  clofed  Gates:  For  at  this  Match, 

With  fwifter  Spleen  than  Powder  can  enforce, 
The  iVbuth  of  Paffage  fhall  we  fling  wide  ope, 
And  give  you  entrance;  but  without  this  Match, 
The  Sea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf, 
Lions  more  confident,  Mountains  and  Rocks 

More  free  from  Motion,  no  not  Death  himfelf 
In  mortal  Fury  half  fo  peremptory, 
As  we  to  ke-p  this  City. 

Baft,  Here's  a  Stay, That  (hakes  the  rotten  Carkafs  of  old  Death 

Out  of  his  Rags.     Here's  a  large  Mouth  indeed, 
That  fpits  forth  Death,  and  Mountains,  Rocks,  and  Sea$$ 

Talks  as  farniliar'y  of  roaring  Lions, 
As  Maids  of  thirteen  do  of  Puppy- dogs. 
What  Cannoneer  begot  this  lufty  Blood, 
He  fpeaks  plain  Cannon  fire,  and  fmoak,  and  bounce, 
He  gives  the  Bafiinado  with  his  Tongue: 

Our  Ears  are  cudgel'd,  not  a  Word  of  his 
But  buffets  better  than  a  Fift  of  France; 

g  mnds  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  Words, 

Since  I  firft  call'd  my  Brother's  Father  Dad. 
Eli.  Son,  lift  to  this  Conjunction,  make  this  Match^ 

Give  with  our  Neice  a  Dowry  large  enough  j 
For  by  this  Knot,  thou  (halt  fo  furely  tie 

Thy  now  unfur'd  AfTurance  to  the  Crown, 
That  yon  green  Boy  lhall  have  no  Sun  to  ripe 
The  Bloom  that  prcmiferh  a  mighty  Fruit : 
I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  Looks  of  France; 
Mark  how  they  whifper,  urge  them  while  their  Souls 
Are  capable  of  this  Ambition, 

Left  2feal  row  melted  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  foft  Petitions,  Pity  and  Remorfe, 
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Gti.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  MajefHes, 

This  friendly  Treaty  of  our  threatned  Town? 
K.  Philip.  Speak  England  firft,  that  hath  been  forward  firft 

To  fpeak  unto  this  City :  What  fay  you? 
K.  John,  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  Princely  Sjn, 

Can  in  this  Book  of  Beauty  read  I  love : 
Her  Dowry  fhall  weigh  equal  with  the  Queen, 
For  Angiers,  and  fair  Tottrain,  Main,  P$y  fliers* 
And  ail  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  Sea, 

Except  this  City  now  by  us  befieg'd, 
Find  liable  to  our  Crown  and  Dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  Bridal  Bed,  and  make  her  rich 
In  Titles,  Honours,  and  Promotions ; 

And  (he  in  Bc-auty,  Education,  Blood, 
Holds  Hands  with  any  Princefs  of  the  World. 

K.Philip.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Boy?  Look  in  the  Lady's  Fac 
Lewis.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  in  her  Eye  I  find 

\  Wonder,  or  a  wondrous  Miracle, 

The  Shadow  of  my  felf  form'd  in  her  Eye, 
Which  being  but  the  Shadow  of  your  Son, 
Becomes  a  Son,  and  makes  your  Son  a  Shadow : 

f  do  proteft  I  never  Iov'd  my  k\f 
'Till  now,  infixed  I  beheld  my  felf, 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  Table  of  her  Eye. 

[Whijpers  whh  Blanch. 
Baft.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  Table  of  her  Eye, 

Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  Brow, 
Aad  quarter'd  in  her  Heart,  he  doth  efpie 
Himfelf  Love's  Traitor;  this  is  pity  now, 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quarter'd  there  fhould  be, 
In  fuch  a  Love,  fo  vile  a  Lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  Uncle's  Will  in  this  refpeel:  is  mine* 
If  he  fee  ought  in  you  that  makes  him  like, 
That  any  thing  he  fees  which  moves  his  liking 
I  can  with  eafe  tranflate  it  to  my  Will: 
Or  if  you  will,  to  fpeak  more  properly,  « 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  Love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you  my  Lord, 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  Love, 
Than  this,  that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 

Though  churlifli  Thoughts  themfelves  ihouldbe  your  Jud^e, 
C  4  That 
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That  I  can  find,  fhould  merit  any  Hate.  [Niece? 

K.Johr..  Wha>  fay  thefe  young  ones?  What  fay  you,  my 
BUnch.  That  (he  is  bound  in  Honour  frill  to  do 

What  you  in  Wifdom  (iA\  vouchfafe  to  fay. 
K.John.  Speak  then,  Prince  Daftpbinycan  you  love  this  Lady  ? 
Lewis.  Nay,  ask  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  Love, 

For  I  do  love  her  moil:  unfeignedly. 
K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  Pulque/fin,  Touraiu,  M*iny 

Pojtliers,  and  Axjou,  tkeie  five  Provinces 
With  her  to  thee,  ar>d  this  addition  morf, 
Full  thirty  thoufa=  d  Marks  of  Englijb  Coin. 

Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
Command  thy  Son  and  Daughter  to  join  Hands. 

K.  Philip.  It  likes  us  well ;  young  Princes,  clofeyourHands; 

Anft.  And  your  Lips  too,  for  I  am  well  aiTur'd, 
Tli3r  I  di  d  (o,  when  I  was  fir  ft  aflur'd, 

K.Philip.  Now  Citizens  of  Angiers  ope  your  Gate?, 

Let  in  that  amity  which  you  ba\  e  mad", 

For  at  Saint  Maris"   Chappel  prefemiy, 
The  Rites  of  Maniage  Hull  be  foiemoiz'd. 
Is  not  the  Lady  Conftance  in  this  Troop? 
I  know  fiie  is  not,  for  this  Match  made  up, 
Her  prcfence  would  ha  e  interrupted  much, 
Wh  re  is  ihc  and  her  Son,  tell  me,  who  knows? 

Lewis.   She  is  fad  and  paffionate  at  your  Highnefs  Tent. 
X.  Philip.  And  by  my  Faith,  this  League  that  we  have  made 

Will  give  herSadnefs  very  little  cure: 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  Widow  Lady?  In  her  Right  we  came, 

Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'd  another  wsv, To  our  own  vantage. 
K.  John.  We  will  h^al  up  all, 

For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Britain 
And  Earl  of  Richmond,  and  this  rich  fair  Town 
We  make  him  Lord  of.    Call  the  Lady  Confiancey 
Some  fpeedy  Meffenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  Solemnity:  I  truft  we  (halt 
If  not  fill  up  the  Meafure  of  her  Will, 

Yet  in  forr.e  m-*fure  far i* fie  her  fo, 
That  we  ihsll  flop  her  Exclamation. 

Co 
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Go  we,  as  well  as  hafte  will  fuffer  us, 

To  this  unlook'd  for,  unprepared  Pomp.    \_Ex.  all  but  Baft* 
Bafi.  Mad  World,  mad  King?,  mad  Compofition ; 

John,  to  flop  Arthur's  Title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part ; 
And  France*  whofe  Armour  Conscience  buckled  on, 
Whom  Zeal  and  Charity  brought  to  the  Field, 

As  God's  own  Soldier,  rounded  in  the  Ear 
With  that  fame  Purpofc-changer,  that  fly  Devil, 
That  Broker,  trnt  ftill  breaks  the  pate  of  Faith, 

Thar  daily  Bre&k-  Vow,  he  that  wins  of  a'l, 
Of  Kings,  of  Beggars,  old  Men,  young  Men,  Maids, 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe, 
But  the  word  Maid,  cheats  the  poor  Maid  of  that, 

That  fmooth-fae'd  Gentleman,  tickling  Commodity, 
Commodity,  the  Biafs  of  the  World, 
The  World,  who  of  it  k\f  is  poifed  well, 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  Ground; 

'Till  this  Advantage,  this  vile  drawing  Biafs, 
This  fway  of  Motion,  this  Commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency, 
From  all  direction,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent; 
And  this  fame  Biafs,  this  Commodity, 
This  Bawd,  this  Broker,  that  all  changing-world, 
Clapt  on  the  outward  Eye  of  fickle  France, 

Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determined  aid, 
From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  War, 
To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile  concluded  Peace. 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity? 
But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet: 
Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  Hand, 
When  his  fair  Angels  would  falute  my  Palm, 
But  for  my  Hand,  as  unattempted  ytt, 
Like  a  poor  Beggar,  raileth  on  the  Rich. 
Well,  whiles  I  am  a  Beggar,  I  will  rail. 
And  fay  there  is  no  Sin  but  to  be  rich ; 
And  being  rich,  my  Virtue  then  fiiall  be, 
To  fay  there  is  no  Vice,  but  Beggary, 
Since  Kings  break  Faith  upon  Commodity, 
Cain  be  my  Lord,  for  I  will  worftiip  thee,  [Exit. 

ACT 
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A  C  T   II.     SCENEI. 

Enter  Gonftance,  Arthur  and  Salisbury. 

Gonft.  f>  ONE  to  be  marry'd !  Gone  to  fwear  a  Peace ! 
VJ  Falfe  Blood  to  falfe  Blood  join'd  J   Gone  to  be Friends ! 

Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  thofc  Provinces  I 
It  is  not  fo,  thou  haft  mifpoke,  mifheard; 

Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  Tala  again. 
It  cannot  be,  thou  doft  but  fay  'tis  fo. 
I  truft  I  may  not  truft  thee,  for  thy  Word 
Is  but  the  vain  Breath  of  a  common  Man  : 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee  Man, 

I  have  a  King's  Oath  to  the  contrary. 
Thou  fhalt  be  punifh'd  for  thus  frighting  me, 
For  I  am  fick,  and  capable  of  Fears. 
Oppreft  with  Wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  Fears, 
A  Widow,  husbandlefs,  fubjecl:  to  Fears, 
A  Woman  naturally  born  to  Fears ; 
And  though  thou  now  confcfs  thou  didft  but  jeft, 
With  my  vext  Spirits  I  cannot  take  a  Truce, 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  Day. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  making  of  thy  Head? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  Son  ? 
What  means  that  Hand  upon  that  Breaft  of  thine? 
Why  holds  thine  Eye  that  lamentable  R.heum, 

Like  a  proud  River  peering  o'er  his  bounds? 
Be  thefe  fad  Signs  confirmers  of  thy  Words? 
Then  fpeak  again ;  not  all  thy  former  Tale, 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  Tale  be  true. 

Sal.  As  true,  as  I  believe  you  think  them  falfe, 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 

Conft.  Oh  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  Sorrow* 
Teach  thou  this  Sorrow  how  to  make  me  dye, 
And  let  Belief  and  Life  encounter  fo, 

As  doth  the  Fury  of  two  defperate  Men, 
Which  in  the  very  meeting  fall  and  dye. 
Lewis  marry  Blanchl  O  Boy,  then  where  art  thou? 
France  Friend  with  England,  what  becomes  of  me? Fellow 
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Fellow  be  gone,  I  cannot  broek  thy  fight ; 
This  News  hath  made  thee  a  mod:  ugly  Man. 

Sal.  What  other  Harm  have  J,  good  Lady,  done, 
But  fpoke  the  Harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Conft.  Which  Harm  within  it  felt  fo  hainous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  sll  that  fptak  of  it. 

Arth.  I  do  befecch  you,  Madam,  be  content. 
Conft.  If  thou  that  bidft  me  be  contenr,  wert  grim, 

Ugly,  and  fbndrous  to  thy  Mother's  Womb, 
Full  of  unpleafing  Blrts,  and  fightlefs  Stains, 
Lame,  foolifh,  crooked,  fwar,  prcdigicu?, 

Patch'd  with  foul  Moles,  and  Eye-offending  Marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content, 
For  then  I  would  not  love  thee :  No,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  Birth,  nor  deferve  a  Crown. 
But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  Birth,  dear  Boy, 

Nature  and  Fortune  join'd  to  make  ihee  great. 
Of  Nature's  Gifts  thou  msy'ft  with  Lillies  boafT, 
And  with  the  half  blown  Rofe.    But  Fortune,  oh, 

She  is  corrupted,  chang'd,  and  won  from  thee, 
Sh'  adulterates  hourly  with  thy  Unkle  John, 
And  with  her  golden  Hand  hath  pJuckt  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  refped:  of  Sovereingty, 
And  made  his  Majefty  the  Bawd  to  theirs. 
Trance  is  a  Bawd  to  Fortune,  and  King  Johny 

That  {trumpet  Fortune,  that  ufurping3^#  * 
Tell  m?,  thou  Fellow,  is  not  France  forfworn  ? 
Envenom  him  with  Words,  or  get  thee  gone, 
And  leave  thefe  Woes  alone,  which  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me,  Madam, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 

Conft.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  malt,  I  will  not  go  with  thee. 
I  will  inftruct  my  Sorrows  to  be  proud, 
For  Grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  floop; 
To  me  and  to  the  State  of  my  great  Grief, 

Let  Kings  aiTemble :  For  my  Grief's  fo  great, 
That  no  Supporter  but  the  huge  firm  Earth 
Can  hold  it  up :  Here  I  and  Sorrows  fit, 
Here  is  my  Throne,  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  it. ACT 
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ACT   III.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  King  Jofcn,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Elinor,  Phi- 
lip the  Bafiard,  Auftria,  and  Conftance. 

K.  Philip,  'HP  I  S  true,  fair  Daughter;  and  this  blefled  Day, 
JL     Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  Feftival: 

To  folemnize  this  Day  the  glorious  Sun 
Stays  in  his  Courfe,  and  plays  the  Alchymift, 
Turning  with  fplendour  of  his  precious  Eye 
The  meager  cloddy  Earth  to  glittering  Gold: 
The  yearly  courfe  that  brings  this  Day  about, 
Shall  never  fee  it,  but  a  Holy-day* 

Confi,  A  wicked  Day,  and  not  a  holy  Day. 

What  hath  this  Day  deferv'd?  What  hath  it  done^ 
That  it  in  golden  Letters  fhould  be  fet 
Among  the  high  Tides  in  the  Kalendar? 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  Day  out  of  the  Week* 
This  Day  of  Shame,  Oppreffion,  Perjury. 
Or  if  it  muft  ftand  ft  ill,  let  Wives  with  Child 
Pray  that  their  Burthens  may  not  fall  this  Day, 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft: 
Bur,  on  this  Day,  let  Seamen  fear  no  Wrack, 
No  Bargains  break  that  are  not  this  Day  made; 
This  Day  all  things  begun,  come  to  ill  End, 
Yea,  Faith  it  felf,  to  hollow  Falfhood  change. 

K.  Philip.  By  Heav'n,  Lady,  you  fhall  have  no  caufe 
To  curfe  the  fair  Proceedings  of  this  Day : 

Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  IVlajefty? 
Conft.  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  Counterfeit 

Refembling  Majefty,  which  being  touch'd  and  try'd, Proves  valuelefs :  Y®u  are  forfworn,  forfworn, 
You  came  in  Arms  to  fpill  my  Enemies  Blood, 
But  now  in  Arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 

The  g-apling  Vigour,  and  rough  frown  of  War 
Is  cold  in  Amity  and  painted  Peace, 
And  our  Oppreffion  hath  made  up  this  League : 

Arm,  Arm,  you  Heav'ns,  againftthefe  perjur'd  Kings^ 
A  Widow  cries,  be  Husband  tome,  Hcav'ns^ 
£.:t  not  the  Hours  of  this  ungodly  Day 

Wear 
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Wear  out  the  Days  in  Peace;  but  e'er  Sun-fer, 

Set  armed  Difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  Kings. 
Hear  me,  oh,  hear  me. 

Astjt:  Lady  Conftance,  Peace. 
Conft.  War,  War,  no  Peace,  Peace  is  to  me  a  War: 

O  Lymoges,  O  Aujlria,  thou  doft  fhame 
That  bloody  Spoil:  Thou  Slave,  thou  Wretch,  thou  Coward, 
Thou  little  Valiant,  great  in  Villany: 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide; 

Thou  Fortune's  Champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humorous  Lady/hip  is  by 

To  teach  thee  fafety;  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
And  rooth'ft  up  Greatnefs.     What  a  Fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  Fool,  to  brag,  to  ftamp,  and  fwear, 

Upon  my  Party ;  thou  cold-blooded  Slave, 
Haft  thou  not  fpokc  like  Thunder  on  my  fide, 
Been  fworn  my  Soldier,  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  Stars,  thy  Fortune,  and  thy  Strength  ? 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  Foes  ? 

Thou  wear'ft  a  Lion's  Hide?  Doff  it  for  fhame, 
And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 

Auft*  O  that  a  Man  fliould  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me. 
Bait*  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs* 

Attft*  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  Villain,  for  thy  Life. 
Baft:  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  thofe  recreant  Limbs. 
K.  John*  We  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thy  Mf* 

Enter  Pandulph. 

K.Philip.  Here  comes  the  holy  Legate  of  the  Pope. 

Pand.  Hail,  you  anointed  Deputies  of  Heav'n  j 
To  thee,  King  John,  my  holy  Errand  is: 
I  Pandulph  of  fair  Milain  Cardinal, 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  Legate  here, 
Do  in  his  Name  religioufly  demand 
Why  thou  againft  the  Church,  our  holy  Mother, 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn,  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  Archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  See? 

This  in  our  forefaid  holy  Father's  Name* 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

JT.  Jahn*  What  earthy  Name  to  Interrogatories 
Can  tafte  the  Free-breath  of  a  facred  King? Thou 
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Thou  canft  not,  Cardinal,  dcvife  a  Name 
So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  Pope: 
Tell  him  this  Tale,  and  from  the  Mouth  of  England, 
Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  Prieft 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  Dominions : 

But  as  we,  under  Heav'n,  are  fupream  Head, 
So  under  him  that  great  Supremacy 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold 
Without  th'Afliftance  of  a  mortal  Hand: 
So  tell  the  Pope,  all  Reverence  fet  aparc 

To  him  and  his  ufutp'd  Authority. 
K.  Philip.  Brother  of  EngUnd,  you  blafpheme  in  this. 
K.J*hn.  Though  you,  and  all  the  Kings  of  Chriftcndom 

Are  led  fo  grofly  by  this  medling  Prieft, 
Dreading  the  Curfe  that  Mony  may  buy  out, 
And,  by  the  Merit  of  vile  Gold,  drofs,  duft, 
Purchafe  corrupted  Pardon  of  a  Man, 
Who  in  that  fale  Mh  Pardon  from  himfelf : 

Though  you,  and  all  the  reft  fo  grofly  led, 
This  jugling  Witch-craft  with  Revenue  cherifh, 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  Pope,  aid  count  his  Friends  my  Foes. 

Pand.  Then  by  the  lawful  Power  that  I  have> 
Thou  fhalt  ftand  Curft,  and  Excommunicate, 
And  blefled  fhall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 

From  his  Allegiance  to  an  Heretick, 
And  meritorious  fhall  that  Hand  be  calPd, 

Canonized  and  Worihipp'd  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  Courfe 
Thy  hateful  Life. 

Conft.   O  lawful  let  it  be 
That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while. 
Good  Father  Cardinal,  cry  thou  Anen 
To  my  keen  Curfes ;  for  without  my  Wrong 
There  is  no  Tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right. 

Pand.  There's  Law  and  Warrant,  Lady,  for  my  Curfe* 
Confi.  And  for  mine  too,  when  Law  can  do  no  right* 

Let  it  be  lawful,  that  Law  bar  no  wrong : 
Law  cannot  give  my  Child  his  Kingdom  here; 
For  he  that Ti^lds  his  Kingdom,  holds  the  Law; 

Thirt* 
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Therefore  fince  Law  it  felf  is  perfect  wrong, 

How  can  the  Law  forbid  my  Tongue  to  curfe? 

fund.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  Curfe, 

Let  go  the  Hand  of  that  Arch-heretick, 
And  raife  the  Power  of  France  upon  his  Head, 

Unlefs  he  do  fubroit  himfelf  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Look'ft  thou  pale,  France*  Do  not  let  go  thy  Hand* 
Confi.  Look  to  that  Devil,  left  that  France  repeit, 

And  by  disjoining  Hands  Hell  lcfe  a  Soul. 
Anfl.  King  Philip,  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 

Bap.  And  hang  a  Calves-skin  on  his  recreant  Limbs. 
Auft.  Well,  Ruffian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 

Becaufe   
Baft.  Your  Breeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

K.John.  Philip,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  Cardinal? 
Confi.  What  fhould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal? 
Lewis.  Bethink  you  Father,  for  the  difference 

Is  purchafe  of  a  heavy  Curfe  from  Rome, 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  Friend: 
Forgo  the  eafier. 

Blanch.  That  is  the  Curfe  of  Rome. 

Confi.  O  Lewis,  ftand  faft,  the  Devil  tempts  thee  here 
In  likenefsofa  new  untrimmed  Bride. 

Blanch.  The  Lady  Conftance  fpeaks  not  from  her  Faith : 
But  from  her  Need. 

Confi.  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  Need, 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  Death  of  Faith, 
That  Need,  muft  needs  infer  this  Principle, 
That  Faith  would  live  again  by  Death  of  Need: 
O  then  tread  down  my  Need,  and  Faith  mounts  up: 
Keep  my  Need  up,  and  Faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  King  is  mov'd,  and  anfwers  not  to  this. 
Confi.  O  be  remov'd  from  him.  and  anfwer  well : 
Anfi.  Do  fo,  King  Philip,  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 
Baft.  Hang  nothing  but  a  Calves-skin,  moft  fweet  Lout. 
K.  Philip.  I  am  perplext,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 
Pand,  What  canft  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee  more, 

If  thou  ftand  Excommunicate,  and  Curft  ? 

*  K.  Philip.  Good  reverend  Father,  make  my  Pcrfon  yours,' And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  your  felf? 
This  Royal  Hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit, And 
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Marry' d  in  League,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
Wi:h  aJ  religious  Strength  of  facred  Vows: 
The  lateft  Breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words, 
Was  deep  fworn  Faith,  Peace*  Amity,  true  Love 
Between  our  Kingdoms  and  our  Royal  felves, 
And  even  before  this  Truce,  but  new  before* 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafh  our  Hands, 
To  clap  this  Royal  Bargain  up  in  Peace, 

Heav'n  knows  they  were  befmear'd  and  over  ftain'd 
With  Slaughter's  Pencil;  where  Revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  difference  of  incenfed  Kings  t 

And  fhalkhtfe  Hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  Blood, 
So  n^wly  join'd  in  Love,  fo  ftrong  in  both, 
Unyoke  this  feifure,  and  this  kind  regreet? 

Play  faft  and  loofe  with  Fai  h?  So  jeft  withHeav'fy Make  fuch  unconftant  Children  of  our  felves, 
As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  Palm  from  PJam  ? 
Un-fwear  Faith  fworn,  and  on  the  Marriage-bed 
Of  fmiling  Peace  to  march  a  bloody  Hoaft, 
And  make  a  Riot  on  the  gentle  Brow 
Of  true  Sincerity  ?  O  holy  Sir, 
My  reverend  Father,  let  it  not  be  fo; 
Out  of  your  Grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 
Some  gentle  O  der,  and  then  we  mail  be  blef! 
To  do  your  Pleafure,  and  continue  Friends. 

Pand.  All  Form  is  formlefs,  Order  orderleff, 

Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  Love, 
Therefore  to  Arms,  be  Champion  of  our  Church, 
Or  let  th°  Church  our  Mother  brtafhe  her  Curff, 

A  Mother's  Curff,  on  her  revoking  Son. 
France,  thou  may'ft  hold  a  Serpent  by  the  Tongue^ 
A  cikd  Lion  by  the  mortal  Paw, 
A  f jfting  Tyger  fater  by  the  Tooth, 
Than  keep  in  Peace  trm  Hard  which  thou  doll:  hold. 

K,  Philip.   I  may  dri-join  my  Hand,  but  not  my  Faith* 

Pand.  So  mak'ft  tho  i  Faith  an  Enemy  to  Faith, 
And  like  a  Civil  War  fet'ft  Oath  to  Oath, 
Thy  Tongue  aeainfi:  thy  Tongue.     O  let  thy  Vow 

Firfl;  Hiade  to  Heav'n,  firft  be  to  Heav'n  perform'd, 
That  is,  to  be  the  Champion  of  our  Church. wh2£ 
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What  fince  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fworn  againft  thy  fdf* 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thy  felf ; 
For  that  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amifs, 
Is  not  amifs  when  it  is  truly  done: 
And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill. 
The  truth  is  then  moft  done,  not  doing  it : 
The  better  Acl:  of  Purpofes  mifto©k$ 
Is  to  miftake  again,  though  indirect, 
Ytt  indiie&ion  thereby  grows  direct, 
And  Falfhood,  Falfhood  cures,  as  Fire  cools  Fir* 

Within  the  fcorching  Veins  of  one  new  burn'd. 
It  is  Religion  that  doth  m  k<-  Vows  kept, 
But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  Religion: 

By  what  thou  fwear'ft,  againft  the  thing  thou  fweaf'ft 
And  mak'ft  an  Oith  the  furcty  tor  thy  Truth  : 
Againft  an  Oath  the  Truth,  thou  art  unfure 
To  fwear,  fwears,  only  not  to  be  forfworn ; 

Elfe  what  a  Mockery  ftiou'd  it  be  to  fwear? 
But  thou  doft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn, 
And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  fwear? 
Therefore  thy  latter  Vows,  againft  thy  firft* 
Is  in  thy  felf  Rebellion  to  thy  felf: 
And  better  Conqneft  never  canft  thou  make, 
Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  Parts 
Againft  thefe  giddy  loofe  Suggeftions: 

Upon  which  better  Part,  our  P  ay'rs  come  in 
If  thou  vouchfafe  them.     But  if  not,  then  know 
The  Peril  of  our  Curfis  light  on  thee 
So  heavy,  as  thou  fhalt  not  (hake  them  off, 
But  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight* 

Attft.  Rebellion,  flat  Rebellion. 

Baft.  Will'tnot  be? 
Will  not  a  Calves-skin  flop  that  Mouth  of  thine? 

Lewis.  Father,  to  Arms. 
Blanch*  Upon  thy  Wedding-day  ? 

Againft  the  Blood  that  thou  haft  married? 

What,  ftiali  our  Feaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'd  Men  ?  > 
Shall  braying  Trumpets,  and  loud  churlilh  Drums, 
Clamours  of  Hell*  be  meafures  to  our  Pomp? 
O  Husband*  hear  me:  Ay,  alack,  how  ntw 
Is  HuvSand  in  my  Mouth?  Even  for  that  Name 

Vol,  III.  D 
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Which  'till  this  time  my  Tongue  did  ne'er  pronouuee  j 
XJoon  my  Knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  Arms 
Againffc  mme  Uncle. 

Confi.  O,  upon  my  Knee,  made  hard  with  kneeling, 
I  do  pray  to  thee,  thou  virtuous  Dauphin, 

Alter  not  the  Doom  fore-thought  by  Hea  'n. 
Blanch.  Now  fha!l  I  fee  thy  Love,  what  Motive  may 

Be  ftrongcr  with  thee  than  the  Name  of  Wife? 
Confi.  That  which  upholdeth  hjm,  that  thee  upholds, 

His  Honour.      Oh  thine  Honour, '  Leu  is,  thine  Honour. 
Lewis.   I  mufe  your  Majeity  doth  feem  fo  cold, 

When  fuch  piofound  Reux<5b  do  pull  you  o   ? 
Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  Curfe  upon  his  Head.         [thee. 
K.Philip.  Thou  fhalt  not  need.  England,  I  will  fail  from 
Confi.  O  fair  return  of  bansuVd  M  jelly. 
Eli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  InconOancy. 
K.  John.  France,  thou  (halt  rue  this  Hour  within  this  Hour. 

Bafi.  Old  Time  the  Clock-Setter,  that  bald  Sexton,  Time, 
Is  it  as  he  wiil  ?  Well  then,  France  (hall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  Sun's  o'ercait  with  Blood:  Fair  Day  adieu. 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  mult  go  withal? 
I  am  with  both,  each  Army  hath  a  Hand, 

And  in  their  R  age,  I  having  hold  of  both, 
They  whurle  afunder,  and  difmember  me. 

Husband,  I  cannot  p~ay  that  thou  may'if  win: 
Uncle,  I  needs  mufl  pray  thrt  thou  rnay'ft  lofe: 
Father  I  may  not  Wifh  the  Forune  thine: 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  Wirhes  thrive: 
Who  ever  wins,  on  that  fide  ihall  I  lofe: 

AiTured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  plaid. 
Lewis,  L^dy,  with  me,  with  me  thy  Fortune  lyes. 
Blanch.  There  where  my  Fortune  live<,  there  my  Life  dies. 
K.John*  Coufin,  go  draw  our  PuiiTance  together. 

France,  1  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  Wrath,    • 
A  Rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition; 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  Bbod, 

The  Blood  and  d eared  valu'd  Blood  of  France. 

K.  Philip.  Thy  Ra«e  fha'l  burn  thee  vp,  and  thou  (hall  turn 
To  Afhes,  e'er  our  Blood  fhalJ  quench  that  Fire: 
Look  to  thy  felf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.Jolm.  No  more  than  he  that  threats.  To  Arms  let's  hie. 

[Exeunt* 
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SCENE    II. 

Alarms,  Excurfions:  Enter  Baftard  with  Auftria'i  Head* 
Baft.  Now  by  my  Life,  this  Day  grows  wondrous  hot, 

Some  aiery  Devil  hovers  in  the  Sky, 

And  pours  down  mifchief.     Auftria's  Head  lye  there, 
Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 

While  Philip  breathes. 
K.  John.  Hubert,  keep  this  Boy.   Philip,  make  up ; 

My  Mother  is  aflailed  in  our  Tent, 

And  ta'en,  I  fear. 
Baft.  My  Lord,  I  refcued  her:: 

Her  Highnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not. 
But  on,  my  Liege,  for  very  little  Pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  \Exeunu 
Alarms,  Excurfions,   Retreat.     Enter  King  John,  Elinor, 

Arthur,  Baftard,  Hubert,  and  Lords. 
K.John.  So  fhall  it  be;  your  Grace  Hull  ftay  behind 

So  ftrongly  guarded :  Coufin,  look  not  fad, 
Thy  Grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  Uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee,  as  thy  Father  was. 

Arth.  O  this  will  make  my  Mother  die  with  grief, 
K.  John.  Coufin,  away  for  England,  hafte  before, 

And  e'tr  our  coming  fee  thou  (hake  the  Bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots,  imprifoned  Angels 
Set  at  liberty :  The  fat  ribs  of  Peace 
Mud  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon : 
Ufe  our  CommifTion  in  its  utmoft  force. 

Baft.  Bell,  Book,  and  Candle,  fhall  not  drive  me  back, 
When  Gold  and  Silver  becks  me  to  come  on. 

I  leave  your  Highnefs:  Grandam,  I  will  pray, 
(IS  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  fafety ;  fo  I  kifs  your  Hand, 

Eli.  Farewel,  gentle  Coufin. 
K.John.  Coz,  farewel. 
Eli.  Come  hither  little  Ktnfmatf,  hark,  a  word. 
K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hubert.     O  my  gentle  Hubert, 

We  owe  thee  much;  within  this  Wall  of  flefli 
There  is  a  Soul  counts  thee  her  Creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  loves 

D  i  Anda 
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And,  my  good  Friend,  thy  voluntary  Oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhed. 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay, 
But  I  will  fit  it  wirh  fome  better  tune. 

By  Hea  'n,  Hubert ,  I  am  almoft  afham'd 
To  fay  what  good  refpe&  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefty. 
K.  John.  Good  Friend,  thou  had:  no  caufe  to  fay  fo  yet, 

But  thou  (halt  have ;  and  creep  time  ne'er  fo  flow, 
Yet  it  fhall  come  for  me  to  do- thee  good. 
T    L      J  1    • 

I  had  a  thing  to  fay,  but  let  it  go : 

The  Sun  is  in  the  Heav'n,  and  the  proud  Day, Attended  wich  the  Pleafure  of  the  World, 

Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 
To  give  me  Audience:  If  the  midnight  Bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  Tongue  and  brazen  Mouthy 
Sound  on  into  the  drowfie  Race  of  Night; 
If  this  fame  were  a  Church-yard  where  we  (land, 
And  thou  pofTeiTed  with  a  thoufand  Wrongs; 
Or  if  that  furly  Spirit,  Melancholy, 

Had  bak'd  thy  Blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick. 
Which  elfe  runs  trickling  up  and  down  the  Veins, 
Making  that  idiot  Laughter  keep  Mens  Eyes, 
And  (train  their  Cheeks  to  idle  Merriment, 

A  Paffion  hateful  to  my  Purpofes; 
Of  if  that  thou  couldft  fee  me  without  Eyes, 
H^ar  me  wit  cut  thine  Ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  Tongue,  ufing  Conceit  aloae, 
Without  Eyes,  Ear*,  and  harmful  found  of  words  | 
Then,  in  defpight  of  brooded  watchful  Day, 
I  Would  into  thy  Bofom  pour  my  Thoughts  : 
But,  ah,  I  will  not,  yet  I  love  thee  well, 

And  by  my  troth  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me  well. 
Hub.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake, 

Though  that  my  Death  were  adj unci:  to  my  A<5t, 

By  Hea  'n  I  would  do  it. 
K.John.  Do  nqt  I  knew  thou  wouldft? 

Goud  Hubert^  Hubert^  Hubert^  throw  thine  Eye 

On  yon  young  By  :  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  Friend, 
He  is  a  very  Serpent  in  my  way, 

And  whercfoe'er  thi$  Foot  of  mine  doth  tread, 
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He  Ives  before  me;  dofl;  thou  underftand  me? 
Thou  art  his  Keeper. 

Hub.  And  I'll  keep  him  (o> 
That  he  (hall  not  offend  your  Majefty. 

K.John.  Death. 
Hub.  My  Lord? 
K.John.  A  Grave. 
Hub.  He  fhall  not  live. 

K.John.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now.  Hubert,  I  love  thee. 

Well,  I'll  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee: 
Remember:  Madam,  fare  you  well. 

I'll  fend  thof-  Powers  o'er  to  your  Majefty. 
Eli.  My  Bicfling  go  with  thee. 
K.John.  For  England,  Coufin,  go. 

Hubert  fhall  be  yo  :r  Man,  to  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  Duty;  on  toward  Callicey  hoa.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulpho,  -and  Attendant:* 

K.Philip.  So  by  a  roaring Tempeft  on  the  Flood, 
A  whole  Armaio  of  convi&ed  Sail 

Is  fcatter'd  and  disjoir/d  from  feilowfhip. 
Pand.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 
K.Philip.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill? 

Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Angiers  loft .? 
Arthur  ta 'en  Prifoner?  Divers  dear  Friends  (lain? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 

O'er-bearing  lnteiruption,  fpight  of  France  f 
Lewis.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortify 'd: 

So  hot  a  Speed,  with  fuch  Advice  difp^s'd, 
Such  temperate  Order  in  fo  fierce  a  Caufe, 
Doth  want  Example;  who  hath  read,  or  hea  d 
Of  any  kindred- Adion  like  to  this? 

K.  Philip.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this  Piaife, 
So  we  could  find  fome  Pa  tern  of  or  Shame. 

Enter  Or  ft  a  ice. 

Look,  who  comes  here  ?  A  Grave  unto  a  Soul, 

Holding  th5  eternal  Spirit  againft  her  Will, 

D  s  T~ 
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In  the  vile  Prifon  of  affii&ed  Breath; 

I  prithee,  Lady,  go  away  with  me. 
Conft.  Lo,  now;  now  fee  the  iffue  of  your  Peace. 
K.  Philip.  Patience^good  Lady ;  comfort,  gentle  Con/lance, 
Conft.  No,  I  defie  all  Counfel,  all  Redrefs, 

But  that  which  ends  all  Counfel,    true  Redrefs; 
Death,  Death,  oh  amiable,  lovely  Death, 
Thou  odoriferous  Stench;  found  Rottennefs, 
Arife  forth  from  the  Couch  of  lading  Night, 
Thou  Hate  and  Terror  to  Profperity, 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  deteftable  Bones ; 
And  put  my  Eye- Balls  in  thy  vaulty  Brows, 
And  ring  thefe  Fingers  with  thy  houfhould  Worms, 
And  ftop  this  Gap  of  Breath  with  fulfom  Duft, 
And  be  a  Carrion  Monfter  like  thy  felf. 

Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  fmil'ft, 
And  bufs  thee  as  thy  Wife;  Miferies  Love, 
O  come  to  me. 

K.  Philip.  O  fair  Affliction,  Peace. 
Conft.  No,  no,  I  wiJI  not,  having  Breath  to  cry; 

0  that  my  Tongue  were  in  the  Thunder's  Mouth, 
Then  with  a  Pailion  I  would  make  the  World, 
And  rouze  from  Sleep  that  fell  Anatomy, 

Which  cannot  hear  a  Lady's  feeble  Voice, Which  fcorns  a  modern  Invocation, 

fan  A.  Lady,  you  utter  Madnefs,  and  not  Sorrow. 
Conft.  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belye  me  fo; 

1  am  not  mad;  this  Hair  I  tear  is  mine, 
My  Name  is  Conft  ance^  I  was  Geffreys  Wife; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  Son,  and  he  is  loft: 

I  am  not  mad,  I  would  to  Heav'n  I  were, 
For  then  'tis  like  I  mould  forget  my  felf. 
O,  if  I  could,  what  Grief  mould  I  forget ! 
Preach  fome  Phil  fophy  to  make  me  mad, 

And  thou  /halt  be  canoniz'd,  Cardinal; 
F  jc,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  Grief, 
My  reafonabie  Part  produces  Reafon 

How  J  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe* Woes, 
Ad  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  my  felf. 
If  I  were  mad,  I  ftiould  forget  my  Son, 
Or  m^dly  thinji  a  Babe  of  Clouts  \yere  hef 
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I  am  not  mad;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 

The  different  Plague  or  each  Calamity. 

K.  Philip.   Bind  up  thofe  Trefles;  O  what  Love  I  note 
In  the  fair  mu.titude  of  thofe  her  Hairs; 

Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  Drop  hath  fall'n, 
E  en  to  that  Drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  Fiends 
Do  "lew  themfelves  in  foctable  Grief, 

Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  Loves, 
Stukng  together  in  Calamity. 

Conjt,  To  England,  if  yoj  will. 
K.  Philip.  Bind  up  your  HJrs. 
Conft.   Yes,  that  1  will;  and  whrefore  will  I  do  it ? 

I  tort  them  frrm  their  Bonds,  and  cry'd  a'oud, 
O,  that  thefe  Hands  could  fo  redeem  my  Son, 
As  they  ha  e  given  thefe  Hairs  their  Liberty; 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  Liberty, 
And  will  again  commit  th  m  to  their  Bonds, 
Becaufe  mv  poor  Child  is  a  Prifoner. 
And  Father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 

That  we  (half  fee  and  know  our  Friends  in  Heav'n; 
If  that  be  true,  I  (hall  fee  my  Boy  again. 
for  fmce  th :  Birth  of  Cain,   the  firft  Male-Child 
To  him  that  did  but  Yeftcrday  fufpire, 
There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  Creature  born. 
But  now  will  Canker-Sorrow  fat  my  Bud, 
And  chafe  the  native  Beauty  from  his  Check, 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  ss  a  Ghofr, 

As  dim  and  meager  as  an  Agues  Fit, 

A  id  fo  he'll  die;  and  rifing  fo  again, 
When  I  fhall  meet  him  in  the  Court  of  Heav'n 
I  ihall  not  know  him ;  therefore  never,  never 
Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand.  You  hold  too  hainous  a  refpeel:  of  Grief. 
Conft.  He  talks  to  me  that  never  hid  a  Son. 
IC  Philip.  You  are  as  fond  of  Grief,  as  of  your  Child. 
Conft.  Grief  fills  the  Room  up  of  my  abfent  Child; 

Lyes  in  his  Bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  Locks,  repeats  his  Words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  Parts; 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  Garments  with  his  Form,, 
Then  have  I  Reafon  to  be  fond  of  Grief. 

D  4  Fire 
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Fare  you  well ;  had  you  fuch  a  Lofs  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  Comfort  than  you  do. 
I  will  not  keep  thb  Fq  m  upon  my  Head, 
When  there  is  fiich  Diforder  in  my  Wit. 
O  Lord,  my  Boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  Son ; 
My  Lift,  my  Joy,  my  Food,  myall  the  World, 
My  Widow-Comfort,  and  my  Sorrows  Cure.  [Exit. 

K.  Philip,  I  fear  fome  Outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her. 

[Exit. 
Lewis.  There's  nothing  in  this  World  can  make  me  joy. 

Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice  told  Tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  Ear  of  a  drowfie  Man; 
And  bitter  Shame  hath  fpoiPd  the  fweet  Words  tafte, 
That  it  yields  nought  but  Shame  and  Bitternefs, 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  Difeafe, 
Even  in  the  Inftant  of  repair  and  health, 

The  Fit  is  ft  or: gc ft:  Evils  that  take  Leave, 

On  'heir  Depart u  e,  moft  of  all  ihew  evil. 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  of  this  Day  ? 

Lewis.  h}\  Days  of  dory,  Joy,  and  Happinefs* 
Pand.  II  you  had  won  ir,  ctrtainly  you  had. 

No,  no;   when  Fortune  means  to  Men  moft  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatning  Eye. 

3Tis  ftrange  to  <hmk  how  much  King  John  hath  left 
In  this,    which  Jie  accounts  (o  dearly  won. 

Are  not  you  griev'd  that  Arthur  is  his  Prifoner? 
Lewis.  As  Hear-tiiy  as  he  is  g  ad  he  hath  him. 
Pand.  Your  Mind  is  all  a   youthful  as  your  Blood* 

Now  hear  me  {peak  with  a  prophetick  Spirit; 
For  even  the  Breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak 
Shall  blow  each  Daft,   each  Smw,  each  little  rub 

Out  of  the  Path  which  fhall  directly  lead 

Thy  Foot  to  England*-  T  hr or  e  :     A.d  therefore  mark. 
John  hath  fuz'd  Arthur^  and  it  ca  not  be, 
That  whiift  warm  Life  ohys  in  that  Infant's  Veins$ 
The  mifplac'd  John  mould  entertain  an  Hour, 
A  MirAfte,  nay  ont  quse-t  Breath  of  Reft. 

A  Scepter  f  atch'd  with  an  unruly  Ha  d, 
Muft  be  as  boyft?roully  maintained  as  gain'd* 
jind  he  that  ftands  upon  a  flippery  Place, 

flakes  nice  .of  np  yile  Hold  to  flay  him  up* 



of  King  John,  i  o  1 7 

That  John  may  fland,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall, 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Lewis.  But  what  fhall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur^  fall? 
Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  Blanch  your  Wife, 

May  then  make  all  the  Claim  that  Arthur  did. 
Lewis.  A  id  lofe  it,  Life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did, 
Pand.  How  green  you  arc,  and  frefh  in  this  old  World? 

John  lays  you  Plots;  the  Times  confpire  with  you; 
For  he  that  fteeps  his  Safety  in  true  Blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  Safety  and  untrue. 
This  AS:  fo  evilly  born  fhall  cool  the  Hearts 
Of  all  his  People,  and  freeze  up  their  Zeal, 
That  none  fo  (mall  Advantage  fhall  ftep  forth 
To  check  his  Reign,   but  they  will  cherifh  it. 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  Sky, 

No  Scope  of  Nature,  no  diftemper'd  Day, 
No  common  Wind,  no  cuftomed  Event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  Caufe, 
And  call  them  Meteors,  Prodigies,  and  Signs, 

Abortives,  Prefages,  and  Tongues  of  Heav'n, 
Plainly  denouncing  Vengeance  upon  John. 

Lewis.  May  be  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthurs  Life, 
But  hold  himf  If  fafe  in  his  Priforment. 

Pand.  O,  Sir,  when  he  (hall  hear  of  your  Approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Even  at  this  News  he  dies;  and  then  the  Hearts 
Of  all  his  People  ihall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kifs  the  Lips  of  unacquainted  Change, 
And  pick  ftrong  NLrter  of  Revolt,  and  Wrath, 
Out  of  the  bloody  Fingers  Ends  oijohn. 
Methinks  I  fee  this  Hurley  all  on  foot; 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you, 

Than  I  have  nam'd.     The  Baftard  Faulconbridge 
Is  now  in  England,  ranfacking  the  Church, 
Offending  Charity.     If  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  in  Arms,  they  would  be  as  a  Call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  Englijh  to  their  fide ; 
Or,  as  a  little  Snow,  tumbled  about, 
Anon  becomes  a  Mountain.     O  noble  Dauphin, 

Go  with  me  to  the  King,  'tis  wonderful, 
$Yhat  may  be  wrought  out  of  tjieir  Pifcoratcnt. Now 
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N  .w  that  their  Souls  are  top  full  of  Offence, 
For  England  go ;  I  will  whet  on  the  Kn  g. 

Lewis.  Strong  Re^fon  mikes  ftrong  A&ions;    let  us  go, 
If  you  (ay  ay,  the  King  will  not  fay  no.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I, 

Enter  Hubert  and  Executioner. 

Hub. HE  A T  me  thefe  Irons  hot,  and  look  you  (land 
Within  the  Arras;   when  I  ftnke  my  Foot 

Upon  the  Bofom  of  the  Ground,  ru/h  forth 
And  bind  the  Boy,  which  you  fhali  find  with  me, 
Faft  to  the  Chair:  Be  heedful;  hence,  and  watch, 

Exe.  I  hope  your  Warrant  will  bear  out  the  Deed! 

Hub.  Uncleanly  Scrup.'es,  fear  not  you;  look  to't. 
Young  Lad  come  forth ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur. 
Arth.  Good  Morrow,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Good  Morrow,  little  Prince. 

Arth.  As  Iitrfe  Prince,  having  fo  great  a  Title 
To  be  more  Prince,  as  may  be.    You  are  fad. 

Hub.  Indeed  I  have  been  merrier. 

Arth.  Mercy  on  me; 
Methinks  no  Body  Ihould  be  fad  but  I; 
Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France^ 

Youn^  Gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  a<  Night 
Only  for  Wantonnefs;  by  my  Chriftendom, 
So  I  were  out  of  Prifon,  and  kept  Sheep, 
I  mould  be  as  merry  as  the  Day  is  long: 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 

My  Uncle  pra&ifes  more  Harm  to  me. 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him. 

Is  it  my  Fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  Son  ? 
No  indeed  is't  not,  and  I  would  to  Heav'n 
I  were  your  Son,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 

Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  Innocent  Prate 
He  will  av/ake  my  Mercy,  which  lyes  dead; 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch.  \Afiie< 

Arth 
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Arth.  Are  you  fick,  Herbert*  you  look  pale  to  Day; 

Infooth  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick, 
That  I  might  fit  all  Night  and  watch  with  you. 
I  warrant  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  Words  do  take  Poffeffion  of  my  Bofom. 
Read  here,  young  Arthur*  „  How  now  foolifh  Rheume? 
Turning  difpitious  Torture  out  of  Door? 
I  muft  be  brief,  left  Refolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  Eyes    in  tender  Womanifh  Tears, 
Can  you  not  read  it?  Is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert^  for  fo  foul  Effect. 
Muft  you  with  hot  Irons  burn  out  both  mine  Eyes.? 

Hub.  Young  Boy,  I  muft. 
Arth.  And  will  you? 
Hub.  And  I  will. 

Arth.  Have  you  the  Heart  ?  When  your  Head  did  but  ake, 
I  knit  my  Handkerchief  about  your  Brows, 
(The  beft  I  had,  a  Princefs  wrought  it  mcj 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again; 
And  with  ray  Hand,  at  Midnight  held  your  Head; 
And  like  the  watchful  Minutes,  to  the  Hour, 

Still  and  anon  chear?d  up  the  heavy  Time, 
Saying,  what  lack  you?  and,  where  lyes  your  Grief? 
Or  what  good  Love  may  I  perform  for  you? 

Many  a  poor  Man's  Son  would  have  lain  ftill, 
And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  Word  to  you: 
But  you,  at  your  fick  Service  had  a  Prince ; 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  Love  was  crafty  Love, 
And  call  it  Cunning.     Do,  and  if  you  will, 

If  Heav'n  be  pleas/d,  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill, 
Why  then  you  muft.     Will  you  put  out  mine  Eyes? 
Thefe  Eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  mail 
So  much  as  frown  on  you. 

Hub.  I  have  fworn  to  do  it; 
And  with  hot  Irons  muft  I  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  Ah,  none  but  in  this  Iron  Age  would  do  it. 
The  Iron  of  it  felf,  though  heat  red  hot, 
Approaching  near  thefe  Eyes,  would  drink  my  Tcars^ 
And  quench  their  fiery  Indignation, 
Even  in  the  Matter  of  mine  Innocence; 

Kay?  after  that,  confume  away  in  Ruft9 
'   r     But 
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But  for  containing  Fire  to  harm  mine  Eye: 

Are  you  more  ftubborn  hard,  than  hammer'd  Iron  ? 
And  if  an  Angel  mould  have  come  to  me, 
And  told  me  Hubert  mould  put  out  mine  Eyes, 

I  would  not  have  believed  him ;   no  Tongue  but  Hubert's* 
Hub.  Come  forth;  do  as  I  bid  you  do, 
Arth.  O  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me;    my  Eyes  are  out 

Even  with  the  fierce  Looks  of  thefe  bloody  Men. 
Hub.  Give  me  the  Iron  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 
Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boifterous  rough? 

I  will  not  druggie,  I  will  Hand  ftone-ftiil. 

For  Heav'n  fake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound ; 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert,  drive  thefe  Men  away, 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  Lamb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  Word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  Iron  angerly : 

Thruft  but  thefe  Men  away  and  I'll  forgive  you, 
Whatever  Torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go,  ftand  within;  let  me  alone  with  him, 

Exe.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  Deed. 
Arth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chide  away  my  Friend, 

He  hath  a  ftern  Look,  but  a  gentle  Heart; 
Let  him  come  back>  that  his  Compaffion  may 
Give  Life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come,  Boy,  prepare  your  felf. 
Arth.  Is  there  no  Remedy? 
Hub.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  Eyes. 

Arth.  O  Heav'n,  that  there  were  but  a  Moth  in  yours, 
A  Grain,  a  Duft,  a  Gnat,  a  wandring  Hair, 
Any  Annoyance  in  that  precious  Senfe; 
Then  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boifterous  there, 
Your  vile  Intent  muft  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  promife?  Go  too,  hold  your  Tongue, 
Arth.  Hubert,  the  Utterance  of  a  brace  of  Tongues, 

Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  Eyes: 
Let  me  not  hold  my  Tongue,  let  me  not,  Hubert ; 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  Tongue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine  Eyes.  O  fpare  mine  Eyes, 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  ftill  to  look  on  you. 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  Inftrument  is  cold, 
And  would  not  harm  me. Hub. 
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Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  Boy. 
Arth.  No,  in  good  Tooth,  the  Fire  is  dead  with  Grief. 

Being  create  for  Comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferv'd  Exrrcams ;  fee  dk  your  felf, 
There  is  no  Malice  in  this  burning  Coal, 

The  Breath  of  Heav'n  hath  blown  his  Spirit  aut, 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  Aihes  on  his  Head. 

Hub.  But  with  my  Breath  I  can  revive  it,  Boy. 
Arth*  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blufh, 

And  glow  with  (harne  of  your  Proceedings,  Hubert : 
Nay,  it  perchance  will  fpaikle  in  your  Eyes; 
And,  like  a  Dog  that  is  compelPd  to  fight, 
Snatch  at  his  Mafler  that  doth  kt  him  on. 

All  things  that  you  mould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong 
Deny  rheir  Office;  only  you  do  lack 
That  Mercy  which  fierce  Fire,  and  Iron  extends, 
Creatures  of  note  for  Mercy,  lacking  Ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  Eye 
For  all  the  Treafure  that  thine  Uncle  owes: 

Yet  am  I  fworn,  and  I  did  purpofe,  Boy, 
With  this  fame  very  Iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  O  now  you  look  like  Hubert,     All  this  while 

You  were  difguis'd. 
Hub*  Peace:  No  more.  Adieu, 

Your  Unkle  mart  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 

1*11  fill  thefe  dogged  Spies  with  falfe  Reports : 
And,  pretty  Child,  ilecp  doubtlefs,  and  fecure, 
That  Hubert,  for  the  Wealth  of  all  the  World, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Arth.  O  Heav'n !  I  thank  you,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Silence,  no  more ;  go  clofely  in  with  me. 

Much  Danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  John,  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  and  other  Lords. 

K.  John.  Here  once  again  we  fit,  once  again  crown'd, 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  chearful  Eyes. 

Pemb.  This  once  again,  but  that  your  Highnefs  plcas'd; 
Was  once  fuperfluousj  you  were  crown'd  before, 
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And  that  high  Royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off: 
The  Faiths  of  Men,  ne'er  ftained  with  Revolt: 
Frelh  Expectation  troubled  not  the  Land 

With  any  long'd-for  Change,  or  better  State. 
Sal.  Therefore  to  be  poflefs'd  with  double  Pomp, 

To  guard  a  Title  that  was  rich  before; 
To  gild  refined  Gold,  to  paint  the  Lilly* 
To  throw  a  Perfume  on  the  Violet, 
To  fmooth  the  Ice,  or  add  another  Hew 

Unto  the  Rainbow,   or  with  Taper-Light 

To  feek  the  beauteous  Eye  of  Heav'n  to  garnifh, Is  wafteful  and  ridiculous  ExceCs* 

Pemb.  But  that  your  royal  Pleafure  mult  be  done* 
This  Act  i*  as  an  ancient  Tale  new  told, 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troublefome, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  In  this  the  antick  and  well  noted  Face 

Of  plain  old  Form  is  much  disfigured, 
And  like  a  fliifted  Wind  unto  a  Sail, 
It  makes  the  courfe  of  Thoughts  to  fetch  about, 
Startles  and  frights  Confederation : 
Makes  found  Opinion  fick,  and  Truth  fufpected, 

For  putting  on  fo  aew  a  fafhion'd  Robe. 
Pemb.  When  Workmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  well, 

They  do  confound  their  Skill  in  Covetoufnefs, 
And  oftentimes  excufing  of  a  Fault, 
Doth  make  the  Fault  the  worfe  by  the  Excufe : 
As  Patches  fet  upon  a  little  Breach, 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  Fault, 

Than  did  the  Fault  before  it  was  fo  patch'd. 
Sal.  To  this  Effect,  before  you  were  new  crown'd, 

We  breath'd  our  Counfel ',  but  it  plcas'd  your  Highnefs 
To  over-bear  it,  and  we  are  all  well  pleas'd, 
Since  all,  and  every  part  of  what  we  would 
Doth  make  a  ftand^  at  what  your  Highnefs  will. 

K.  John.  Some  Reafons  of  this  double  Coronation 
I  have  pofTeft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong. 
And  more,  more  ftrong,  then  lefs  is  my  Fear 
I  fhall  endue  you  with:  Mean  time,  but  ask 

What  you  would  have  reform'd,  that  is  not  well* 
And  well  ftiall  you  perceive,  how  willingly 

i 



of  King  John. 
iov 

1  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  Requefls. 
Pemk  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  Tongue  of  thefe 

To  found  the  Purpofes  of  all  their  Hearts, 
Both  for  my  feJf,  and  them;  but  chief  of  all, 
Your  Safety;  for  the  which,  my  felf  and  them 
Bend  rheir  bed  Studies ;  heartily  requcft 

"t he  Infranchifement  of  Arthur^  wh<.  f:  Reflraint 
Dorh  move  the  murmuring  Lip>  of  Difcontent 

To  break  into  this  dangerous  Argument. 
If  what  in  Reft  you  have,  in  Right  you  hold, 
Why  rhen  y  >ur  Fears,  which  as  they  fay,  attend  , 
Ti;e  Steps  of  Wrong,  fhould  move  you  to  mew  up 
Youi  tender  Kinfman,  and  to  choke  his  Days 

Wuh  barbarous  Ignorance,  and  deny  rm  Youth 
The  rich  Advantage  of  g  )od  Exercife, 
That  the  Times  Enemies  may  not  have  this 

To  grace  Occasions:  Let  it  be  our  Suit, 
True  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  Liberty, 
Which  /or  our  Goods  we  do  no  fuitherask, 

Thai,   whereupon  our  Weal  on  you  depending, 
Counts  it  your  Weal;  he  have  Irs  Liberty. 

Emcr  Hubert. 

K.  John.  Let  it  be  f  >:  I  do  commit  his  Youth 
To  your  Direction.    Hubert,   what  News  with  you? 

Pemb.  This  is  the  M^n  fhould  do  the  bloody  Deed: 

He  (hew'd  his  Warrant  to  a  Friend  of  mine, 
The  Image  of  a  wicked  heinous  Fault 

Lives  in  his  Eye;  that  clofe  Afp;c5t  of  his, 
Does  (hew  the  Mood  of  a  much  troubled  Breaft, 

And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done, 

What  we  f    fear'd  he  had  a  Charge  to  do. 
Sal.  The  Colour  of  the  King  doth  come  and  go, 

Between  his  Purpofe  and  his  C^nfcience, 

Like  Heralds 'twixt  two  dreadful  Battels  fet: 
His  Pa  (lion  is  fo  ripe-,  ir  needs  mull:  break. 

Pemb.   And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  ifTuc  thence 

The  foul  Corruption  of  a  tweet  Child's  Death. 

K.  John.  We  can  nor  hold  Mortality's  ftrong  Hand, 
Good  Lords,  although  my  Will  to  give  is  living, 
The  Suit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 

He  tells  us  Arthur  is  deceased  to  Night, 
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Sal.  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  Sicknefs  was  paft  cure* 
Pemb,  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  Death  he  was* 

Before  the  Child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick. 

This  muft  be  anfwer'd  either  here  or  hence. 
K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  Brows  on  me? 

Think  you  I  bear  the  Shears  of  Deftiny  ? 
Have  I  Commandment  on  the  Pulfe  of  Life? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play,  and  'tis  fhame 
That  Greatnefs  mould  fo  grolly  offer  it: 
So  thrive  it  in  your  Game,  and  fo  farewel. 

Pemb.  Stay  yet,  Lord  Salisbury,  I'll  go  with  thee, 
And  find  th'  Inheritance  of  this  poor  Child, 
His  little  Kingdom  of  a  forced  Grave. 

That  Blood  which  ow'd  the  Breath  of  all  this  Iflc, 
Three  Foot  of  it  doth  hold;  bad  World  the  while, 
This  muft  not  be  thus  born,  this  will  break  out 

To  all  our  Sorrows,  and  e'er  long  I  doubt.  [Exeunt* Enter  Mejfenger. 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  Indignation ;  I  repent : 
There  is  no  fure  Foundation  fet  on  Blood ; 

No  certain  Life  atchiev'd  by  others  Death. 
i  A  fearful  Eye  thou  haft ;  where  is  that  Blood 
That  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thofe  Cheeks? 

So  foul  a  Sky  clears  not  without  a  Storm; 
Pour  down  thy  Weather:  How  goes  all  in  France* 

Mef.  From  France  to  England  never  fuch  a  Power, 
For  any  Foreign  Preparation, 

Was  levy'd  in  the  Body  of  a  Land* 
The  Copy  of  your  Speed  islearn'd  by  them: 
For  when  you  mould  be  told  they  do  prepare, 

The  Tydings  come,  that  they  are  all  arrived. 
K.  John.  Oh  where  hath  our  Intelligence  been  drunk? 

Where  hath  it  flept?  Where  is  my  Mother's  Care? 
That  fuch  an  Army  mould  be  drawn  in  France. 
And  me  not  hear  of  it? 

Mef.  My  Liege,  her  Ear 

Is  ftopt  with  Duft:  The  firft  of  April  dy'd 
Your  noble  Mother;  and,  as  I  hear,  my  Lord, 

The  Lady  Confiance  in  a  frenzie  dy'd 
Three  Days  before;  but  this  from  Rumours  Tongue 
I  idely  heard;  if  true,  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John.  With-hold  thy  Speed,  dreadfurOccafion  $    O 
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0  make  a  League  with  me,  'till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  difcontented  Peers.     What?  Mother  dead  t 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  Eftate  in  France\ 
Under  whofe  Conduct  came  thofe  Powers  of  France^ 

That  thou  for  Truth  gW'ft  out  are  landed  here? 
Mef.  Under  the  Dauphin. 

Enter  Baft  art  and  Peter  tf/Pomfrer* 
K.  John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 

With  thefe  ill  Tidings.    Now,  What  fays  the  World 

To  your 'Proceedings?  Do  not  feek  to  fluff 
My  Head  with  more  ill  News,  for  it  is  full. 

Baft.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worfr, 
Then  let  the  worfl  unheard  fall  on  your  Head, 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  Coufin ;  for  I  was  arnaz'd 
Under  the  Tide;  but  now  I  breath  again 
Aloft  the  Flood,  and  can  give  Audience 
To  any  Tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Baft.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  Clergy-rhen, 
The  Sums  I  have  collected  fliall  expreG: 
But  as  I  travelPd  hither  through  the  Land, 
1  find  the  People  ftrangely  fantafied; 
PofTeft  with  Rumours,  full  of  idle  Dreams* 

Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  Fear, 

And  here's  a  Prophet  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  Streets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 

With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  Hee's: 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harfli  founding  Rhimes> 

That  e'er  the  next  Afcenjion-Day  at  Noon, 
Your  Highnefs  fhould  deliver  up  your  Crown* 

K,  John.  Thou  idle  Dreamer,  wherefore  didft  thou  fo? 
Peter.  Fore- knowing  that  the  Truth  will  fall  out  fo* 
K.  John.  Hubert^  away  with  him;  imprifon  him, 

And  on  that  Day  at  Noon,  whereon  he  fays 

I  fhail  yield  up  my  Crown,  let  him  be  hang'd* 
Deliver  him  to  Safety,  and  return, 
For  I  muft  ufe  thee,     O  my  gentle  Coufin* 

Hear' ft  thou  the  News  abroad,  who  are  arrived? 
Baft.  The  French,  my  Lord;  Mens  Mouths  are  full  of  Its 

Befides,  I  met  Lord  Bigot  and  Lord  Salisbury, 
With  Eyes  as  red  a3  new  enkindled  Fire, 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  Grave 
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Of  Arthur,   whom  they  fay  is  kill'd  to  Night,   on  your 
K,  John.  Gentle  Kinfman,  go  f  Suggestion. 

And  thruft  thy  felf  into  their  Companies, 
I  have  a  Way  to  win  their  Loves  again : 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Baft.  I  will  feek  them  out. 
K.  John.  Nay,  but  make  hafte ;  the  better  Foot  before. 

O,  let  me  have  no  Subje&s  Enemies, 
When  adverfe  Foreigners  affright  my  Towns 
With  dreadful  Pomp  of  ftout  Invaiion. 
Be  Mercury  fet  Feathers  to  thy  Heels, 
And  flie,  like  Thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 

Bag.  The  Spirit  of  the  Time  mall  teach  me  Speed.  [Exit. 
K.  John.  Spoke  like  a  fprightful  Noble  Gentleman. 

Go  after  him;  for  he  perhaps  mail  need 
Some  MefTenger  betwixt  me  and  the  Peers, 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Liege.  [Exit. 
K.  John.  My  Mother  dead  ! 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  My  Lord,  they  fay  five  Moons  were  feen  to  Night: 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wondrous  Motion. 

K.  John.  Five  Moons  ? 
Hub.  Old  Men  and  Beldams,  in  the  Streets 

Do  prophefie  upon  it  dangeroufly : 
Young  Arthurs  Death  is  common  in  their  Mouths, 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  make  their  Heads, 
And  whifper  one  another  in  the  Ear. 

And  he  that  fpeaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  Wrift, Whilft  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  Adion 

With  wrinkled  Brows,  with  Nods,  with  rolling  Eyes. 
I  faw  a  Smith  ftand  with  his  Hammer,  thus, 

The  whilft  his  Iron  did  on  th'  Anvil  cool, 

With  open  Mouth  fwallowing  a  Taylor's  News; 
Who  with  his  Shears,  and  Meafure  in  his  Hand, 
Standing  on  Slippers,  which  his  nimble  Hafte 
Had  falfly  thruft  upon  contrary  Feet, 
Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French, 

That  were  embatteled,  and  rank'd  mKent* 
Another  lean,  unwafti'd  Artificer, 
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Cuts  off  his  Tale,  and  talks  of Arthurs  Death. 

K.  John.  Why  feek'ft  thou  to  poflefs  me  with  thefe  Fears  ? 
Why  urgeft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur 's  Death  \ 
Thy  Hand  hath  murther'd  him :  I  had  a  mighty  Caufe 
To  wifli  him  dead,  but  thou  hadft  none  to  kill  him. 

Hub.  No  had,  my  Lord?  why  did  you  not  provoke  me! 
K.  John.  It  is  the  Curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 

By  Slaves  that  take  their  Humours  for  a  Warrant, 
To  break  the  bloody  Houfe  of  Life, 
And  on  the  winking  of  Authority 

To  underftand  a  Law  ,•  to  know  the  Meaning 
Of  dangerous  Majefty,  when  perchance  it  frowns 

More  upon  Humour,  then  advis'd  Refpecl:. 
Hub.  Here  is  your  Hand  and  Seal  for  what  I  did. 

K.John.  Oh,  when  the  laft  Account  'twixt  Heav'n  and 
Is  to  be  made,  then  (hall  this  Hand  and  Seal  [Earth 
Witnefs  again  ft  us  to  Damnation. 
How  oft  the  Sight  of  Means  to  do  ill  Deeds, 
Make  Deeds  ill  done?  Hadft  not  thou  been  by, 

A  Fellow  by  the  Hand  of  Nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  and  fign'd  to  do  a  Deed  of  Shame. 
This  Murther  had  not  come  into  my  Mind. 
But  taking  Note  of  thy  abhorred  Afpe<5r, 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  Villany, 

Apt,  liable  to  be  employ'd  in  Danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  Deaths 
And  thou,   to  be  endeared  to  a  King, 
Made  it  no  Confcience  to  deftroy  a  Prince. 

Hub.  My  Lord. 
K.  John.  Hadft  thou  but  fhook  thy  Head,  or  made  a  Paufe 

When  I  fpake  darkly,  what  I  purpofcd : 

Orturn'd  an  Eye  of  Doubt  upon  my  Face; 
As  bid  me  tell  my  Tale  in  exprefs  Words, 
Deep  Shame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off, 
And  thofe  thy  Fears,  might  have  wrought  Fears  in  me$ 
But  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  Signs, 
And  didft  in  Signs  again  parley  with  Sin, 
Yea,  without  flop  didft  let  thy  Heart  confent, 
And  confequently  thy  rude  Hand  to  act 
The  Deed,  which  both  our  Tongues  held  vile  to  name^ 
Out  of  my  Sight,  and  never  fee  me  more, 
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My  Nobles  leave  me,  and  my  State  is  brav'd, 
Even  at  my  Gates,  with  Ranks  of  foreign  Powers; 
Nay,  in  the  Body  of  this  fkiTily  Land, 
This  Kingdom,  this  Confine  of  Blood,  and  Breath, 
Hoftility  and  civil  Tumult  reigns, 

.Between  my  Confcience,  and  my  Coufin's  Death. 
Hub.  Arm  you  again!!  your  other  Enemies, 

I'll  make  a  Peace  between  your  Soul,  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive :  This  Hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  Maiden,  and  an  innocent  Hind, 
Not  painted  with  the  Cnmfori  Spots  of  Blood: 
Within  this  Bofom,  never  entred  yet 
The  dreadful  Motion  of  a  murderous  Thought* 

And  you  have  flander'd  Nature  in  my  Form, 
Which  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  Cover  of  a  fairer  Mind, 
Than  to  be  Batcher  of  an  Innocent  Child. 

K.  John*  Doch  Arthur  live?  O  hade  thee  to  the  Peers* 
Throw  this  Report  on  their  incenfed  Rage, 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  Obedience. 

Forgive  the  Comment  that  my  Pailion  made 
Upon  thy  Feature,  for  my  Rage  was  blind, 
And  foul  Imaginary  Eyes  of  Blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 

Oh,  anfwer  not;  but  to  my  Clofet  bring 
The  angry  Lords,  with  all  expedient  Hafte. 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly :  Run  more  fa  ft.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    III.     A  Prifon.  | 

Enter  Arthur  on  the  Trails, 

Arth.  The  Wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down. 
Good  Ground  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not : 

There's  few  or  none  do  know  me,   if  they  did, 
This  Ship-Boy's  Semblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid,  and  vet  I'll  venture  it. 
If  I  get  down,   and  do  not  break  my  Limbs, 

I'll  find  a  thoufand  Shifts  to  get  away; 
As  good  to  die,  and  go ;  as  die,  and  ftay»       [Leaps  down. 

Oh 
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Oh  me,  my  Uncle's  Spirit  is  in  thefe  Stones; 
Heav'n  take  my  Soul,  and  England  tike  my  Bor.es,        [Dies. 

Enter  Pembroke,  Salisbury  and  Bigot. 
Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  ztSt.Ednionsburj; 

It  is  our  Safety,  and  we  muft  embrace 
This  gentle  Offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pemb.  Who  brought  that  Letter  from  the  Cardinal? 
Sal.  The  Count  Melnn^  a  noble  Lord  of  France^ 

Whofe  private  with  me  of  the  Dauphin's  Love, 
Is  much  more  general  than  thefe  Lines  import. 

Bigot.  To  Morrow  Morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

Sal.  Or  rather  then  fet  forward,  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  Days  Journey,  Lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Once  more  to  Day  well  met,  diftemper'd  Lords, 
The  King  by  mc  requefts  your  Prefence  ftraight. 

Sal.  The  Kin£  hath  dipoffefl:  himfelf  of  us; 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  befhined  Clake 

With  our  pure  Honours;    nor  attend  the  Foot 

That  leaves  the  Print  of  Blood  where-e'er  it  walk?. 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo:  We  know  the  worft  [beff. 

Baft.  What  e'er  you  think,   good  Wards  I  think   wer^e SaL  Our  Griefs,  and  not  our  Manners,  reafon  now. 

Baft.  But  there  is  little  Reafon  in  your  Grief, 

Therefore  'twere  Reafon  you  had  Manners  now. 
Pemb.  Sir,  Sir,  Impatience  hath  his  Privilege. 

Baft.  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  his  Matter,  no  Man  dfc. 
Sal.  This  is  the  Prifon  :  What  is  he  Jyes  here?  ( Beauty; 
Pemb.  Oh  Death,  rmde  proud    with  pure  and  princely 

The  Earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  Deed. 

SaL  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done, 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  Revenge. 

Bigot.  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  Beauty  to  a  Grave, 
Found  it  too  precious  princely  for  a  Grave. 

SaL  Sir  Rkhard>  what  think  you  f  Have  you  beheld, 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think? 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee, 
That  you  do  fee?  Could  Thought,  without  this  Objeft, 
Form  fuch  another?  This  is  the  very  Top, 
The  Heighth,  the  Creft,  or  Creft  unto  the  Creft 
Of  Murders  Arms ;  this  is  the  bloodieft  Shame, 

E  3  The 
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The  wildeft' Savagery,  the  vileft  Stroak 

That  ever  wall-ey'd  Wrath,  or  flaring  Rage Prefented  to  the  Tears  of  foft  Remade. 

Pemb,  All  Murders  paft,  do  ftand  excus'd  in  this; 
And  this  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchable, 
Shall  give  a  Holinefs,  a  Purity, 
To  the  yet  unbegotten  Sin  of  times; 
And  prove  a  deadly  blood-died,  but  a  Jeft, 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  Spe&aele. 

Baft,  It  is  a  damned,  and  a  bloody  Work, 
The  graceJefs  A&ion  of  a  heavy  Hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  Work  of  any  Hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  Work  of  any  Hand, 
We  had  a  kind  of  Light,  what  would  enfue  2 

It  is  the  fhameful  Work  of  Hubert's  Hand, 
The  Pra&ife,  and  the  Purpofe  of  the  King; 
From  whofe  Obedience  I  forbid  my  Soul, 
Kneeling  before  this  Ruin  of  fwect  Life, 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  Excellence, 
The  Inccnfe  of  a  Vow,  a  holy  Vow; 
Never  to  tafle  the  Pleafures  of  the  World, 
Never  to  be  infected  with  Delight, 
Nor  converfant  with  Eafe,  and  Idlenefs, 

'Till  I  have  fet  a  Glory  to  this  Hand, 
By  giving  it  the  Wormip  of  Revenge. 

Bcmb.  Bigo,  Our  Souls  religioufly  confirm  thy  Words. 
Enter  Hubert. 

Hub,  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  Hafte,  in  feeking  you ; 
Arthur  doth  live,  the  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal,  Qh  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  Death; 
Avant  thou  hateful  Villain,  get  thee  gone. 

Hub.  I  am  no  Villain. 
Sal.  Mull:  I  rob  the  Law  ? 

Baft,  Your  Sword  is  bright.  Sir,  put  it  up  again, 

Sal.  Not'cill  I  (heath  it  in  a  Murderer's  Skin. 
Hub.  Stand  back,  Lord  Salisbury,  ftand  back,  I  fay, 

By  Heav'n,  I  think  my  Sword's  as  iharp  as  yours. 
I  would  not  have  you,  Lord,  forget  your  felf, 
Nor  tempt  the  Danger  of  my  true  Defence; 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  Rage,  forget 
Vour  Worth,  your  Greatnefsj  and  Nobility  t 
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Bigot*  Out  Dunghil,  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  Nobleman? 
Hub,  Not  for  my  Life;  but  yet  I  dare  defend 

My  innocent  Life  againft  an  Emperor. 
Sal.  Thou  art  a  Murderer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  fo; 

Yet  I  am  none.     Whofe  Tongue  foe'er  fpeaks  faife, 
Not  truly  fpeaks ;  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  lies. 

Pemb.  Cut  him  to  Pieces. 

Baft.  Keep  the  Peace,  I  fay. 
Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  fhall  gaul  you  Faulconbridge. 
Baft*  Thou  wert  better  gaul  the  Devil,  Salisbury. 

If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ftir  thy  Foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  Spleen  to  do  me  Shame, 

I'll  ftrike  thee  dead.     Put  up  thy  Sword  betime, 
Or  I'll  fo  maul  you,  and  your  tofting-Iron, 
That  you  fhall  think  the  Devil  is  come  from  Hell. 

Bigot.  What  wilt  thou  do,    renowned  Faulconbridge* 
Second  a  Villain,  and  a  Murderer? 

Hub.   Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 
Bigot.  Who  kilfd  this  Prince? 
Hub.  'Tis  not  an  Hour  fince  I  left  him  well: 

I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
My  Date  of  Life  out,  for  his  fweet  Life's  Lofs. 

Sal.  Truft  not  thofe  cunning  Waters  of  his  Eyes, 
For  Villany  is  not  without  fuch  Rheume; 
And  he  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  Rivers  of  Remorfe  and  Inaocency. 
Away  with  me,  all  you  whofe  Souls  abhor 

Th*  uncleanly  Savour  of  a  Slaughter-Houfe, For  I  am  ftifbd  with  the  Smell  of  Sin. 

Bigot.  Away  toward  Buryy  to  the  Dauphin  there* 
Pemb.T\\ere  tell  the  King  he  may  enquire  us  o\xt.[Ex. Lords. 

Baft.  Here's  a  good  World;  knew  you  of  this  fair  Work? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  Reach  of  Mercy, 
Ifthoudidft  this  Deed  of  Death,  thou  art  daran'd,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Do  bat  hear  me,  Sir. 

Baft.  Ha?  I'll  tell  thee  what, 
Thou'rt  damn'd  as  black,  nay  nothing  is  fo  black; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  Prince  Lucifer. 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  Fiend  of  Hell 
As  thou  ihak  be,  if  thou  didft  kill  this  Child. 

E  4  Hftk 
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Hnb.  Upon  my  SouL 
Baft.  If  thou  didfl  but  confent  i 

To  this  moft  cruel  A&,  do  but  defpair, 
And  if  thou  want'ft  a  Cord,  the  fmalleft  Thread 
That  ever  Spider  twifted  from  her  Womb 
Will  ferve  to  ifrangle  tjiee :  A  Rufh  will  be  a  Beam 

To  hang  thee  on?  Or  would'ft  thou  drown  thy  felf, 
Put  but  a  little  Water  in  a  Spoon, 
And  it  mail  be  as  all  the  Ocean, 
Enough  to  ft:fle  fuch  a  Villain  up. 
I  do  fufpedt  thee  very  grievoufly. 

Hub.  IfIinA6t,  Confent,  or  Sin  of  Thopght, 
Be  guilty  of  the  ftealing  that  fweet  Breath, 
Which  was  embo     led  hi  this  beauteous  Clay* 
Let  Y\A\  want  Pains  enough  to  torture  me. 
I  left  him  well. 

Baft.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  Arms. 

I  am  amaz'd  methinks,  and  lofe  my  Way 
Among  the  Thorns,  and  Dangers  of  this  Worldo 
How  eafie  doft  thou  take  all  England  up, 
From  forth  this  Morfel  of  dead  Royalty? 
The  Life,  the  Right,  and  Truth  of  all  this  Realm 

Is  fl-d  to  Heav'n,  arid  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  fcramble,  and  to  part  by  th' Teeth 
The  unowed  Intered  of  proud  fwelling  State: 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  Bone  of  Majefty, 
D>h  dogged  War  bridle  his  angry  Creff, 
And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  Eyes  of  Peace  : 
Now  Powes  from  home,  and  Difontents  at  home 
Meet  in  one  Lire;  and  vaft  Confufion  waits, 

A^  doth  a  Rsven  on  a  lick-fallen  Beafr, 
The  imminent  Decay  of  wrefted  Pomp, 
Now  happy  he,  whofe  Cloak  and  Center  c^r\ 
Hold  out  this  Tcmpeft.     Bear  away  that  Child, 

An--*  follow  me  with  heed;  I'll  to  the  King: 
A  thoufand  BullneiTes  are  brief  at  Hand, 

And  HeaVn  it  felf- doth  frown  upon  the  £andt        \Extmu 

A  C 
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ACT   V.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  King  John,  Pandulph,  and  Attendants. 

K*  JohnJ^X^  H  US  I  have  yielded  up  into  your  Hand A    The  Circle  of  my  Glory. 
Fond.  Take  again 

From  this  my  Hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope, 
Your  Sbveraign  Greatnefs  and  Authority. 

K.  John.  Now  keep  your  holy  Word,  go  meet  the  French, 
And  from  his  Holinefs  ufe  all  your  Power 

To  flop  their  Marches  'fore  we  are  enflam'd. Our  difcontented  Counties  do  revolt; 

Our  People  quarrel  with  Obedience, 
Swearing  Allegiance,  and  the  love  of  Soul 
To  ftranger- Blood,  to  foreign  Royalty; 

This  Inundation  of  diftemper'd  Humour, 
Refis  by  you  only  to  be  qualify 'd. 
Then  paufe  not;  for  the  prefent  Time's  fo  fick, 
That  prefent  Med'cine  mufl  be  miniftred, 
Or  Overthrow  incurably  infues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  Breath  that  blew  this  Tempeft  up* 
Upon  your  ftubborn  Ufage  of  the  Pope  : 
But  fince  you  are  a  gentle  Convertite, 
My  Tongue  mall  huih  again  this  Storm  of  War, 
And  make  fair  Weather  in  your  bluftring  Land. 

On  this  *Afcenjion-Day,  remember  well, 
Upon  your  Oath  of  Service  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  Trench  \$y  down  their  Arms,  [Exit* 

*    K.  John.  Is  this  Afcenjion-Day*  Did  not  the  Prophet 
Say,  that  before  Afcenfion-Day  at  Noon, 
My  Crown  I  mould  give  off?  even  fo  I  have: 
I  did  fuppofe  it  mould  be  on  Conftraist, 

But,  Heav'n  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. Enter  Baftard. 

Boft.  All  Kent  hath  yielded,  nothing  there  holds  out 

But  Dover-Caftle:  'London  hath  receiv'd, 
£.ike  a  kind  Hofts  the  Dauphin  and  his  Powers, 
f  -  Your 
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Your  Nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  Service  to  your  Enemy; 
And  wild  Amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  Number  of  your  doubtful  Friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  Lords  return  to  me  again, 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Baft.  They  found  him  dead,  and  caft  into  the  Streets, 
An  empty  Casket,  where  the  Jewel  of  Life 

By  fome  darnn'd  Hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 
K.  John.  That  Villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 
Baft.  So  on  my  Soul  he  did,  for  ought  he  knew : 

But  wherefore  do  you  droop?  Why  look  you  fad* 
Be  great  in  Adt,  as  you  have  been  in  Thought: 
Let  not  the  World  fee  Fear  and  fad  Diftruft 

Govern  the  Motion  of  a  Kingly  Eye; 
Be  ftirring  as  the  time,  be  Fire  with  Fire; 
Threaten  the  Threatner,  and  out-face  the  Brow 
Of  bragging  Horror:  So  (hall  inferior  Eyes, 
That  borrow  their  Behaviours  from  the  Great, 
Grow  great  by  your  Example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  Spirit  of  Refolution. 
Away,  and  glider  like  the  God  of  War 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  Field; 
Shew  Boldnefs  and  afpiring  Confidence. 
What,  fhall  they  feek  the  Lion  in  his  Den, 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 
Oh  let  it  not  be  faid :  Forage,  and  run 
To  meet  Difpleafure  farther  from  the  Doors, 

And  grapple  with  him  e'er  he  come  fo  nigh. 
K.  John.  The  Legat  of  the  Pope  hath  been  with  me, 

And  I  have  made  a  happy  Peace  with  him; 

And  he  hath  promis'd  to  difmifs  the  Powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Baft.  Oh  inglorious  League: 
Shall  we  upon  the  footing  of  our  Land* 
Send  fair- play-Orders,  and  make  comprimife. 
Infinuation,  Parly,  and  bafe  Truce 
To  Arms  invafive  ?  Shall  a  beardlcfs  Boy, 
A  cockred-filken  Wanton  brave  our  Fields, 
And  flefh  his  Spirit  in  a  War-like  Soil, 

Mocking  the  Air  with  Colours  idely  fpread,' 
And 
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And  find  no  check  ?  Let  us,  my  Liege,  to  Arms : 
Perchance  the  Cardinal  cannot  make  your  Peace ; 
Or  if  he  do,  Jet  it  at  lead  be  faid 
They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefent  time. 
Baft.  Away  then  with  good  Courage;  yet  I  know 

Our  Party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  Foe.  {Exeunt* 

SCENE    11. 

Enter,   in  Arms,  Lewis,  Salisbury,  Melun,  Pembroke* 

Bigot,  and,  Soldiers. 

Lewis.  My  Lord  Melun,  let  this  be  copied  out, 
And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance : 
Return  the  President  to  thefe  Lords  again, 
That  having  our  fair  Order  written  down, 

Both  they  and  we,  perufing  o'er  thefe  Notes, 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  Sacrament, 
And  keep  our  Faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fhall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  fwear 

A  voluntary  Zeal,  and  an  un-urg'd  Faith 
To  your  Proceedings,*  yet  believe  me,  Prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  fiich  a  Sore  of  Time 

Should  feek  a  Plaifter  by  contemn'd  Revolt, And  heal  the  inveterate  Canker  of  one  Wound, 

By  making  many:  Oh  it  grieves  my  Soul, 
That  I  muft  draw  this  Mettle  from  my  Side 
To  be  a  Widow-maker:  Oh,  and  there 
Where  honourable  Refcue,  and  Defence, 
Cries  out  upon  the  Name  of  Salisbury. 
But  fucli  is  the  Infection  of  the  time, 
That  for  the  Health  and  Phyfick  of  our  Right, 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  Hand 
Of  ftern  Injuftice,  and  confufed  Wrong: 

And  is't  not  pity,  oh  my  grieved  Friends, 
That  we,  the  Sons  and  Children  of  this  Ifle, 
Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  Hour  as  this, 

Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  Stranger,  march 

Upon 



i  ©  }6  The  Life  and  Death 

Upon  her^gestk-fejforh,  and  fill  up 
Her  Enemies  Ranks  ?  I  muft  withdraw  and  weep 
Upon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  Caufe, 
To  grace  the  Gentry  of  a  Land  remote, 
And  follow  unacquainted  Colours  here: 
What  here?  O  Nation  that  thou  couldft  remove, 
That  Neptune  s  Arms  who  clippeth  thee  about, 
Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thy  felf, 
And  cripple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  more, 
Where  thefe  two  Chriftian  Armies  might  combine 
The  Blood  of  Malice,  in  a  vein  of  League, 
And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourly. 

Lewis.  A  noble  Temper  doft  thou  mew  in  this, 
And  great  Affections  wreftling  in  thy  Bofom 
Doth  make  an  Earthquake  of  Nobility. 
Oh  what  a  noble  Combate  haft  thou  fought, 
Between  Compulfion,  and  a  brave  Refped  : 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  Dew, 
That  filverly  doth  progrefs  on  thy  Cheeks ; 

My  Heart  hath  melted  at  a  Lady's  Tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  Inundation  : 
But  this  Effufiori  of  fuch  Manly  Drops, 
This  fhowr  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  Sou?, 

Startle  mine  Eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 
Than  had  I  feen  the  vaulty  top  of  Heav'n 
Figur'd  quite  o'er  with  burning  Meteors. 
Lift  up  thy  Brow,  renowned  Salisbury, 
And  with  a  great  Heart  heave  away  this  Storm;, 
Commend  thefe  Waters  to  thofe  Baby-eyes 

That  never  faw  the  Gy ant- world  enrag'd, 
Nor  met  with  Fortune,  other  than  at  Feafts, 
Full  warm  of  Blood,  of  Mirth,  of  Goffipping. 
Come,  come,  for  thou  (halt  thruftthy  Hand  as  deep 
Into  the  Purfe  of  rich  Profperity 
As  Lewis  himfelf;  fo,  Nobles^  fhall  you  all, 
That  knit  your  Sinews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 

Enter  Pandulpho. 
And  even  there,  methinks  an  3Vngel  fpake, 
Look  where  the  holy  Legate  comes  apace, 

To  give  us  Warrant  from  the  Hand  of  Heav'n, 
An4  on  our  Actions  fet  the  Name  of  Right 
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With  holy  Breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  Prince  of  France. 

The  next  is  this :  King  John  hath  reconcil'd 
Himfelf  to  Rome,  his7  Spirit  is  come  in, 
That  fo  flood  out  againft  the  holy  Church, 
The  great  Metropolis  and  See  of  Rome: 
Therefore  thy  threatning  Colours  now  wind  up. 
And  tame  the  Savage  Spirit  of  wild  War, 
That  like  a  Lion  foftered  up  at  Hand, 
It  may  lye  gently  at  the  foot  of  Peace, 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  fhew, 

Lewis.  Your  Grace  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back: 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied, 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  Controul, 
Or  ufeful  Serving-man,  and.Inftrument 
To  any  Soveraign  State  throughout  the  World: 
Your  Breath  firfr.  kindled  the  dead  Coal  of  Wars, 

Between  this  chaftis'd  Kingdom  and  my  felf, 
And  brought  in  Matter  that  fhouldfeed  this  Fire; 

And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it : 

You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  Right, 
Acquainted  me  with  Interefl  to  this  Land, 
Yea  thruft  this  Enterprize  into  my  Heart, 
And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  Peace  with  Rome?  What  is  that  Peace  to  me? 

I,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Marriage-bed, 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  Land  for  mine ; 

^nd  now  it  is  half  conquer'd,  muft  I  back, 
Becaufe  that  John  bath  made  his  Peace  with  Rome? 

Am  I  Rome's  Slave?  What  Penny  hath  Rome  bornf 
What  Men  provided  ?  What  Munition  fent 

To  under-prop  this  Action?  IsJt  not  I  ^ 
That  under-go  this  Charge  ?  Who  elfe  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  Claim  are  liable, 
Sweat  in  this  Bufinefs,  and  maintain  this  War? 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  Iflanders  (hour,  out 

Vive  le  Roy,  as  I  have  bank'd  their  Towns?  * 
Have  I  not  here  the  beft  Cards  for  the  Game  *     T' 
To  win  this  eafie  Match,  plaid  for  a  Crown? 

And  (hall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  Set? 

No; 
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No,  no,  on  my  Soul  it  fhall  never  be  faid. 
Pand.  You  look  but  on  the  out-fide  of  this  Work* 
Lewis.  Out-fide  or  in-fide,  I  will  not  return 

'Till  my  Attempt  fo  much  be  glorified, 
As  to  my  ample  Hope  was  promifcd, 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  War* 

And  cull'd  thefe  fiery  Spirits  from  the  World 
To  out-look  Conqueft,  and  to  win  Renown 
Even  in  the  Jaws  of  Danger,  and  of  Death:  {Trumpet  founds  s, 
What  lufty  Trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us? 

Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  According  to  the  fair-play  of  the  World, 
Let  me  have  Audience:  I  am  fent  to  fpcak: 
My  holy  Lord  of  Milam,  from  the  King 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him : 
And  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  Scope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  Tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful,  oppofite* 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  Entreaties: 

He  flatly  fays,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  Arms. 
Baft.  By  all  the  Blood  that  ever  Fury  breath'd* 

The  Youth  fays  well.    Now  hear  our  Englift  King* 
For  thus  his  Royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me : 

He  is  prepar'd,  and  Reafon  too  he  fhould* 
This  apifh  and  unmannerly  Approach, 

This  harnefs'd  Mask,  and  unadvifed  Revel, 
This  unheard  Sawcinefs  and  boyifh  Troops, 

The  King  doth  fmile  at,  and  is  well-prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwarfiili  War,  thefe  Pigmy  Arms 
From  out  the  Circle  of  his  Territories. 

That  Hand  which  had  the  ftrength,  even  at  your  Door* 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch, 
To  dive  like  Buckets  in  concealed  Wells 
To  crouch  in  Litter  of  your  Stable  Planks, 

To  lye  like  Pawns,  lock'd  up  in  Chefts  and  Trunks^ 
To  hug  with  Swine*  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  Vaults  and  Prifons,  and  to  thrill  and  (hake, 
Even  at  the  crying  of  your  Nations  Crow, 
Thinking  his  Voice  an  armed  Englijh  Man ; 
Shall  that  vicarious  Hand  be  feebled  here, 
That  in  your  Chambers  gave  you  Chaftifement  ? 
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No ;  know  the  gallant  Monarch  is  irj  Arms, 

And  like  an  Eagle,  o'er  his  aiery  Tower, 
To  foufe  Annoiance  that  comes  near  |iis  Neft; 

And  you  degenerate,  you  ingrate  Revolts, 

You  bloody  Nero's  ripping  up  the  Womb 
Of  your  dear  Mother-£/zg/W,   blufti  for  flume: 

For  your  own  Ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  Maids, 
Like  Amaz*ons>  come  tripping  after  Drums: 
Their  Thimbles  into  armed  Gantlets  change, 
Their  Needles  to  Lances,  and  their  gentle  Hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  Inclination. 

Lewis.  There  end  thy  Brave,  and  turn  thy  Face  in  Peace* 
We  grant  thou  canft.  out-fcold  us ;  fare  thee  well : 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  Babler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 

Baft.  No,  I  will  fpeak. 
Lewis.  We  will  attend  to  neither  : 

Strike  up  the  Drums,  and  Jet  the  Tongue  of  War 
Plead  for  our  Intereft,  and  our  being  here. 

Baft.  Indeed  your  Drums  being  beaten,  will  cry  out  ? 
And  fo  ftiallyou,  being  beaten;  do  but  ftart 
An  eccho  with  the  Clamour  of  thy  Drum, 

And  even  at  hand,  a  Drum  is  ready  brae'd, 
That  fhall  reverberate  all,  as  loud  as  thine. 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fhall, 

As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  Welkin's  Ear, 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  Thunder;  for  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  Legate  here, 

Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport  than  need) 
Is  warlike  John;  and  in  his  Forehead  fits 

A  bare-rib'd  Death,  whofe  Office  is  this  Day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

Lewis.  Strike  up  our  Drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 
Baft.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Alarms.     Enter  King  John  and  Hubert.' 
K.  John.  How  goes  the  Day  with  us  ?  Oh  tell  me,  Hubert* 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear;  how  fares  yourMajefty? 
K.  John.  This  Feaver  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long, 

Lyes  heavy  on  me :  oh,  my  Heart  is  fick. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  your  valiant  Kinfman,  Faulconbridge, 
Defires  your  Majefty  to  leave  the  Field, 
And  fend  him  word  by  me,  which  way  you  go. 

K.  John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinfted,  to  the  Abby  there* 
Mejf.  Be  of  good  Comfort :  For  the  great  Supply, 

That  was  expected  by  the  Dauphin  here, 

Are  wrack'd  three  Nights  ago  on  Goodwin  Sands. 
This  News  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now, 
The  Trench  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.John.  Ay  me,  this  Tyrant  Feaver  burns  me  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  News. 
Set  on  toward  Swinfted\  to  my  Litter  flreight, 
Weaknefs  poffefTeth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  [Exeunt * 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Salisbury,  Pembroke  and  Bigot. 

SaL  I  did  not  think  the  King  (o  ftor'd  with  Friends. 
Pemb.  Up  once  again ;  put  Spirit  in  the  French  : 

If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 
Sal.  That  mif-begotten  Devil,  Faulconbridgey 

In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  the  Day. 
Pemb.  They  fay  King  John,  fore  fick,  hath  left  the  Field* 

Enter  Melun  wounded. 

Melun.  Lead  me  to  the  Revolts  ©f  England  here. 
SaL  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  Names* 
Pemb.  It  is  the  Count  Melun* 
SaL  Wounded  to  Death. 

Mihm 
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Melnn.  Fly,  noble  Exglifi,  you  are  bought  and  fold, 

Unthread  the  rude  Eye  of  Rebellion, 
And  welcome  home  again  difcarded  Faith, 

Seek  our  King  John*  and  fall  before  his  Feet: 
For  if  the  French  be  Lords  of  this  loud  Day, 

He  means  to  recompence  the  Pains  you  take, 

By  cutting  off  your  Heads;  thus  hath  he  fvrorr, 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me. 
Upon  the  Altar  at  St.Edmondsbftry9 
Even  on  that  Altar,  where  we  fwore  to  you 
Dear  Amity,  and  everlafting  Love, 

Sal.  May  this  be  poffible?  May  this  be  true? 
Melun.  Have  I  not  hideous  Death  within  my  Vinr, 

Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  Life, 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  Form  of  Wax 

Refolveth  from  his  Figure  'gair.ft  the  Fire  ? 
What  in  the  World  fhould  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 

Why  fhould  I  then  be  faife,   fince  it  is  true 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence,  by  truth? 
I  fay  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  Day, 

He  is  forfworn  if  e'er  thofe  Eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  Day  break  in  the  Eaft: 
But  even  this  N?ght,  whofe  black  cor.t^ious  Breath 
Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  Crcft 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  Sun, 
Even  this  ill  Night,  your  breathing  mail  expire, 
Paying  the  Fine  of  rated  Treachery, 
Even  with  a  treacherous  Fine  of  all  your  Lives ; 
If  Lewis,  by  your  affiftance  win  the  Day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  King  ; 

The  Love  of  him,  and  this  refpec~t  befides, 
For  that  my  Grand  fire  was  an  Engli(J:many 
Awakes  my  Confcience  to  confefs  al  tHs. 

'  In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  Field; 

Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  Thoughts 
In  peace;  and  part  this  Body  and  my  Sou*, 
With  Contemplation,  and  devout  Dt fires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee,  and  befhrew  my  Soul, 
But  I  do  love  the  favour,  and  the  form 

Vol.  III.  F  C 
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Of  this  moft  fair  Occafion,.by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  flight, 
And  like  a  bated  and  retired  Flood, 

Leaving  our  Ranknefs,  and  irregular  Courfe, 

Stoop  low  within  thofe  Bounds  we  have  o'er-look'd, 
And  calmly  run  on  in  Obedience, 
Even  to  our  Ocean,  to  our  great  King  John. 
My  Arm  mall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence, 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  Pangs  of  Death 
Right  in  thine  Eye.     Away,  my  Friends,  new  flight, 
And  happy  newnefs  that  intends  old  right.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Lewis  and  his  Train. 

Lewis,  The  Sun  of  Heav'n,  methought,  was  loth  to  fetj 
But  ilaid,  and  made  the  Weftern  Welkin  blufti, 
When  Englifo  meafure  backward  their  own  Ground 
In  faint  retire:  Oh  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  Volley  of  our  needlefs  fhot, 
After  fuch  bloody  Toil,  we  bid  good  Night, 

And  woon'd  our  tott'ring  Colours  clearly  up, 
Laft  in  the  Field,  and  almoft  Lords  of  it. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Mejf.  Where  is  my  Prince,  the  Dauphin  f 
Lewis.  Hero  what  News  i 
Mejf.  The  Count  Melun  is  {lain;  the  Englijh  Lords 

By  his  Periwalion  are  at  length  fall'n  off, 
And  your  Supply,  which  you  have  wifh'd  fo  long, 
Are  cad:  away,  and  funk  en  Goodwin  Sands. 

Lewis,  Ah  foul  fhrew'd  News.  Befhrew  thy  very  Heart; 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to  Night 
As  this  hath  made  me.     Who  was  he  that  faid 

King  John  did  fly  an  Hour  or  two  before 
The  {tumbling  Night  did  part  our  weary  Powers? 

Mejf.  Who  ever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  Lord. 
Lewis.  Well ;  keep  good  Quarter,  and  good  care  to  Night, 

The  Day  (hall  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  Adventure  of  to  Morrow.  \Exennu 

SCENE 



of  King  John.  104$ 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Baftard  and  Hubert  fever  ally. 

Hub.  Who's  there  I  Speak,  hoa,  fpeak  quickly,  or  I  /hoot. 
Baft'.  A  Friend.     Whit  art  thou? 
Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 
Baft.  Whither  doft  thou  go? 

Hub.  What's  that  to  thee? 
Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  Affairs, 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine? 

Baft.  Hubert^  I  think. 
Hub.  Thou  haft  a  perfect  Thought : 

I  will  upon  all  hazards  well  believe 

Thou  art  my  Friend,  that  know'ft  my  Tongue  fo  well :] Who  arc  thou? 

Baft.  Who  thou  wilt ;  and  if  thou  plcafe     , 

Thou  may'fl:  be-friend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think 
I  come  one  wayofthe  Plant agenets. 

Hub.  Unkind  Remembrance;  thou,  and  endlefs  Night, 
Have  done  me  (hame;  brave  Soldier,  pardon  me, 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  Tongue, 
Should  fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  Ear. 

Baft.  Come,  come;  fans  complement,  what  News  abroad? 
Hub.  Why  here  walk  T,  in  the  black  Brow  of  Night, 

To  find  you  out. 

Baft.  Brief  then;  and  what's  the  News? 
Hub.  O  my  fweet  Sir,  News  fitting  to  the  Night, 

Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible. 
Baft.  Shew  me  the  very  Wound  of  this  ill  News, 

I  am  no  Woman,  I'll  not  fwoon  at  it. 
Hub.  The  King  I  fear  is  poifon'd  by  a  Monk, 

I  left  him  almoft  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  Evil,  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Baft.  How  did  he  take  it?  Who  did  tafte  to  him? 
Hub.  A  Monk,  I  tell  you,  a  refolved  Villain, 

Whofe  Bowels  fuddenly  burft  out  5  the  King 
Yet  fpeaks,  and  peradventure  may  recover. 
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Bafl.  Who  did  ft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  Majefty? 
Hub.  Why,  know  you  not?  The  Lords  are  all  comeback, 

,  And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  Company, 

At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  paidori'd  tiem, 
il.nd  they  are  all  about  his  Majefty. 

Baft.  With-hold  thine  Indignation,  mighty  Heav'n, 
And  tempt  us  not  ro  bear  above  our  Power. 

I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert*  half  my  Power  this  Night 
Palling    hffe  Flats,  aie  taken  by  the  Tide, 

Tucfe  Lincoln-^' 'allies  have  devoured  them; 
My  felf,  well  mounted,  have  efcap'd. 
Away -before:  Conduct  me  to  the  King, 

I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  or  e'er  I  come.  \Exeunt* 

SCENE     VII, 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  Salisbury  and  Bigot. 

Henry.  It  is  too  late,  the  Life  of  all  his  Blood 

Is  t':«ucu5d  corruptibly;  and  his  pure  Brain, 

Which  fome  fuppofe  the  Soul's  frail  dwelling  Houfe, 
Doth,  by  the  idle  Comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretel  the  ending  of  Mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Ternb.  His  H'ghnefs  yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  belief, 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  Air, 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  Poifon  which  affaileth  him. 

Henry.  La  him  be  brought  into  the  Orchard  here; 
Doth  he  ftill  rage? 

Ternb.  He  is  more  patient 
Tiian  when  you  left  him;  even  now  he  fung. 

Henry.  Oh  vanity  of  Siclcneis,  fierce  Extrearns 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themfelves. 

Peath  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts 
Leaves  th:m  in vifible,  and  her  Sie^c  is  now 
A*ainf}  the  Wind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  Legions  of  flrange  Fantafies, 
f|/hich  in  Vheir  throng  and  prefs  to  that  laft  hold, 

Confound  the*nfdves»    'Tis  firange  that  death  (hould  fine  t 
I 



of  King  John,  1045 
I  am  the  Symet  to  this  pale  faint  Swan; 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  Hymn  to  his  own  Death, 

And  from  the  Organ*pipe  of  frailty  fings 
His  Soul  and  Body  to  their  lading  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  Prince,  for  you  are  born 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that  indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapelefs  and  fo  rude. 

King  Join  brought  in. 
K.  John.  I  marry  no  v  my  Soul  hath  Elbow-room, 

It  would  not  eut  at  Windows,  nor  at  Doers, 

There  is  fo  hot  a  Summer  in  my  Bofom, 
That  all  my  Bowels  crumble  up  to  Duft: 
I  am  a  fcribled  Foim  drawn  with  a  Pen, 

XJpm  a  Parchmenr,  and  again  ft  this  fire  do  I  fhrink  up. 
Henry.  How  fares  your  Majefty  s 

K.John.  Poifon'd,  ill  fair:  Dead,  forfock,  c^ft  off, 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  Winter  come 

To  th'uft  his  Icy  Fingers  in  my  Maw; 
Nor  let  my  Kingdoms  Rivers  take  their  courfe 

Through  my  burn'd  Bo(om :  Nor  intreat  the  North 
To  make  his  bleak  Winds  kifs  my  parched  Lips, 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.     I  do  not  ask  you  much* 

I  beg  cold  Comfort;  and  you  are  fo  ftraight 
And  fo  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

Henry.  Oh  that  there  were  fume  Virtue  in  my  Tears^ 
That  might  relieve  you. 

K.  John.  The  Salt  of  them  is  hot. 
Within  me  is  a  Hell,  and  there  the  Poifon 

Is,  as  a  Fiend,  confiVd  to  tyrannize, 
On  unrepreevtble  condemned  Blood. 

Enter  Baftard. 

Bafi.  Oh,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  Motion 
And  Spleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  Majefty. 

K  John.  Oh  Coufin,  thou  art  come  to  fet  mine  Eyes 
The  tackle  of  my  Heart  is  crackt  and  burnt, 
And  turned  to  one  Thread,  one  little  Hair : 

My  Heart  hath  one  poor  String  to  ftay  it  by* 

Which  holds  but  'till  thy  News  be  uttered, 
And  then  all  this  thou  feeft,  is  but  a  Clod$ 

And  module  of  confounded  Royalty, 
F  3  M^. 
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Baft.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward, 

Where  Heav'n  he  knows  how  we  ftiall  anfwer  him. 
For  in  a  Night  the  beft  part  of  my  Power, 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove, 
Were  in  the  Wafhes  all,  unwarily, 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  Flood.  [The  King  dies* 

Sal.  You  breath  thefe  dead  News  in  as  dead  an  Ear; 
My  Liege,  my  Lord ;  but  now  a  King,  now  thus. 

Henry.  Even  fo  muft  I  run  on,  and  even  fo  flop. 
What  furety  of  the  World,  what  hope,  what  ftay, 
When  this  was  now  a  King,  and  now  is  Clay  ? 

Baft.  Art  thou  gone  fo?  I  do  but  ftay  behind 
To  do  the  Office  for  thee,  of  Revenge, 

And  then  my  Soul  (hall  wait  on  thee  to  Heav'n, 
As  it  on  Earth  hath  been  thy  Servant  ftill. 
Now,  now  you  Stars,  that  move  in  your  right  Spheres* 
Where  be  your  Powers?  Shew  now  your  mended  Faiths, 
And  inftantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  pufh  Deftru&ion,  and  perpetual  Shame 
Out  of  the  weak  Door  of  our  fainting  Land: 
Straight  let  us  feek,  or  ftraight  we  fhall  be  fought, 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  Heels. 

Sal.  It  feems  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we : 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft, 
Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin^ 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  Offers  of  our  Peace, 
As  we  with  Honour  and  Refpect  may  take, 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  War. 

Baft.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Our  felves  well  finewed  to  our  Defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  'tis  in  a  manner  done  already, 
For  many  Carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  Sea- fide,  and  put  his  Caufe  and  Quarrel 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  Cardinal, 
With  whom  your  feff,  my  felf,  and  other  Lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  Afternoon  will  poft, 
To  confummate  this  bufinefs  happily. 

Baft.  Let  it  be  fo ;  and  you,  my  noble  Prince, 

With  other  Princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar'd, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  Father's  Funeral. 

Henry. 
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Henry.  At  Worcefter  muft  his  Body  be  interr'd, For  fo  he  wiird  ir. 

Baft*  Thither  ihall  it  then, 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  on 
The  lineal  State,  and  glory  of  the  Land, 
To  whom  with  all  fubmiflion  on  my  Knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  Services, 
And  true  Subjection  everlaftingly. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  Love  we  makei 
To  reft  without  a  Spot  for  evermore. 

Henry.  I  have  a  kind  Soul  that  would  give  you  thanks, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it  but  with  Tears. 

Baft.  Oh  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  Wo, 
Since  it  hath  been  before  hand  with  our  Griefs. 

This  England  never  did,  nor  never  Hull 
Lye  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
But  when  it  firft  did  help  to  wound  it  felf. 
Now,  thefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again, 
Come  the  three  Corners  of  the  World  in  Arms, 
And  we  (hall  (hock  them :  Nought  fhall  make  us  rue^ 
If  England  to  it  kl£  do  reft  but  true.  \Exennt  omnes. 
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THE 

LIFE  and  DEATH 
O  F 

Kin  2  'Richard  II. 

ACT  I.     SCENE    L 

Enter  King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt,  with  other 
Nobles  and  Attendants. 

KING    RICHARD. 

LD  John  of  Gaunt,  time  honoured  Lane  after, 
Haft  thou,  according  to  thyOathand  Band, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  Son, 
Here  to  make  good  the  boifterous  late  Ap- 

peal, Which  then  our  Leifure  would  not  let  us  hear, 

Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray* 
Gaunt.  I  have,  my  Liege. 
K.  Rich*  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  him, 

If  he  appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  Malice, 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  Subject  mould, 
On  fome  known  ground  of  Treachery  in  him  ? 

Gannu  As  near  as  I  could  lift  him  on  that  Argument^ 

On 
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On  fome  apparent  Danger  feen  in  him, 

Aim'd  at  your  Highnefs,  no  inveterate  Malice. 
2C  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  Prefence,  Face  to  Face^ 

And  frowning  Brow  to  Brow,  our  felves  will  hear 

Th'  Accufer,  and  the  accufed  freely  fpeak,- 
High  ftomach'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  Ire, 
In  Rage,  dea^  as  the. Sea;  hafty  as  Fire. 

Enter  Bullingbroke  and  Mowbray. 
Bulling.  Many  Years  of  happy  Days  befal 

My  gracious  Soveraign,  my  moft  loving  Liege. 
Mowb.  Each  Day  ftill  better  others  Happinefs ; 

Until  the  Heav'ns  envying  Earth's  good  Hap, 
Add  an  immortal  Title  to  your  Crown. 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  U5j 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  Caufe  you  come; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  Treafon. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  whatdoft  thou  objeel; 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  Thomas  Mowbray* 

Bulling.  Firft  Heaven  be  the  Record  to  my  Speech^ 

In  the  Devotions  of  a  Subject's  Love, 
Tendring  the  precious  Safety  of  my  Prince, 
And  free  from  other  mif-begotten  Hate, 
Come  I  Appealant  to  this  princely  Prefence. 
Now  Thomas  Mowbray  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well;  for  what  I  fpeak. 
My  Body  mail  make  good  upon  the  Earth, 

Or  my  divine  Soul  anfwer  it  in  Heav'n. 
Thou  art  a  Traitor  and  a  Mifcreant; 
Too  good  to  be  fo9  and  too  bad  too  live. 
Since  the  more  fair  and  cryftal  is  the  Sky, 
The  uglier  feem  the  Clouds  that  in  it  fly: 

Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  Note,^ 
With  a  foul  Traitor's  Name  fluff  I  thy  Throat 
And  wifti,  fo  pleafe  my  Soveraign,  e'er  I  move, 
What  my  Tongue  fpeaks,my  right  drawn  Sword  may  prove* 

Mowb*  Let  not  my  cool  Word*  here  accufe  my  Zeal ; 
*Tis  not  the  Trial  of  a  Woman's  War, 
The  bitter  Clamour  of  two  eager  Tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  Caufe  betwixt  us  twain : 

The  Blood  is  hot  that  muft  be  cool'd  for  this* 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  Patience  boaft* 

k\ 
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As  to  be  huflit,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay. 
Firft  the  fair  Reverence  of  your  Highnefs  curbs  me, 

From  giving  Reins  and  Spurs  to  my  free  Speech, 

Which  elfe  would  poll,  until  it  had  rerurn'd 
Thefe  Terms  of  Treafon  doubly  down  his  Throat. 

Setting  afide  his  high  Blood's  Royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  Kinfman  to  my  Liege, 
I  do  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him, 
pall  him  a  flanderous  Coward,  and  a  Villain; 
Wh'ch  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds, 
And  meet  him,   wtre  I  tide  to  run  a-foot, 
Even  to  the  frozen  Ridges  of  the  j4lps, 
Or  any  other  Ground  inhabitable, 
Where-ever  Englifoman  durft  fet  his  Foot; 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  Loyalty, 
By  all  my  Hopes  moft  fally  doth  he  lie. 

Sailing.  Pale  trembling  Coward,  there  I  throw  my  Gage, 
Declaiming  here  the  Kindred  of  a  King, 

And  lay  alide  my  high  Blood's  Royalty, 
Which  Fear,  not  Reverence,  makes  thee  to  except; 
If  guilty  Dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  Strength, 

As  to  take  up  mine  Honour's  Pawn,  then  (loop. 
By  that,  and  all  the  Rights  of  Knighthood  elfe, 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee  Arm  to  Arm, 
What  I  have  fpoken,  or  thou  canft  devife. 

Moivb.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  Sword  I  fwear, 
Which  gentjy  laid  my  Knighthood  on  my  Shoulder, 

I'll  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  Degree, 
Or  Chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  Trial ; 
And  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  I  be  Traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight. 

K.  Rich.  What  doth  our  Coufin  lay  to  Mowbray's  Charge  § 
It  muft  be  great  that  can  inherit  us, 
So  much  as  of  a  Thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Balling.  Loojk  what  I  faid,  my  Life  fhall  prove  it  true, 

That  Mowbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  Nobles, 
In  name  of  Leadings  for  your  Highnefs  Soldiers, 

The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lewd  Imployments; 
Like  a  falfe  Traitor  and  injurious  Villain ; 
Befides,  I  fay,  and  will  in  Battel  prove, 
pr  here*  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  Verge That 
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That  ever  was  furvey *d  by  Englijh  Eye ; 
That  all  the  Treafons  for  thefe  eighteen  Years, 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  Land, 
Fetcht  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  firft  Head  and  Spring^ 
Further  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  Life,  to  make  all  this  good, 
That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Glouceftefs  Death, 
Suggeft  his  foon  believing  Adverfaries, 
And  confequently,  like  a  Traitor  Coward, 

Sluc'd  out  his  innocent  Soul  through  Streams  of  Bloods 
Which  Blood,  like  facrificing  Abel's  cries, 
Even  from  the  tonguelefs  Caverns  of  the  Earth, 
To  me  for  Juftice,  and  rough  Chaftifement ; 
And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  Defcent, 
This  Arm  mall  do  it,  or  this  Life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  Refolution  foars. 

Thomas  of  Norfolk^  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this? 
Mowb.  O  let  my  Soveraign  turn  away  his  Face, 

And  bid  his  Ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 

'Till  I  have  told  this  Slander  of  his  Blood, 
How  God  and  good  Men  hate  fo  foul  a  Liar, 

K.  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  Eyes  and  EarSo 

Were  he  my  Brother,  nay,  our  Kingdom's  Heir, 
As  he  is  but  my  Father's  Brother's  Son ; 
Now  by  my  Scepter's  awe,  I  make  a  Vow, 
Such  neighbour-nearnefs  to  our  facred  Blood, 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unftooping  Firmnefs  of  my  upright  Soul. 
He  is  our  Subbed:,  Mowbray,  fo  art  thou, 
Free  Speech  and  fearlefs  I  to  thee  allow. 

Mowb.  Then,  Bullingbrofa,  as  low  as  to  thy  Heart* 
Through  the  falfe  PalTage  of  thy  Throat,  thou  lieft: 
Three  parts  of  that  Receipt  I  had  for  Callice9 
Disburft  I  to  his  Highnefs  Soldiers; 

The  ether  part  referv'd  I  by  confent. 
For  that  my  Soveraign  Liege  was  in  my  Debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  Account, 
Since  lafl:  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen : 

Now  fwallow  down  that  Lie.     For  Glmcefief%  Death," 
I  flew  him  not ;  bur,  to  mine  own  Difgrace, 
Neglected  my  fworn  Duty  in  that  Cafe. For 
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For  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  Lancafter^ 
The  honourable  Father  to  my  Foe, 
Once  I  did  lay  an  Arnbufh  for  your  Life, 
ATrefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  Soul; 
But  e'er  I  laft  receiv'd  the  Sacrament, 

I  did  confefs  it,  and  exactly  begg'd 
Your  Grace's  Pardon;  and  I  hope  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  Fault;  as  for  the  reft  appeaPd, 
It  iffues  from  the  Rancor  of  a  Villain; 
A  Recreant  and  mod  dangerous  Traitor, 
Which  in  my  felf  I  boldly  will  defend, 
And  interchangeably  hurle  down  my  Gage, 

Upon  this  overweening  Traitor's  Foot, 
To  prove  my  felf  a  loyal  Gentleman, 
Even  in  the  bell  Blood  chamber'd  in  his  Bofom. 
In  hafte  whereof  mod:  heartily  I  pray 
Your  Hiphnefs  to  affign  our  Trial-Day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  Gentlemen,  be  rul'd  by  me; 
Let's  purge  this  Choler  without  letting  Blood: 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  Phyfician. 
Deep  Malice  makes  too  deep  Incifion. 
Forget,  forgive,  conclude  and  be  agreed, 
Our  Doctors  fay,  this  is  no  time  bleed. 
Good  Uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun, 

We'll  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^  you  your  Son. 
Gaunt.  To  be  a  Make- peace  fhall  become  my  Age; 

Throw  down,  my  Son,  the  Duke  of  NorfolJ(s  Gage. 
K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 
Gaunt.  When  Harry^  when?  Obedience  bids, 

Obedience  bids,  I  mould  not  bid  again, 
K.  Rich.  Norfolk^  throw  down,  we  bid; there  is  no  boot. 
Moivb.  My  felf  I  throw,   dread  Soveraign,  at  thy  Foot. 

My  Life  thou  malt  command,  but  not  my  Shame; 
The  one  my  Duty  owes;  but  my  fair  Name, 
Defpight  of  Death  that  lives  upon  my  Grave, 
To  dark  Difhonours  ufe,  thou  fhalt  not  have. 

I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffl'd  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  Soul,  with  Slanders  venom'd  Spear. 
The  which  no  Blame  can  cure,  but  his  Heart  Blood 
Which  breath'd  this  Poifon. 

K.  Rich.  Rage  muft  be  withftood : 
Give 
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Give  me  his  Gage:  Lions  mJce  Leopards  tame. 

Mouth.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  Spots :  Take  but  my  Shame^ 
And  I  refign  my  Gage.     My  dear,  dear  Lord, 
The  pureft  Treafure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is  fpotlefs  Reputation;  that  away, 
Men  a  e  but  guilded  Loam,  or  painted  Clay. 

A  Jiwel  in  a  ten-times  barr'd  up  Cheft, 
Is  a  bold  Spirit  in  a  Loyal  Breaft. 
Mine  Honour  is  my  Life;  both  grow  in  one: 
Take  Honour  from  me,  and  my  Life  is  done. 

Then,  dear  my  Liege,  mine  Honour  1st  me  try, 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Rich,  Coufin,  throw  down  your  Gage;  do  you  begin. 

Bulling.  Oh  Heav'n  defend  my  Soul  from  fuch  foul  Sin. 
Shall  I  ieem  Creft-fall'n  in  my  Father's  Sight, 
Or  with  pale  beggar'd  Fear  impeach  my  hjght 
Before  this  our-dar'd  Baftard?  E'er  my  Tongue 
Shall  wound  my  Honour  with  fuch  feeble  Wrong, 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  Parle,    my  Teeth  fhall  tear 
The  ilavifh  Motive  of  recanting  Fear, 
And  fpit  it  bleeding  in  his  high  Difgrace, 

Where  Shame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray 's  Face. 
[Exit  Gaunt* 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  born  to  fue,  but  to  command, 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  Friends, 
Be  ready,  as  your  Lives,  fh  all  anfwtr  it, 

At  Coventry,  upon  Saint  Lambert's  Day; 
There  fhall  your  Swords  and  Lances  arbirrate 
The  fwellins  Difference  of  you  fettled  Hate; 
Since  we  cannot  attone  you,  you  mall  fee 

JufHce  defign  the  Victor's  Chivalry. Lord  Marflial  command  our  Officers  at  Arms, 

Be  ready  to  dired  thefe  home  Alarms.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Gaunt,  and  Dutchefs  of  Gloucefier. 

Gaunt.  Alas,  t!  e  part  I  had  in  Glo'fters  Blood, 
poth  more  follicit  me  than  your  Exclaims, To 
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1*0  ftir  againft  the  Butchers  of  his  Life. 
But  fince  Correction  lyeth  in  thofe  Hands 
Which  made  the  Fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 

Put  we  our  Quarrel  to  the  Will  of  Heav'n ; 
Who  when  they  fee  the  Hours  ripe  on  Earth* 
Will  rain  hot  Vengeance  on  Offenders  Headsi 

Dutch.  Finds  Brotherhood  in  thee  no  fharper  Spur? 
Hath  Love  in  thy  old  Blood  no  living  Fire? 

Edward's  feven  Sons,  whereof  thy  felf  art  one, 
Were  as  feven  Vials  of  his  facred  Blood; 

Or  feven  fair  Branches  fpringing  from  one  Root : 

Some  of  thofe  feven  are  dry 'd  by  Nature's  Courfe; 
Some  of  thofe  Branches  by  the  Deftinies  cut : 

But  Thomas,  my  dear  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Glo'ficr;  j 
One  Vial  full  of  Edward's  facred  Blood, 
One  flourishing  Branch  of  his  moll  Royal  Root* 

Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  Liquor  fpilt; 
Is  hackt  down,  and  his  Summer  Leaves  all  faded 

By  Envy's  Hand,  and  Murder's  Bloody  Axe, 
Ah  Gaum \  his  Blood  was  thine;   that  Bed,  that  Womb, 

That  Mettle,  that  felf-Mould  that  fafhion'd  thee, 
Made  him  a  Man ;  and  though  thou  liv'ft  and  breath'ir, Yet  art  thou  (lain  in  him;  thou  doll:  confent 

In  fome  large  Meafure  to  thy  Father's  Death; 
In  that  thou  feed:  thy  wretched  Brother  die, 

Who  was  the  Model  of  thy  Father's  Life. 
Call  it  not  Patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  Defpair  ; 

In  fuffering  thus  thy  Brother  to  be  flaughter'd, 
Thou  fhew'fr.  the  naked  Pathway  to  thy  Life, 
Teaching  ftern  Murther  how  to  butcher  thee. 
That  which  in  mean  Men,  we  intitle  Patience, 
Is  pale  cold  Cowardife  in  noble  Breafts. 
What  fhall  I  fay  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  Life, 
The  bed  way  is  to  venge  my*  Gtifters  Death, 

Gaunt.  Heav'n's  is  the  Quarrel;  for  HeavVs  Subftitute$ 
His  Deputy  anointed  in  his  Sight, 

Hath  caus'd  his  Death;  th?  which  if  wrongfully 
Let  Heav'n  revenge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  Arm  againft  his  Minifrer. 

Dutch.  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  my  felf? 

Gaunt.  To  Heav'n,  the  Widow's  Champion  and  defence* Vol  III,  G  DuteL 
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Dutch.  Why  then  I  will:  Farewel;  old  Gaunt  \ 

Thou  go'ft  to  Coventry^  there  to  behold 
Our  Coufin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 

0  fit  my  Husband's  Wroags  on  Hereford's  Spear, 
That  it  may  enter  Butcher  Mowbray's  Breaft: Or  if  Misfortune  mifs  the  firft  Career, 

Be  Mowbray's  Sins  fo  heavy  in  his  Bofom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  Courfer's  Back, 
And  throw  the  Rider  headlong  in  the  Lifts, 
A  CaytifF  recreant  to  my  Coufin  Hereford. 

Farewel,  old  Gaunt :  thy  fometimes  Brother's  Wife, 
With  her  Companion  Grief,  mufl:  end  her  Life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter,  farewel ;  I  mull:  to  Coventry. 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me. 

Dutch.  Yetone  Word  more;  Grief  boundeth  where  it  falls, 
Not  with  the  empty  hollownefs,  but  weight: 
1  take  my  Leave,  before  I  have  begun; 
For  Sorrow  ends  not,  when  it  feemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  Brother,  Eward  York. 
Lo,  th  s  is  all;  nay  yet  depart  not  {q9 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  go; 
I  fhall  remember  more.     Bid  him    oh,  whatf 
With  all  good  Speed  at  Plafiie  vifit  rr.e. 
Alack,  and  what  (hall  good  old  Torl^  there  fee, 
But  empty  Lodgings  and  unfurnihYd  Walls, 
Un-peopPd  Offices,  untrodden  Stones? 
And  v/hat  hear  there  for  Welcome,  but  my  Groans  ? 
Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there 
To  feek  out  Sorrow  that  dwells  every  where; 
Defolate,  defolate  will  I  hence,  and  die; 
The  laft  Leave  of  thee,  takes  my  weeping  Eye.     [Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Marfoal  and  Aumerle. 

Mar.  My  Lord  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd? 
Aum.  Yea,  at  all  Points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 
Mar.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk^  fprightfully  and  bold, 

Stays  but  the  Summons  of  the  Appealant's  Trumpet. Aum, 
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Aum,  Why  then  the  Champions  are  prepar'd,  and  flay 
For  nothing  but  his  Majefty's  Approach.  [FlouriJJj. 
Enter  King  Richard,  Gaunt,  Bufhy,    Bagot,     Green,    and 

others ;  then  Mowbray  in  Armour •,  and  an  Herald, 
K.  Rich.  Marfhal,  demand  of  yonder  Champion 

The  Caufe  of  his  Arrival  here  in  Arms; 
Ask  him  his  Name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  Juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

Mar.  In  God's  Name  and  the  King'Sy  fay  who  thou  art  ? 
\To  Mowb. 

And  why  thou  com'ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  Arms? 
Againft  what  Man  thou  coiri3ft,  and  what's  thy  Quarrel; 
Speak  truly  on  thy  Knighthood,  and  thine  Oath, 
And  fo  defend  thee  Heaven,  and  thy  Valour. 

Mowb.  My  Name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
Who  hither  come,  engaged  by  my  Oath, 

Which  Heav'n  defend  a  Knight  mould  viola 
Both  to  defend  my  Loyalty  and  Truth, 
To  God,  my  King,   and  his  fucceeding  Iflue, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  that  appeals  me; 
Ar.d  by  the  Grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  Arm, 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  my  k\f9 
A  Traitor  to  my  God,  my  King,  and  me; 

And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  Heav'n. 
A  Tucket  founds.     Enter  Bulling  broke,  and  an  Herald. 
K.  Rich.   Marshal;  a  k  yonder  Knight  in  Arms, 

Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither, 
Thus  placed  in  Habiliments  of  War  : 
And  formally  according  to  our  Law 
Depofe  him  in  the  Juftice  of  his  Caufe. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  Name,  and  wherefore  com'ft  thou  hither 
Before  King  Richard,  in  his  Royal  Lifts?  [To  Bulling. 

Againft  whom  com'ft  thou?  And  what's  thy  Quarrel? 
Speak  like  a  true  Knight,  fo  defend  thee  Heav'n. 

Bulling.  Harry  of  Hereford^  Lancafter  and  Derby ', 
Am  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  Arms, 

To  prove, by  Heav'n's  Grace,  and  my  Body's  Valour, 
In  Lifts  on  Thomas  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk^ 
That  he's  a  Traitor  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  Heav'n,  King  Richard^  and  to  me; 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  Heav'n. 

G  $  Mar. 
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Alar.  On  pain  of  Death,  no  Perfon  be  (o  bold, 

Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  touch  the  Lifts, 
Except  the  MarfnaJ,  and  fuch  Officers 
Appointed  to  direct  thefe  fair  Defigns. 

Bulling.  Lord  Marflial,  let  me  kifs  my  Soveraign's  Hand, 
And  bow  my  Knee  before  his  Majefty: 
For  Adowbray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  Men 
That  vow  along  and  weary  Pilgrimage, 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  Leave 

And  loving  Farewel  of  our  feveral  Friends. 

Mar."  The  Appealant  in  all  duty  greets  your  Highnefs, 
\ToK.  Rich. 

And  craves  to  kifs  your  Hand,  and  take  his  leave, 
K.  Rich.  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  Arms. 

Cuufin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  Caufe  is  juft, 
So  be  thy  Fortune  in  this  Royal  Fight: 
Farewel,  my  Blood,  which  if  to  Day  thou  fhed, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  Revenge  thee  dead. 

Butl'mr.  Oh  let  no  noble  Eye  propria  ne  a  Tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray  s  Spear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 
A. -.jain ft  a  Bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. 
My  loving  Lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you, 
Or  you,  my  noble  Cou/in,  Lord  Aumerle ; 
Not  ikk,  although  I  have  to  do  with  Death, 
But  lufty,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  breath. 

Lo,  ss  at  EngUJJj  Feafh,  fo  I  legreet 
Truj  uaintieft  hit,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweer. 
Oh  thou  the  Earthy  Author  of  my  Blood, 
VVhofe  youthful  Spirit  in  me  regenerate, 
Djth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  Vi&ory  above  my  Head, 
Aod  proof  unto  mine  Armour  with  thy  Prayers, 

A  d  with  thy  Bleffings  fleel  my  Lance's  Point, 
That  it  may  enter  Alowbrafs  Waxen  Coat, 

And  furnifh  'new  the  Name  of  John  a  Gaunt 
Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  Son. 

Gaunt.  Heav'n  in  thy  good  Caufe  make  thee  prcfperous* Be  fwift  like  Licrhtnin^  in  the  Execution, 

And  let  thy  Blows,  doubly  redoubled, 
Fall  like  amazing  Thunder  on  the  Cask 

Of 
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Of  thy  amaz'd  pernicious  Enemy. 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  Blood,  be  valiant,  and  live. 

Bulling.  Mine  Innocence,  and  St.  George  to  thrive. 

Mowb.  However  Heav'n  or  Fortune  caff  my  Lot, 

There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richard's  Throne, 
A  loyal*  juft,  and  upright  Gentleman: 
Never  did  Captain  with  a  freer  Heart 
Caft  off  his  Chains  of  Bondage,  and  embrace 

His  golden  uncontroul'd  Enfranchifemenr, 
More  than  my  dancing  Soul  doth  celebrate 
Tnis  feaft  of  Battel,  with  mine  Adverfary. 
Moll:  mighty  Liege,  and  my  Companion  Peers, 
Take  from  my  Mouth  the  wifh  of  happy  Years ; 
As  gentle,  and  as  jocond,  as  to  jeff, 
Go  I  to  fight :  Truth  hath  a  quiet  BreafT. 

K.  Rich.  Farewel,  my  Lord,  fecure'y  I  efpy Virtue  with  Valour,  couched  in  thine  Eye. 
Order  the  Trial,  Mirfhal,  and  begin. 

Afar*  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lane  after  anrj  Derby  J 

Receive  thy  Launce,  and  Heav'n  defend  thy  Right, 
Bulling.  Strong  as  a  Tower,  in  hope,  I  cry  Amen. 
Mar.  Go  bear  this  Launce  to  Thomas  Duke  of  JVorfall^. 
1  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lane aft cr^nd  Derby, 

Stands  here  for  God,  his  Soveraign,  and  himfclf, 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk^,  Thomas  A4oivbray, 
A  Traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  arid  him, 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  Dukcot  Norfolk^ 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  t>erby, 
To  God,  his  Soveraign,  and  to  him  diiloyal  : 
Couragioufly,  and  with  a  free  Defire, 
Attending  but  the  Signal  to  begin.  [A  charge  founded. 

Mar.  Sound  Trumpets,  and  fet  forward  Combatants. 
Stay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  Warder  down. 

K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  Helmets,  and  their  Spear*, 
And  both  return  back  to  their  Chairs  again  : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found, 

G  $  While 
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While  we  return  thefe  Dukes  what  we  decree. 

[A  long  Flourijk. 
Draw  near,  and  lift 
What  with  our  Council  we  have  done. 

For  that  our  Kingdom's  Earth  mould  not  be  foil'd 
With  that  dear  Blood  which  it  hath  foftered, 
And  for  our  Eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afpect 
Of  civil  Wounds  ploughed  up  with  Neighbours  Swords, 

Which  fo  rouz'd  up  with  boifterous  untun'd  Drums, 
With  harm  refounding  Trumpets  dreadful  bray, 
And  grating  fhock  or  wrathful  Iron  Arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  Confines  fright  fair  Peace, 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  Kindreds  Blood: 

Therefore,  we  baniili  you  our  Territories. 
You  Coufin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  Death, 
'Till  twice  five  Summers  have  enrich'd  our  Fields, 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  Dominions, 
But  tread  the  ftranger  Paths  of  Banifhment, 

Bulling.  Your  will  be  done:  This  muft  my  Comfort  be, 
That  Sun  that  warms  you  here,  fhall  fhine  on  me: 
And  thofe  his  golden  Beams  to  you  here  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  Banifhment. 

K.Rich.  Norfolk^  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  Doom, 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce, 
The  fly  flow  Hours  mall  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  Exile : 
The  hopelefs  word,  of  never  to  return, 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  Life. 
Mowb.  A  heavy  Sentence,  my  moft  Soveraign  Liege, 

And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  Highnefs  Mouth: 
A  dearer  Merit,  not  fo  deep  a  Maim, 
As  to  be  call;  forth  in  the  common  Air 

Have  I  deferved  at  your  Highnefs  Hands. 

The  Language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  Years, 
Ny  native  Englifi,  now  I  muft  -forgo, 

And  now  my  Tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more,     . 
Than  an  unft ringed  Viol,  or  a  Harp, 

Or  like  a  cunning  Inftrument  cas'd  up, 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  Hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  Harmony. 

Within 
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Within  my  Mouth  you  have  engoal'd  my  Tongue, 
Doubly  percullis'd  with  my  Teeth  and  Lips, 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  Ignorance, 
Is  made  my  Goaler  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  too  old  to  frown  upon  a  Nurfe, 
Too  far  in  Years  to  be  a  Pupil  now: 
What  is  thy  Sentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  Death, 
Which  robs  my  Tongue  fern  breathing  native  Breath? 

K.  Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compaflionate ; 
After  our  Sentence,  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Mowb.  Then  thus  I  rurn  me  from  my  Country's    light, 
To  dwell  in  folemn  Shades  of  endlefs  Night. 

K.  Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  Oath  with  ye. 

Lay  on  our  Royal  Sword  your  banifh'd  Hands; 
Swear  by  the  Duty  that  you  owe  to  Heav'n, 
(Oar  part  therein  we  banifh  with  your  felves,) 
To  keep  the  Oath  that  we  adminifter : 

You  never  (hall,  fo  help  you  Truth,  and  Heav'n, 
Embrace  each  others  Love  in  Banifliment, 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  others  Face, 
Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  or  reconcile 
This  lowring  Tempeft  of  your  home-bred  Hate, 
Nor  ever  by  advifed  purpofe  meet, 
To  plot,  connive,  or  complot  any  II], 

'Gainft  us,  our  Scate,  our  Subjects,  or  our  Land. 
Bulling.  I  fwear. 
Mowb.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 
Bulling.  Norjolky  fo  fa^,  as  to  mine  Enemy, 

By  this  time,  had  the  King  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  Souls  had  wandred  in  the  Air, 

Banifh'd  this  frail  Sepulchre  of  our  Fleih, 
As  now  our  FJefh  is  banifh'd  from  this  Land. 
Confefs  thy  Treafons,  e'er  thou  fly  this  Realm, 
Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  Soul. 

Mowb.  NO)Bullingbrokc;  if  ever  I  were  Traitor, 
My  Name  be  blotted  from  the  Book  of  Life, 
And  I  from  Heav'n  banifrYd,  as  from  hence; 
But  what  thou  art,  Heav'n,  thou,  and  I  do  know,1 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  King  (hall  rue. 

G  4  Farcwd, 
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Farewel,  my  Liege ;  now  no  way  can  I  ftray, 

Save  back  to  England;  all  the  World's  my  way.  [Extt. 
K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  GlafTes  of  thine  Eyes 

I  fee  thy  grieved  Heart;  thy  fad  Afped:, 

Hath  from  the  Number  of  his  banifh'd  Years 

Pluck'd  four  away;  fix  frozen  Winters  fpent, 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  Banifhment. 

Bulling.  How  long  a  time  lyes  in  one  little  word: 
Four  lagging  Winters,  and  four  wanton  Springs 
End  in  a  Word,  fuch  i,s  the  Breath  of  Kings, 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  of  me 

He  fhortens  four  Years  of  my  Son's  Exile : 
But  little  vantage  (hall  I  reap  thereby ; 

For  e'er  tm  fix  Years  that  he  hath  to  fpend, 
Can  change  the  Moons*  and  bring  their  times  about. 

My  Oil-cry'd  Lamp,  and  time-bewailed  Light, 
Snail  be  extinct  with  Age,  and  endlefs  Night : 
My  inchpf  Taper  will  be  burnt,  and  done, 
And  olir.dford  D^ath  not  let  me  fee  my  Son. 

K.Rich.  Why  Uncle?  Tiiou  haft  many  Years  to  live. 
Gaunt.  But  not  a  Minute,  King,  that  thou  canfl  give  j 

Shorten  my  Days  thou  canfl  with  iudden  Sorrow, 
And  pluck  Nights  from  me*  but  not  lend  a  Morrow: 
Thou  canfl  help  Time  to  furrow  me  with  Age, 
But  flop  no  Wrinkle  in  his  Pilgrimages 
Thy  word  is  currant  with  him,  for  my  Death; 
But  dead,  thy  Kingdom  cannot  buy  my  Breath, 

K.Rich*  Thy  Son  is  banifTrd  upon  good  advice. 

Whereto  thy  Tongue  a  party-verdid  gave; 

W.»y  at  our  Juftice  feem'ft  thou  then  to  lowr? 
Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  tafte,  prove  in  digeftion  fowrs 

You  urg'd  me  as  a  Judge,  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  Father* 

Alas,  I  lock'd  when  feme  of  you  mould  fay, 
I  was  too  find  to  make  mine  own  away: 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  Tongue, 
A?ah  i\  my  wtiJ;  to  do  pay  felf  this  wrong. 

K.Rich.  Coufin,  farewel;  and,  Uncle,  bid  him  fo: 

Six  Years  we  bmih  him,  ajid  he  fhal}  go*  [Exh» 
■  ,  ...        ,  %,' 

Tlpnrifb* 
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Ffourtfi. 

Aam.  Coufin,  farewel,  what  prefence  muft  not  know, 
From  whfre  you  do  retrain,  let  Paper  (how. 

Mar,  My  Lord,  r.o  leave  take  I,  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  Land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide, 

Gaunt.  Oh  to  what  purpofe  dofl  thou  hoard  thy  words, 

That  thou  return'ft  no  greeting  to  thy  Friends? 
Bulling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 

When  the  Tongue's  Office  mould  be  prodigal, To  breathe  th/ abundant  dolour  of  the  Heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  Griet  ,s  but  thy  Abfence  for  a  time. 

Bulling.  Joy  abfenr,  Gri'  f  is  prefent  for  that  time. 
Gaunt.  What  is  fix  Winters  they  are  quickly  gone  ? 
Bulling.  To  Men  in  joy  ;  but  grief  makes  one  Hour  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  Travel  that  thou  tak'ft.  for  pleafure. 
Bulling.  My  Heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo, 

Which  finds  it  an  inforced  Pilgrimage. 
Gaunt.  The  fullen  PaiTage  of  thy  weary  Steps 

Efteem  a  Soil,  wherein  thou  art  to  let 

The  precious  Jewel  of  thy  home  return. 
Bulling.  Oh  who  can  hold  a  Fire  in  his  Hand 

By  thinking  on  the  Frofty  Caucajus? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  ed.^e  of  Appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  or  a  Feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  Snow 

By  thinking  on  fantaftick  Summer's  Heat : 
Oh  no,  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe ; 

Fell  Sorrow's  Tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my  Son,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy  way ; 
Had  I  thy  Youth,  and  Caufe,  I  would  not  flay. 

Bulling.  Then  England's  Ground  farewel;  fweet  Soil  adieu, 
My  Mother  and  my  Nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet: 

Where-e'er  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can, 

Though  baniih'd,  yet  a  true-born  EngUJbman.        \_Extunu 

SCENE 
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S  G  E  N  E     IV. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  Green,  and  Bagot. 
K.  Rich,  We  did  obferve.     Coufin  Anmerlcy 

How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way? 
Aum,  I  brought  high  Hereford^  if  you  call  him  To, 

But  to  the  next  high  way,  and  there  I  left  him. 
K.Rich.  And  fay,  what  (lore  of  parting  Tears  were  fried? 
Awn.  Faith  none  by  me;  except  the  North-Eafl  Wind, 

Which  then  grew  bitterly  againft  our  Face, 

Awak'd  the  fleepy  Rheume,  and  fo  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  Tear. 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  our  Coufin  when  you  parted  with  him? 
Anm.  Farewel;   and  for  my  Heart  difdained  that  my 

Should  fo  prophane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft     [Tongue 
To  counterfeit  Oppreflion  of  fuch  Grief, 

That  word  feem  buried  in  my  Sorrow's  Grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  Farewel  had  lengthen'd  Hours, 
And  added  Years  to  his  fhort  Banifhment, 
He  fhould  have  had  a  Volume  of  Farewels; 
But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich.  He  is  our  Coufin,  Coufin;  but  'tis  doube, 
When  time  mall  call  him  home  from  Banifhment, 
Whether  our  Kinfman  come  to  fee  his  Friends. 

Our  felf,  and  Bt&ftyy  Bagot  here  and  Green 

Obferv'd  his  Courtfhip  to  the  common  People: 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  Hearts, 
With  humble,  and  familiar  Courtefie, 
What  Reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  Slaves  i 

Wooing  poor  Crafts-men  with  the  craft  of  Souls, 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  Fortune, 
As  'twere  to  banifh  their  ArTeds  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  Bonnet  to  an  Oyfter-wench, 
A  brace  of  Dray-men  bid  God  fpeed  him  well, 
And  had  the  Tribute  of  his  fupple  Knee, 
With  Thanks,  my  Countrymen,  my  loving  Friends, 
As  were  our  England  in  Reverfion  his, 
And  he  our  Subje&s  next  Degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  he  is  gone,  and  with  him  go  thefe  Thoughts. 
Now  for  the  Rebel*,  which  ftand  out  in  Ireland, 

Expedient 
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Expedient  manage  muft  be  made,  my  Liege, 
E'er  further  leifure  yield  the  further  means 
For  their  Advantage,  and  your  Highnefs  lofs. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  our  felf  in  Perfon  to  this  War, 

And  for  our  Coffers,  with  too  great  a  Court, 

And  liberal  Largefs,  are  grown  fomewhat  light, 

We  are  infore'd  to  farm  our  Royal  Realm, 
The  Revenue  whereof  fhall  furnifh  us 

For  our  Affairs  in  hand;  if  they  come  fliorr, 
Our  Subftitutes  at  home  (hall  have  blank  Charters: 

Whereto,  when  they  mall  know  what  Men  are  rich, 

They  lhall  fubferibe  them  for  large  Sums  of  Gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  Wants : 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bufliy. 
K.Rich.  What  News? 

Bufhy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  very  fick,  my  Lord, 
Suddenly  taken,  and  hath  fent  poft  hafte 
To  intreat  your  Majefty  to  viiit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Where  lyes  he? 

Bufhy.  At  Ely-houfe. 
K.Rich.  Now  put  it,  Heav'n,  in  hisPhyfician's  Mind, 

To  help  him  to  his  Grave  immediately : 
The  lining  of  his  Coffers  mail  make  Coats 
To  deck  our  Soldiers  for  thefe  Iriflo  Wars. 

Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  all  go  viiit  him: 
Pray  Heav'n  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  too  late.    [_Exe, 

A  C  T   II.     S  G  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Gaunt  fekj  with  the  Duke  of  York. 

.  \  T  7T  L  L  the  King  come,  that  I  may  breathe  my  laft 
VV     In  wholefom  Counfel  to  his  unftaid  Youth? 

Tork.  Vex  not  your  felf,  nor  ftrive  not  with  your  Breath, 
For  all  in  vain  comes  Counfel  to  his  Ear. 

Gaunt.  Oh  but,  they  fay,  the  Tongues  of  dying  Men 
Inforce  Attention  like  deep  Harmony: 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they  are  feldom  fpent  in  vain, 

For 

Gaunt 
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For  they  breath  Truth,  that  breath  their  words  in  pain. 

He  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liften'd  more, 
Than  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe; 
More  are  Mens  ends  markt  than  their  lives  before, 
The  fetting  Sun,  and  Mufick  in  the  clofe; 
At  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  laft, 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  fhan  things  long  part  ; 

Though  Richard  my  life's  CounfcJ  would  not  hear, 
My  Deaths  fad  Tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  Ear. 

Tork»  No,  it  is  ftopt  with  other  flattering  Sounds^ 
As  praifes  of  his  State;  then  there  are  found 
Lafcivious  Meeters,  to  whofe  venom  found 

The  open  Ears  of  Youth  do  always  liften. 
Report  of  Fafhions  in  proud  Italy, 
Whofe  Manners  ftill  our  tardy  apifh  Nation 
Limps  after  in  bafe  Imitation. 
Where  doth  the  World  thruft  forth  a  Vanity, 

So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpect  how  vile, 
That  is  not  quickly  buz'd  into  their  Ears? 
That  all  too  late  comes  Counfel  to  be  heard, 

Where  Will  doth  mutiny  with  Wits  regard: 
Direct  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  chufe, 

?Tis  Breath  thou  lack'ft,  and  that  Breath  wilt  thoulofe. 

Gaunt.  Methinks  I  am  a  Prophet  new  infpir'd, 
And  thus  expiring,  do  foretel  of  him, 
H  s  raih  fierce  Blaze  of  Riot  cannot  laft  ; 
For  violent  Fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves. 

Small  Showers  laft  long,  but  fudden  Storms  are  fhort ; 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choke  the  Feeder; 
Light  Vanity,  infatiate  Cormorant, 
Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  it  (elf. 

This  Royal  Throne  of  Kings,  this  fcepter'd  Ifle, 
This  Earth  of  Majefty,  this  Seat  of  Marsy 
This  other  Eden,  demy  Paradife, 
This  F<>rtrefs  built  by  Nature  for  her  felf, 
Againft  Infection,  and  the  Hand  of  War; 
This  happy  Breed  of  Men,  this  little  World, 
This  precious  Stone  fet  in  the  Silver  Sea, 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  Office  of  a  Wall, 
Or  as  a  Moat  defenfive  to  a  Houfe, 

Againfi 
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Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happier  Lands, 
This  bleffed  Plot,  this  Earth,  this  Realm,   this  Engird* 
This  Nurfe,  this  teeming  Womb  of  Royal  Kings, 

Fear'd  for  their  Breed,  and  famous  for  their  Birth, 
Renowned  for  their  Deeds,  as  far  from  home, 
For  Chriftian  Service,  and  true  Chivalry, 
As  is  the  Sepulchre  in  ftubborn  Jury 

Of  the  World's  Ranfom,  bleffed  Marfs  Son; 
This  Land  of  fuch  dear  Souls,  this  dear  dear  Land, 
Dear  for  her  Reputation  through  the  World, 

Is  now  Leas'd  out,  I  dye  pronouncing  it, 
Like  to  a  Tenement  or  pelting  Farm ; 
England  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  Sea, 
Whofe  rocky  Shore  beats  back  the  envious  Siege 
Of  watry  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  fhame, 
With  Inky  Blots,  and  rotten  Parchment  Bonds. 
That  England  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Hath  made  a  Ihameful  Conqueft  of  it  fdf. 
Ah !  would  the  Scandal  vanifh  with  my  Life, 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  Death! 
Enter  King  Richard,  Qucen>  AumerJe,  Bufliy,  Green,  Bagot, 

Rofs,  and  Willoughby. 
York*  The  King  is  com?,  deal  mildly  with  his  Youth; 

For  young  hot  Colts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 
Queen.  How  fares  our  noble  Uncle,  Lancafter  ? 

K.  Rich.  What  comfort,  Man  ?  How  is't  with  aged  Gaunt  f 
Gaunt.  Oh  how  that  Name  befits  my  Compofition! 

Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old: 
Within  me  Grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  Faft, 
And  who  abftains  from  Meat,  that  is  not  gaunt  ? 
For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watcht, 
Watching  breeds  leannefs,  leannefs  is  all  gaunt ; 
The  Pleafure  that  fome  Fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  ftrid:  Faft,  I  mean  my  Childrens  looks, 
And  therein  fading  thou  haft  made  me  gaunt; 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  Grave,  gaunt  as  a  Grave, 
Whofe  hollow  Womb  inherits  nought  but  Bones. 

K.Rich.  Can  fick  Men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  Names? 
Gaunt.  No,  Mifery  makes  fport  to  mock  it  felf : 

Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  Name  in  me, 
   "T  -  I 
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I  mock  my  Name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee^ 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  Men  flatter  thofe  that  live  ? 
Gaunt.  No,  no,  Men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  now  a  dying,  fay'fr.  thou  flatter'ft  me. 
Gaunt.  Oh  no,  thou  dy'ft,  though  I  the  ficker  be. K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill. 
Gaunt.  Now  he  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill: 

111  in  my  felf  to  fee,  and  in  thee  feeing  ill. 
Thy  Death-bed  is  no  leffer  than  the  Land, 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  Reputation  lick; 
And  thou,  too  carelefs  Patient  as  thou  art, 
Committal  thy  anointed  Body  to  the  care 
Of  thofe  Phyficians  that  firft  wounded  thee: 
A  thoufand  Flatterers  fit  within  thy  Crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  Hand, 
And  yet  ingaged  in  fo  fmall  a  Verge, 
The  wade  is  no  whit  leiTer  than  thy  Land. 

Oh  had  thy  Grandfire  with  a  Prophet's  Eye, 
Seen  how  his  Son's  Son  mould  deftroy  his  Sons, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  fhame, 
Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  poiTeft, 
Which  art  poiTeft  now  to  depofe  thy  felf. 
Why,  Coufin,  wert  thou  Regent  of  the  World, 
It  were  a  fhame  to  let  this  Land  by  leafe : 
But  for  thy  World  enjoying  but  this  Land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  fhame,  to  fhame  it  fo? 

Landlord  of  England  art  thou,  and  not  King : 
Thy  ftate  of  Law,  is  bondflave  to  the  Lav/, 
And-   

K.  Rich.  And  thou,  a  lunatick  lean-witted  Fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  Agues  privilege, 

Dir'ft  with  thy  frozen  Admonition 
Make  pale  our  Cheek,  chafing  the  Royal  Blood 
With  fury,  from  his  Native  Refidence; 

Now  by  my  Seat's  right  Royal  Majefty, 
Wert  thou  not  Brother  to  great  Edward's  Son, 
This  Tongue  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  Head, 
Should  run  thy  Head  from  thy  unreverent  Shoulders. 

Gaunt.  Oh  fpare  me  not,  my  Brother  Edward*  $  Son, 
For  that  I  was  his  Father  Edward's  Son : 
That  Blood  already,  like  the  Pelican, 

Thou 
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Thou  baft  tapt  out,  and  drunkenly  carows'd. 
My  Brother  Glo'fter,  plain  well  meaning  Soul, 
Whom  fair  befal  in  Heav'n  'mongft  happy  Souls, 
May  be  a  Prefident  and  Witnefs  good, 

That  thou  refpe&'ft  not  fpilling  Edward's  Blood: 
Join  with  the  prefent  Sicknefs  that  I  have, 
And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  Age, 

To  crop  at  once  a  too  long  wither'd  Flower. 
Live  in  thy  fhame,  but  dye  not  fhamc  with  thee, 
Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  Tormentors  be. 
Convey  me  to  my  Bed,  then  to  my  Grave: 
Love  they  to  live,  that  Love  and  Honour  have.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  Age  and  Sullens  have, 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  Grave. 

Tor\.  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  ficklinefs,  and  age  in  him : 
He  loves  you  on  my  Life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Henry  Duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.Rich.  Right,  you  fay  true;  as  Hereford's  love,  fo  his; 
As  theirs,  fo  mine;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

2Vbrth.My  Liege, old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  vour  Majefty. 

K.Rich.  What  fay's  he? 
North.  Nay  nothing,  all  is  /aid  r 

His  Tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  Inftrument, 

Words,  Life,  and  al1,  old  Lancafler  hath  fpent. 
Torkt  Be  72^  the  next,  that  muft  be  Bankrupt  fo. 

Though  Death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  wo. 
K.  Rich.  The  ripeft  Fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he, 

His  time  is  fpent,  our  Pilgrimage  muft  be: 
So  much  for  that.     Now  for  our  Irijb  Wars, 
We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-headed  Kerns, 
Which  live  like  Venom,  where  no  Venom  elfc 
But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live. 
And  for  thefe  great  Affairs  do  ask  fome  charge, 
Towards  our  Afliftance,  we  do  feize  to  us 
The  Plate,  Coin,  and  Revenues,  and  Moveables, 
Whereof  our  Uncle  Gaunt  did  (land  poffeft. 

Torl>.  How  long  mall  I  be  patient  ?  Oh  how  long 
Shall  tender  Duty  make  me  fufTer  wrong? 

Not  Gtfflers  Death,  not  Hereford's  Banifhment, Nor 
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Nor  Gaunfs  Rebukes,  nor  England's  private  Wrongs  j 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bidlwgbrokey 
About  his  Marriage,  nor  my  own  Difgrace, 
Have  ever  made  me  fower  my  patient  Cheek, 

Or  bend  one  Wrinkle  on  my  Sovereign's  Face, 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edward's  Sons, 
Of  whom  thy  Father,  Prince  of  Wales,  was  firfts 

In  Wars  was  never  Lion  rag'd  more  fierce; 
In  Peace,  was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild, 
Taan  was  that  young  and  princely  Gentleman  j 

His  Face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he, 
Accomplifh'd  with  the  Number  of  thy  Hours: 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French, 
And  not  againft  his  Friends:  His  noble  Hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend;  and  fpent  not  that 

Which  his  triumphant  Father's  Hand  had  won. 
His  Hands  were  guilty  of  no  Kindreds  Blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  Enemies  of  his  Kin: 
Oh  Richard,  Tork^is  too  far  gone  with  Grie£ 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K.  Rich.  Why  Uncle,  what's  the  matter? 
Tork.  Oh,  my  Liege,  pardon  me  if  you  pleafe;  if  not, 

I,  pleas'd  not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  with  all: 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  Hands 

The  Royalties  and  Rights  of  banim'd  Hereford* 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  $ 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft,  and  is  not  Harry  true? 
Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  Heir? 

Is  not  his  Heir  a  well-deferving  Son? 

Take  Hereford's  Rights  away,  and  take  from  Time 
His  Charters,   and  his  cuftomary  Rights. 
Let  not  to  Morrow  then  enfue  to  Day, 
Be  not  thy  (elf.     For  how  art  thou  a  King 
But  by  fair  Sequence  and  Succeflion? 
Now  afore  God,  God  forbid  I  fay  tire* 

If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  Righ^ Call  in  his  Letters  Patents  that  he  hath 

By  his  Attorneys-General,  to  fue 

His  Livery,  and  deny  his  offer'd  Homage, 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  Dangers  on  your  Head, 
You  lofe  a  thoufaid  well  difpofed  Hearts, 

And 
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And  prick  my  tender  Patience  to  thofe  Thoughts 
Which  Honour  and  Allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich,  Think  what  you  will;  wefeizeinto  our  Hands, 
His  Plate,  his  Goods,  his  Mony,  and  his  Lands. 

Tork.  I'll  not  be  by  the  while;  My  Leige,  farewel: 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
But  by  bad  Courfts  may  be  underftood, 
That  their  Events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  Go  Bnjhie  to  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhirc  ftreight, 

Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houfe% 
To  fee  this  Bufinefs  done  :  To  morrow  next 

We  will  for  Ireland,  and  'tis  time  I  trow  > 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  our  felf, 

Our  Uncle  Tork  Lord  Governor  of  England  i 

For  he  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 
Come  on  our  Queen,  to  Morrow  mud  we  part; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  flay  is  fhort.  [Tlonrifo. 

[Exeunt  King>   Oneeny  &c. 
Manet  Northumberland,  Willoughby,\  and  Rofs. 

North.  Well,  Lords,  rhe  Duke  of  Lancaster  is  dead. 
Rofs.  And  living  too,  for  now  his  Son  is  Duke. 
Wdlo*  Barely  in  Title,  not  in  Revenue. 
North.  Richly  in  both,  if  Juftice  had  her  Righr. 
Rofs.  My  Heart  is  great;  but  itmufl  break  with  filence, 

EYt  be  disburthen'd  with  a  liberal  Tongue. 
North.  Nay>  fpeak  thy  Mind;  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeakmore 

That  fpeaks  thy  Words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

iVillo.  Tends  that  thou'dft  fpeak  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford* 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  Man : 
Quick  is  mine  Ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rofs.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him, 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  Patrimony. 

North.  Now  afore  Heav'n,  it's  Shame  fuch  Wrongs  arc  born , In  him  a  Royal  Prince,  and  many  more, 
Of  noble  Blood  in  this  declining  Land; 
The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  Flatterers;  and  what  they  will  inform 

Meerly  in  Hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 

'©ainft  us,  our  Lives,  our  Children,  and  our  Heirs* you  in  h  r0/% 
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Rofs.  The  Commons  hath  he  pili'd  with  grievous  Taxes, 
And  quite  loft  their  Hearrs;  the  Nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  ancient  Quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  Hearts. 

Wdlo.  And  daily  new  Exactions  are  devis'd; 
As  Blinks,  Benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what: 

But  what  o  God's  Name  do  h  become  of  this? 
North.   Wars  have  not  waited  it,  for  war'd  he  hath  not, 

But  bafely  yielded  upon  Compromife, 
That  which  his  Anceftors  atchiev'd  with  B^ows : 
More  hath  he  fp:nt  in  Peace,  than  they  in  Wars. 

Rofs.  The  Ealof  TVUtflrire  hath  the  Realm  in  Farm. 

Wdio.  The  King's  grown  Bankrupt,  like  a  broken  Man. 
North.  Reproach  and  Diflolution  har.geth  over  him. 
Rofs.  He  hath  not  Mony  for  thtfe  Irijh  Wars* 

His  Burthenous  Taxations  notwithftanding, 

But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banifli'd  Duke. 
North.  His  noble  Kinfman   ^moft  degenerate  King! 

But  Lordf,  we  hear  this  fearful  Tempeft  ling. 
Yet  feek  no  Shelter  to  avoid  the  Storm  : 

We  fee  the  Wind  fit  fore  upon  our  Sails, 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurely  perifh. 

Rofs.  We  fee  the  very  Wreck  that  we  muft  fuffer, 
And  unavoided  is  the  Danger  now, 
For  furTering  fo  the  Caufes  of  our  Wreck. 

North.  Not  fo:  Even  through  the  hollow  Eyes  of  Death, 
I  fpie  Life  peering;  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  the  Tidings  of  our  Comfort  if. 

XVillo.  Nay,  let  us  fhare  thy  Thoughts,  as  thoudoft  ours 
Rofs.   Be  confident  to  fpeak,  Northumberland, 

We  phree  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpeaking  fo, 
Thy  Words  are  but  as  Thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North*  The  i  thus :  I  have  from  Port  U  Bian, 

A  Bay  in  Britain,  receiv'd  Intelligence, 
That  Harry  Duke  of  Hertford,  Ruinald  Lord  Cobham, 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 

His  Brother  Archbimop,  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham^  Sir  John  Rainfion, 
Sir  John  Norberie,  Sir  Robert  Wkterton,  and  Francis  Ouoint, 

All  thefe  well  furnifh'd  by  the  Duke  of  Britain, 
With  eight  tail  Ships,  three  thoufand  Men  of  War> 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  Expedience, 

And 
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And  fhortly  mean  to  touch  our  Northern  Shore; 

Perhaps  they  had  e'er  this,  but  that  they  fhy 
The  iirft  departing  of  the  King  for  Ireland. 
If  then  we  (hall  (hake  off  our  flavifh  Yoke, 

Imp  out  our  drooping  Country's  broken  Wing, Redeem  from  broken  Pawn  the  blemiftVd  Crown, 

Wipe  off  the  Duft  that  hides  our  Scepter's  Gilt, 
And  make  high  Majefty  look  like  it  fdf9 
Away  with  me  in  haftc  to  Ravenffnrg\ 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo9 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  my  felf  will  go. 

Rofs.  ToHorfe,  to  Horfe;  urge  Doubts  to  them  that  fear. 
Willo.  Hold  cut  my  Horfe,  and  I  will  fir  ft  be  there .  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Queen,  Buftiy,  and  Bagot. 

Bujhj.  Madam,  your  Majefty  is  too  much  fad: 

You  promis'd,when  you  parted  with  the  King, 
To  lay  aflde  felf-harming  Heavinefs, 
And  entertain  a  chearful  Difpofition. 

Queen.  To  pleafe  the  King,  I  did;  to  pleafe  my  fclf 
I  cannot  do  it  5  yet  I  know  no  Caufe 
Why  I  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  Gueft  as  Grief, 
Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  Gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard;  yet  again  methinks 

Some  unborn  Sorrow,  ripe  in  Fortune's  Womb, 
Is  coming  towards  me,  and  my  inward  Seul 
Which  nothing  trembles  at,  fomething  it  grieves, 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  Lord  the  King. 

Btijhj.  Each  Subftance  of  a  Grief  hath  twenty  Shadows, 
Which  ihews  like  Grief  it  felf,  but  is  not  fo: 

For  Sorrow's  Eye,  glazed  with  blinding  Tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire,  to  many  Obje&s, 

Like  Perfpedives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  upon 
Shew  nothing  but  Confufion  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguifh  Form:  So  your  fweet  Majefty, 

Looking  awry  upon  your  Lord's  Departure, 
Find  Shapes  of  Grief*  more  than  himfelf  to  wall, 

H  2,  Which 
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Which  look'don  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  Shadows 
Of  what  it  is  not;  then  thrice  gracious  Queen, 

More  than  your  Lord's  Departure  weep  not,  more's  not  feen ; 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  Sorrow's  Eye, 
Which  for  things  true,  weep  things  imaginary. 

Queen.  It  may  be  fo;  but  yet  my  inward  Soul 

Periuadcs  me  it  is  otherwife:  How-e'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad:  fo  heavy  fad, 
As  though  on  chinking  on  no  Thought  I  think, 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  fhrink. 

Bap j*  ?Tis  nothing  but  Conceit,  my  gracious  Lady, 
Queen.  'Tis  nothing  lefs;  Conceit  is  ftill  deriv'd 

From  fome  fore-father  Grief,  mine  is  not  fo, 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  Grief; 
Or  fomething,  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve, 
'Tis  in  Reverfion  that  I  do  polTefs; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known,  what 

I  cannot  Name,  'tis  namelefs  Wo  I  wot. Enter  Green. 

Green*  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty,  and  well  met  Gentlemen 
I  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  ihipt  for  Ireland. 

Queen.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo?  'Tis  better  hope  he  is: 
For  his  Defigns  crave  hafte,  good  Hope, 
Th?n  wherefore  doll:  thou  hope  he  is  not  rhipt? 

Green.  That  he,  our  Hope,  might  have  retir'd  his  Pow 
And  driven  into  defpair  an  Enemies  Hope, 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  Land. 

The  banifh'd  Bullingbroke  repeals  himfelf; 
And  with  up-lified  Arms  is  fafearriv'd 
At  Razenfpurg. 

Queen.   Now  God  in  Heav'n  forbid. 
Green.  O,  Madam,  'tis  too  true;  and  what  is  worfe,, 

The  Lord  Northumberland,  his  young  Son  Henry  Percy, 
The  Lords  of  Rofs,  Beaumond,  indWilUughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  Friends  are  fled  to  him. 

Bnpy.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northumberland, 
And  the  reft  of  that  revolted  Fadion,  Traitors? 

Green.  We  have:  Whereupon  the  Ear!  of  Worcefter 

Hath  broke  his  Staff,  refign'd  his  Ste  wardihip, 
And  all  1  he  Houfliold  Servants  fled  with  him  to  Bullingbroh^. 

Queen.  So  Green,  thou  art  the  Midwife  of  my  Woe, 

An 
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And  Bullinghrokc  aay  Sorrows  difmal  Heir: 
Now  hath  my  Soul  brought  forth  her  Prodigy, 
And  I  a  gafping  new  delivered  Mother, 

Have  Wo  to  Wo,  Sorrow  to  Sorrow  join'd, 
Bftjbj.  Defpair  not,  Madam. 
Queen.  Who  Hi  all  hinder  me? 

I  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  Hope;  he  is  a  Flatterer, 
A  Parafite,  a  keeper  back  of  Death, 
Who  gently  would  diiTulvc  the  Bands  of  Life, 
Which  falfe  Hopes  linger  in  Extremity. 

Enter  York. 

Green,  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  Tork* 

Queen.  With  Signs  of  Wa<  about  his  aged  Neck, 
Oh  full  of  careful  Bufinefs  are  his  Looks : 

Uncle,  for  Hcav'n  fake  fpeak  comfortable  Words. 
Tork*  Comfort's  in  Heav'n,  and  we  are  on  the  Earth, 

Where  nothing  lives  but  CroiTes,  Care  and  Grief; 
Your  Husband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home. 

Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  Land  ; 
Who,  weak  with  Age,  cannot  fupport  my  (t\fi 
Now  comes  his  fiik  Hour  that  his  Surfeit  made, 
Now  (hall  he  try  his  Friends  that  flattered  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  your  Son  was  gone  before  I  came. 
Tork*  He  was;  why  fo,  go  all  which  way  it  will: 

The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  they  arc  cold, 

And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide. 
Sirrah,  get  thee  to  Plajbie,  to  my  Sifter  Glo'fter; 
Bid  her  fend  me  prefently  a  thoufand  Pound: 
Hold,  take  my  Ring.     * 

Ser,  My  Lord,  I  had  forgot 

To  tell  your  Lordfhip,  to  Day  I  came  by,  and  cali'd  there, 
But  I  (hall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

Tork.  What  is't,  Knave? 
Serv.  An  Hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefs  dy'd. 
Ttrk*  Heav'n  for  his  Mercy,  what  a  Tide  of  Woes 

Come  ruftiing  on  this  woful  Land  at  once? 
I  know  not  what  to  do :  I  would  to  Heav'n, 

§o  ray  Untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it, 
H  j  The 
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The  King  had  cut  off  my  Head  with  my  Brother's. 
What,  are  there  Potts  difpatch'd  for  Ireland* 
How  fli all  we  do  for  Many  for  thefe  Wars? 
Come  Sifter,  f  Coufin,  I  would  fay,,)  pray  pardon  me. 
Go  Fellow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fomt  Carts,  [To  the  Servant, 
And  oring  away  the  Armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  raufter  Men? 
If  I  know  how,  or  which  way  to  order  thefe  Affairs 
Thus  diforderly  thruft  into  my  Hands, 
Never  believe  me.     Both  are  my  Kinfmen; 

Th'  one  is  my  Soveraign,  whom  both  my  Oath 
And  Duty  bids  defend;  th'  other  again 

Is  my  Kinfmar,  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd, 
Whom  Confeierxe,  and  my  Kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  do :  Come,  Coufin, 

I'll  difpofe  of  you.     Gentlemen,  go  mutter  up  your  Men, 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Berkley  Cattle  : 
I  fhould  to  FUjbie  too,  but  time  will  not  permit; 

All  is  uneven,  and  every  thing  isleft  at  fix  and  feven. 
[Exeunt  York  and  Queen, 

Bufiy*  The  Wind  fits  fair  for  News  to  go  to  Ireland^ 
But  none  returns;  for  us  to  levy  Power 

Proportionable  to  th*  Enemy,  is  all  impoffible. 
Green.  Befides,  our  nearnefs  to  the  King  in  love* 

Is  near  the  Hite  of  thofe  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot.  And  that's  the  wavering  Commons, for  their  Love 
Lies  in  their  Purfes,  and  whofo  empties  them, 
By  fo  much  fills  their  Hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bujhy.  Wherein  the  King  ftands  generally  condemn'd. 
Bagot.  If  Judgment  Ive  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 

B^caufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 
Green.  Well;  I  will  for  Refuge  ftreight  to  Br  ifiol  C  a  file, 

The  Earl  of  Wtltjbire  is  already  there. 
Bufiy.  Thither  v/ill  I  with  you;  for  little  Office 

Will  the  hateful  Commons  perform  for  us, 
Except  like  Curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  Pieces: 
Will  you  go  along  with  us? 

Bagot.  No,  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty. 
Farewel:  If  Heart  Prefages  be  not  vain, 

Wt  three  hec  part,  that  ne'er  (hall  meet  again. 
Bufloy.  That's  as  TorJ^  thrives  to  beat  back  Bullinghroke* 
Green.  Alas  poor  Duke,  tije  Task  he  undertakes  \% 
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Is  numbring  Sands,  and  drirking  Oceans  dry, 
W  ere  one  on  his  Side  fights,  thoufands  will  Bye. 

Bu/hy.   Farewel  at  once,  for  once,  for  ail,  and  ever. 
Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me  never.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Bullingbroke,  and.  Northumberland. 

Balling.  How  far  is  ir,  my  Lord,  to  Barkley  now? 
Noth.   Relieve  me,  noble  Lord, 

I  am  a  Stranger  here  in  Glo'fterflxre. 
Thefe  high  wild  Hills,  and  .ou^h  uneven  Ways, 
Draw  OJt  our  Miles,  and  make  th  m  wcanfome  : 

And  yet  our  fair  Difcourfe  hath  been  as  Sugar, 
Making  the  hard  Way  fwect  and  delectable. 
But  I  bethi:  k  me  what  a  weary  Way 
From  Ravenfpnrg  to  Cottffjold  will  be  found, 
In  Rofs  and  Willonghby>  wanting  your  Company* 

Which  I  prottft  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  Tedioufnefs  and  Procefs  of  my  Travel: 
But  theirs  is  fwcetned  with  the  Hope  to  have 
The  prefent  Benefit  that  I  pofTcfs: 

And  hope  toj'  y,  is  little  lefs  in  Joy, 

Than  Hope  enjoy 'd:  By  this,  the  weary  Lords 
Shall  make  their  Way  (eem  ihorr,  as  mine  hath  done, 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  Company. 

Balling.  Of  much  lefs  Value  is  my  Company, 
Than  your  good  Words:  But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Percy. 

North.  It  is  my  Son,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  Brother  Worcefier:  Whenceioevei- 
H*rry>  how  fares  your  Uncle  f 

Percy.  I  had  thought,  my  Lord,  to  have  learn'd  &i 
Health  of  you. 

N$rth.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  Queen? 
Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  hath  forfook  the  Court, 

Broken  his  Staff  of  Office,  and  difperft 
The  Houlhold  of  the  Kin?. 

North.  What  was  his  Reafon? 

H  4  H« 
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He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  we  laft  fpake  together^ 
Percy.  Becaufe  your  Lordfhip  was  proclaimed  Traitor; 

But  he,  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfpurg, 
To  offer  Service  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford, 
And  Tent  me  over  by  Barney,  to  d  if  cover 

What  Power  the  Duke  of  Tan^had  ievy'd  there, 
Then  with  Direction  to  repar  to  Raverifpurg. 

North,  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  Boy  ? 
Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord ;  for  that  is  not  forgot 

Which  ne'er  I  did  remember;  to  my  Knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  Life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now;  this  is  the  Duke. 

Percy.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  tender  you  my  Service, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  Days  fhall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  Service  and  Dcfert. 

Bulling.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  and  be  fure 
I  count  my  feif  in  nothing  d(c  io  happy, 
As  in  a  Soul  remembring  my  good  Friends: 
And  as  my  Fortune  ripens  with  thy  Love, 

Jt  (hall  be  fHU  thy  true  Love's  Recompence, 
My  Heart  this  Covenant  makes,  my  Hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Barkley*.  and  what  ftir 
Keeps  good  old  Tork^  there  with  his  Men  of  War? 

Percy.  There  ftands  the  Caftle  by  yond  Tuft  of  Trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  Men,  as  I  have  heard. 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords  of  Tork>  Berkley  y  and  Seymour ; 
None  elfe  of  Name,  and  noble  Eftimate. 

Enter  Rofs  and  Willoughby. 
North.  Here  comes  the  Lords  of  Rofs  and  Willoughby. 

Bloody  wirh  fpurring,  fiery  red  with  hade. 

Bulling,  We'come,  my  Lords;  I  wot  your  Love  purfues 
A  banifht  Traitor;  all  my  Treafury 

Is  yet  but  unfelt  Thanks,  which  more  enrich'd, 
Shall  be  your  Love  and  Labours  Recompence. 

Rofs.  Your  Preferce  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  Lord, 
With.  And  far  furmounts  our  Labour  to  attain  it. 

Bulling.  Evermore  Thanks,  th'  Exchequer  of  the  poor, 
Which  'till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  Years, 
Stand  for  my  Bounty,  But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Barkley. 

North.  It  is  my  Lord  of  Barklej,  as  I  guefs. 
Bark^  My  Lord  of  Hereford,  my  Mvflage  is  to  you. 
Bulling.  My  Lord,  rry  Anfwer  is  to  Lancafier^ 

And  I  am  come  to  fetk  that  Name  in  England^ 
And  I  muft  find  that  Title  in  your  Town, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  ought  you  fay. 

Bark^  Miftake  me  not,  my  Lord,  'tis  net  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  Title  of  your  Honour  out. 
To  you,  my  Lord,  I  come,  what  Lord  yon  will> 
From  the  moft  glorious  of  this  Land, 
The  Duke  of  Tork^  to  know  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  Advantage  of  the  abfent  time, 

And  fright  our  native  Peace,  with  felf-born  Arms. 
Enter  York. 

Bulling.  I  (hall  not  need  tra.fport  my  Words  by  you, 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  Perfon.     My  noble  Uncle. [Kneels* 

Tork.  Shew  me  thy  humble  Heart,  and  not  thy  Knee, 
Whofe  Duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe. 

Bulling.  My  gracious  Uncle. 
Tork.  Tut,  tut,  Grace  me  no  Grace,  nor  Uncle  me, 

I  am  no  Traitor's  Uncle;  and  that  Word  Grace, 
In  an  ungracious  Mouth,  is  but  prophane. 
Why  have  thefe  baniuVd,  and  forbidden  Legs, 

Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  Duft  of  England^  Ground? 
But  more  then,  why,  why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  Miles  upon  her  peaceful  Bofom, 

Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  Villages  with  War, 
And  Oftentation  of  defpifed  Arms? 

Com'ft  thou  becaufc  th'  anointed  King  is  hence? 
Why,  foolifh  Boy,  the  King  is  left  behind, 
And  in  my  loyal  Bofom  lyes  his  Power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  Lord  of  fuch  hot  Youth, 

As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  Father,  and  my  felf 
Refcued  the  Black^Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  Men, 

From  forth  the  Ranks  of  many  thoufand  French', 
Oh  then,  how  quickly  iliould  this  Arm  of  mine, 
Now  Prifoner  to  the  Palfie,  chaftife  thee, 
And  minifter  Correction  to  thy  Fault. 

Bulling.  My  gracious  Uncle,  let  me  know  my  Fault," On  what  Condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein! 

Tork^ 
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York*  Even  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree, 
In  grofs  Rebellion,  and  detefted  Treafcn: 
Thou  art  a  baniuVd  Man,  and  here  art  come 

Before  th'  Expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  Arms  againfl  thy  Soveraign. 

Bulling.   As  I  was  banifh'd,  I  was  baniuVd  Hereford; But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lar.cafter. 
And,  noble  Uncle,  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
Look  on  my  Wiongs  with  an  indifferent  Eye: 
You  are  my  Father,  for  methinks  in  ycu 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive.     On  then,  my  Father, 

Wil  you  permit  that  I  mall  ftand  condemn'd 
A  wandrirg  Vagabond;  my  Rights  and  Royalties 
pluckt  from  my  Arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upftart  Uflthrifts?  Wherefore  was  I  born  f 
If  that  my  Coufin  King,  be  King  of  England* 
ft  muft  be  granted  I  am  Duke  of  Lanca/hr. 
You  have  a  Son,  Aumerle,  my  noble  Kinlman, 

Had  you  firff.  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  fhould  have  found  his  Uncle  Gaunt  a  Faher, 

To  rowze  his  Wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  Bay. 

I  am  deny'd  to  fue  my  Livery  here, 
And  yet  my  Letters  Parents  give  me  leave: 

My  Father's  Goods  are  all  diftrain'd  and  fold, 
And  thefe  and  all,  are  all  ,?mifs  imploy'd. 
Wh.it  would  you  have  me  do?  I  am  a  Subject, 

And  challenge  Law:  Attorneys  are  deny'd  me, 
And  therefore  perfonaily  I  lay  my  Claim 
To  mire  Inheritance  of  free  Defcent. 

North.  T^e  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus'd* 
Rofs.  U  (lands  your  Grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 
Wdlo.  Bife  Men  by  hrs  Endowments  are  made  great. 
York;  My  Lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this, 

Ihae  had  feeling  of  my  Coffin's  Wrongs, 
And  laboui'd  all  I  could  to  do  him  right: 
But  in  this  kind,  ro  come  in  braving  Arms, 
Be  his  own  Carver,  and  cut  out  his  Way, 

To  find  out  Right  with  Wrongs,    it  may  not  be;   ' 
And  you  that  cto  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Chenfti  Rebellion,  and  are  Rebels  all. 

North,  The  coble  Duke  hath  fworn  his  coming  is 
But 

/ 
/ 
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But  for  his  own;  and  for  the  right  of  that, 

We  alHave  ftrongly  fworn  to  give  him  Aid, 

And  let  him  ne'er  fee  Joy  that  breaks  that  Oath. 
Tork*  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  ilTue  of  thefe  Arms; 

I  cannot  ikicnd  it,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 

Becaufe  ̂ ny  Power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left: 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  Life, 

I  would  attach  you  al),  and  make  you  floop 
Unto  the  Soveraign  Mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  Neuter.     So  fare  you  well, 

Unlcfs  you  p'eafe  to  enter  in  the  Caftle, 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  Night. 

Billing.  An  Offer,  Uncle,  that  we  will,  accept: 
But  we  muft  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 

To  Briftow-Caftle,  which  they  fay  is  held 

By  Bu/by,  Bagot,  and  their  Complices, 
The  Caterpillars  of  the  Common-wealth, 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

York.  It  may  be  I  will  go  with  you,  but  yet  I'll  paufe, 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  Country's  Laws: 
Nor  Friends,  nor  Foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are, 
Things  paft  rcdrefs,  are  now  with  me  pad  Care.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Salisbury,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  Lord  of  Salisbury,  we  have  ftaid  ten  Days, 
And  hardly  kept  your  Countrymen  together, 
And  yet  we  hear  no  Tidings  from  the  King; 
Therefore  we  all  difperfe  our  felves :  Farewe). 

Satis.  Stay  yet  another  Day,  thou  trufty  Welchmax, 
The  King  rcpofeth  all  his  Confidence  in  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead,  we  will  not  ftiy> 
The  Bay -Trees  in  our  Country  are  all  wither  'd, 
And  Meteors  fright  the  fixed  Stars  of  Heav'n? 
The  pale-fac'd  Moon  looks  bloody  on  the  Earth, 
And  lean-look'd  Prophets  whifper  fearful  Change; 
Rich  Men  look  fad,  and  Ruffians  dance  and  leaps 
The  one  in  Fear  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy, 

The 
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The  other  to  enjoy  by  Rage  and  War : 
Thefe  Signs  forerun  the  Death  of  Kings. 
Farewel;  our  Countrymen  are  gone  and  fled, 

As  well  affur'd,  Richard  their  King  is  dead.  [Exiu 
Sails.  Ah  Richard,  with  Eyes  of  heavy  Mind, 

I  fee  thy  Glory  like  a  (hooting  Star, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  Earth  from  the  Firmament: 
Thy  Sun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  Weft, 
Witneffing  Storms  to  come,  Wo,  and  Unreft: 
Thy  Friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  Foes, 
And  crofly  to  thy  good,  all  Fortune  goes.  [Exitl 

ACT   III.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Bullingbroke,  York,   Northumberland,  Rofs,  Percy, 
Willoughby,  with  Bufliy  and  Green  Prifoners.  \ 

Bnlling.'Ty  Ring  forth  thcfe  Men : 
J3  Btip j  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  Souls, 

Since  prefently  your  Souls  muft  part  your  Bodies, 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  Lives, 

For  'twere  no  Charity ;  yet  to  wafh  your  Blood 
From  off  my  Hands,  here  in  the  View  of  Men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  Caufes  of  your  Deaths. 
You  have  mifs-led  a  Prince,  a  royal  King, 
A  happy  Gentleman  in  Blood  and  Lineaments, 

By  you  unhappy'd,  and  disfigur'd  clean : 
You  have  in  manner  with  your  finfal  Hours 
Made  a  Divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  hira, 
Broke  the  Poffeffion  of  a  royal  Bed, 

And  ftain'd  the  Beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  Cheeks 
With  Tears  drawn  from  her  Eyes,  with  your  foul  Wrongs, 
My  feif  a  Prince,  by  Fortune  of  my  Birth, 
Near  to  the  King  in  Blood,  and  near  in  Love, 

'Till  you  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me, 
Have  ftoopt  my  Neck  under  your  Injuries, 

And  figh'd  my  Englifo  Breath  in  foreign  Clouds,' Eating  the  bitter  Bread  of  Banifhment; 
While  you  have  fed  upon  my  Seignories, 

Dif-park'd  my  Parks,  and  fell'd  my  Foreft  Woods; From 
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From  mine  own  Windows  torn  my  Houfhold  Coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  Imprefs,  leaving  me  no  Sign, 
Save  Mens  Opinions,  and  my  living  Bioud, 
To  (hew  the  World  I  am  a  Gentleman. 
This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this, 

Condemns  you  to  the  Death :  See  them  deliver'd  over 
To  Execution,  and  the  Hand  of  Death. 

Bujhy.  More  welcome  is  the  Stroak  of  Death  to  me^  • 
Than  Bullingbroke  to  England. 

Green.  My  Comfort  is,  that  Heav'n  will  take  our  Souls, 
And  plague  Injuftice  with  the  Pains  of  Hell. 

Bulling.  My  Lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  difpatch'd. 
Uncle,  you  iay  the  Queen  is  at  your  Houfe; 

For  Heav'ns  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  intreared ; 
Tell  her  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  Commends; 

Take  fpecial  care  my  Greetings  be  deliver 'd. 
York.  A  Gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 

With  Letters  of  your  Love  to  her  at  large. 
Bulling.  Thanks,  gentle  Uncle:  Come  Lords  awayi 

To  fight  with  Glendoure,  and  his  Complices; 
A  while  to  work,  and  after  Holiday  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Flourifi :  Drums,  and  Colours. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle,  Bifiopof  Carlifle,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly-Caftlc  call  you  this  at  hand? 
Aum.  Yea,  my  Lord ;   how  brooks  your  Grace  the  Air, 

After  your  late  toffing  on  the  breaking  Seas  ? 
K.  Rich.  Needs  muft  I  like  it  well;  I  weep  for  Joy 

To  (land  upon  my  Kingdom  once  again. 
Dear  Earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  Hand, 
Though  Rebels  wound  thee  with  their  Horfes  Hoofs: 
As  a  long  parted  Mother  with  her  Child, 
Plays  fondly  with  her  Tears,  andjfmiles  in  meeting; 
So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee  my  Earth,  j 
And  do  thee  Favour  with  my  Royal  Hands. 

Feed  not  thy  Soveraign's  Foe,  my  gentle  Earthy 
Nor  with  thy  Sweets  comfort  his  ravenous  S*nfe : ...  B^ 
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But  let  thy  Spiders  that  fuck  up  thy  Venom, 
And  heavy-gated  Toads  ]y^  in  their  way, 
Doing  Annoyance  to  the  treacherous  Feet, 
Wnich  with  ufurping  Seeps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  flinging  Nettles  to  mine  Enemies; 
And  when  they  from  thy  Bofom  pluck  a  Flower* 
Guard  it  I  prithee  with  a  lurking  Adder, 
Whofe  double  Tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 

Throw  Death  upon  thy  Soveraign's  Enemies. 
Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  Conjuration,   Lords; 
This  Earth  mail  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  Stones 

Prove  armed  Soldiers,  e'er  her  native  King Shall  falter  under  foul  rebellious  Arms. 

Bifhtp.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  that  Power  that  made  you  King 
Hath  Power  to  keep  you  King,  in  fpight  of  all. 

Anm.  He  means,  my  Lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs 

Whilft  'Bullingbrokty  through  their  Security, Grows  ftrong  and  great,  in  Subftance  and  in  Friends, 

K.  Rich.  Difcomfortable  Coufin,  know'fl  thou  nor, 
That  when  the  fearching  Eye  of  Heav*n  is  hid, 
Behind  the  Globe,  that  lights  the  lower  World, 
Then  Thieves  and  Robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
In  Murders,  and  in  Out-rage  bloody  here. 
But  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  Ball 

He  fires  the  proud  Tops  of  the  Eaftern  Pines, 

And  darts  his  Lightning  through  ev'ry  guilty  Hole; 
Then  Murders,  Treafons,  and  detefted  Sins, 

The  Cloak  of  Night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  Backs, 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves. 
So  when  this  Thief,  this  Traitor  Bullingbrokey 

Who  all  this  while  hath  reveli'd  in  the  Night, 
Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  Throne,  the  Eaft, 
His  Treafons  will  fet  blufhing  in  his  Face, 
Not  able  to  endure  the  Sight  of  Day; 
But  felf-afFri>hted,  tremble  at  his  Sin. 

Not  a]l  the  Water  in  the  rough  rude  Sea 
Can  warn,  the  Balm  from  an  anointed  King; 
The  Breath  of  worldly  Men  cannot  depofc 
The  Deputy  elected  by  the  Lord : 
For  every  Man  that  Bullinghrokf  hath  prcft, 
To  lift  (h re wd  Steel  agatnft  our  Golden  Crown* 

HeaVi| 
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Heav'n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'nly  Pay 
A  glorious  Angel;  then  if  Angels  fight, 

Weak  Men  mult  fail,  for  Hca  'n  frill  guards  the  Right. Enter  Salisbury. 

Welcome,  my  Lord,  how  far  off  lyes  your  Power  ? 
Salts.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  Lord, 

Than  this  weak  Arm;  Difcomfort  guides  my  Tongue, 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  Defpair: 
One  Day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  Lord, 
Ji<»th  clouded  all  my  happy  Days  on  Earth. 
Oh  call  back  Yefterday,  bid  Time  return. 
And  thou  fhalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  Men: 
To  Day,  to  Day,  unhappy  Day  too  late 

O'erthrows  thy  Joys,  Friends,  Fortune,  and  thy  State. 
For  all  the  Weljbmen  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 
Are  gone  to  Btillingbroke^  difperft  and  fled* 

Anm.  Comfort,  my  Liege;  why  looks  your  Grace  fo  pale? 
K.  Rich.  But  now  the  Blood  of  twenty  thoufand  Men 

Did  triumph  in  my  Face,  and  they  are  fled; 

And  'till  fo  much  Blood  thither  come  again, 
Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pa!e,  and  dead  ? 
All  Souls  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  Side, 
For  Time  hath  fet  a  Blot  upon  my  Pride. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  are. 
K.  Rich.  I  had  forgot  my  felf :  Am  I  not  King  ? 

Awake  thou  flug^ard  Majefty,   thou  fleepeft: 

Is  not  the  King's  Name,  forty  thoufand  Names? 
Arm,  arm  my  Name;  a  puny  Subject  ftrikes 

At  thy  great  G'ory.     Look  not  to  the  Ground, 
Ye  Favourites  of  a  King;  are  we  not  high? 
High  be  our  Thoughts:  I  know  my  Uncle  Torl^ 
Hath  Power  enough  to  ferve  our  Turn. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  M">re  Health  and  Happinefs  betide  my  Liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  Tongue  deliver  him. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  Ear  is  open,  and  my  Heart  prepared  i 
The  worft  is  worldly  Lofs,  rhou  canft  unfold: 

Say,  is  my  Kingdom  loft?  Why  'twas  my  Care: 
And  what  Loft  is  it  to  be  rid'  of  Care  ? 
Strives  BHllwgbroh  to  be  as  great  as  we? Greater 
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Greater  he  fhall  not  be ;  if  he  ferve  God, 

We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  Fellow  fo. 
Revolt  our  Subjects?  That  we  cannot  mend; 
They  break  their  Faith  to  God  as  well  as  us : 
Cry  Wo,  Deftrudion,  Ruin,  Lofs,  Decay; 
The  worft  is  Death,  and  Death  will  have  his  Day! 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  Tidings  of  Calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  flormy  Day, 
Which  makes  the  filver  Rivers  drown  their  Shores^ 

As  if  the  World  were  all  diffolv'd  to  Tears : 
So  high  above  his  Limits,  fwells  the  Rage 
Of  Bullingbrokc,  covering  your  fearful  Land 
With  hard  bright  Steel,  and  Hearts  harder  than  Steel. 

White  Beans  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  Scalps 
Againft  thy  Majefty,  and  Boys  with  Womens  Voices, 
Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  clap  their  femalt  Joints 
In  ftifF  unwieldy  Arms,   againft  thy  Crown; 
The  very  Beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  Bows 
Of  double  fatal  Ewe,  againft  thy  State ; 
Yea  diftaff- Women  manage  rufty  Bills; 
Againft  thy  Seat  both  young  and  old  rebel, 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  Power  to  tell. 

K.  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well  thou  tell'ft  a  Tale  fo  ill. 
Where  is  the  Earl  oiWiltjhire\  Where  is  Bigot? 
What  is  become  of  Btifiy?  Where  is  Green  f 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  Enemy 
Meafare  our  Confines  with  fuch  peaceful  Steps? 
If  we  prevail,  their  Hands  fhall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they  have  made  Peace  with  Bullingbroke. 

Scroop.  Peace  they  have  made  with  him,  indeed, my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  Villains,  Vipers,  damn'd  without  Redemption, 
Dog?,  caflly  won  to  fawn  on  any  Man, 
Snakes  in  my  Heart-blood  warm  d,  that  fling  my  Hearty 
Three  Judajfesy  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Jh<Ias%  , 
Would  they  make  Peace  I  Terrible  HJell  make  War 
Upon  their  fpotted  Souls  for  this  Offence. 

Scroop.  Sweet  Love,  I  fee,  changing  his  Property^ 
Turns  to  the  fowreft,  and  moft  deadly  Hate: 
Again  uncurfe  their  Souls;  their  Peace  is  made 
With  Heads,  and  not  with  Hands:  Thofe  whom  you  curfe 

Have 
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Hive  felt  the  worft  of  Death's  deftroyine  Hand, 

And  lye  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollo  »  Ground. 
Aum.  Is  Bttjhyi  Green,  and  the  Earl  of  Wtitflnre  dead? 

Scroop.  Ye?,  all  of  th  m  at  Brifloiv  loft  their  Head?. 
Aum.  Where  is  the  Duke,  my  Father,  with  his  Power? 
K,  Rich,  No  matter  where,  of  Comfort  ro  Man  fpeak: 

Let's  talk  of  Graves,  of  Worms,  and  Epitaphs. 
Make  Dud  our  Pap:r,  and  with  rainy  Eyes 
Write  Sorrow  m  the  Bofom  of  the  Earth. 

Let's  chufe  Executors,  and  talk  of  Wills; 
And  yet  not  lo,  for  whit  cm  we  bequeath 
Save  our  depofed  BodLs  to  the  Groundj 
Our  Land<,  our  Lives,  and  all  are  Bnllingb 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own  ;  but  Dc 
And  that  fmall  Model  of  the  barren  Earth, 
Which  ferves  as  Parte,  and  cover  to  cur  B 

For  Heiv'ns  fike  let  us  fit  upon  the  Grounc 
And  tell  fad  Stories  of  the  Death  of  Kings: 

How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  feme  (lain  i 
Some  haunted  by  the  Goofts  they  have  dip 

.Some  poifon'd  by  their  Wives,  fome  (leepinj 
All  murthcr'd.     For  within  the  hollow  Cro\ 
That  rounds  the  mortal  Temples  of  a  King, 
Keeps  Death  his  Courr,  and  there  the  Antiq 

Scoffing  his  Sta'e,  and  g:  inning  at  his  Pomp, 
Allowing  him  a  Breath,  a  little  Scene, 

To  Monarch  ::ze,  be  feai'd,  and  kill  with  Loci 
Infufing  hm  with  felf  and  vain  Conceit, 
As  if  this  Fie  ill,  which  walls  about  our  Life, 

Were  Brafs  impregnable:   And  humour'd  thus, 
Comes  at  the  lafr,  and  with  a  tittle  Pin 
Boars  through  his  Caftle  Walls,  and  far.ew.el  K 
Cover  your  Heads,  and  mock  not  Flefh  and  E 
Withvfolemn  Reverence :  Throw  away  Refpe 
Tradition,  Form,  and  ceremonious  Duty, 
For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while: 
I  live  with  Bread  hke  you,  feel  Want, 
Tafte  Grief,  need  Friends;  fubjefted  thus, 
How  can  you  fay  to  me,  I  am  a  King  ? 

Carl.  My  Lord,  wife  Men  ne'er  wail  their  prtfent  Woes, 
But  prefenrly  prevent  the  Ways  to  wail: 

Vot.  III.  T  To 
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To  fear  the  Foe,  fince  Fear  opprefTeth  Strength, 
G^ves  in  your  Weaknefs,  Strength  unto  your  Foe; 
Fear,  and  be  {lain,  no  woife  can  come  to  fight, 
And  fight  and  die,  is  Death  deftroying  Death. 
Where  fearing,  dying,  pays  Death  fervile  Breath. 
My  Father  hath  a  Power,  enquire  of  him, 
And  learn  to  make  a  Body  of  a  Limb. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  chid'ft  me  well:  Proud Btillingbrokc,  I  come 
To  change  Blows  with  thee,  for  our  Day  of  Doom ; 
This  Ague-fit  of  Fear  is  over-blown, 
An  eafie  Task  it  is  to  win  our  own. 

Say,  Scroop,  where  lyes  our  Uncle  with  his  Power? 
Speak  fweetly  Man,  although  thy  Looks  be  fower. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  Complexion  of  the  Sky 
The  State  and  Inclination  of  the  Day; 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  Eye: 
My  Tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  Tale  to  fay : 
I  play  the  Torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft,  that  mufr,  be  fpoken. 

Your  Uncle  Tork  is  join'd  to  Bulltngbrokey 
And  all  your  northern  Caftles  yielded  up, 
And  all  your  fouthern  Gentlemen  in  Arms 
Upon  his  Faction. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 
Befhrew  thee,  Coufin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 

Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  into  Defpair. 
What  fay  you  now?  what  Comfort  have  we  now? 

By  Heav'n  I'll  hate  him  everlaftingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 

Go  to  Flint-Caftle,  there  I'll  pine  away, 
A  King,  WVs  Slave,  (hall  kingly  Wo  obey : 

That  Power  I  have,  difcharge,  and  let  'em  go 
To  ear  the  Land,  that  hath  fome  Hope  to  grow. 
For  I  have  none.     Let  no  Man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  Counfel  is  but  in  vain. 

uinm.  My  Liege,  one  Word. 
K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  Wrong, 

That  wounds  me  with  the  Flatteries  of  his  Tongue. 
Difcharge  my  Followers:  Itt  them  hence  away, 

From  Richard's  Night,  to  BHllingbroke'*  fair  Day. 

[Exeunt. SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  with  Drum  and   Colours^    Bullingbroke,    York,    Nor* 
thumberland,  unci  Attendants. 

Bulling.  So  that  by  this  Intelligence  we  learn 

The  Welchmen  are  dilpers'd,  and  Salisbury 
is  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  private  Friends  upon  this  CoafT. 

North.  The  News  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  Lord. 
Richard  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  Head. 

Torkj.  It  would  befeem  the  Lord  Northumberland, 
To  hy  King  Richard.  Alack  the  heavy  Day, 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  fhould  hide  his  Head. 

North.   Your  Grace  miftakes  me;  only  to  be  brief, 
Left  I  his  Title  out. 

Tork*  The  time  hath  been, 

Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  fhorten  you, 

For  taking  fo  the  Head,  your  whole  Head's  length. 
Bulling.  Miftake  not,  Uncle,  farther  than  you  fhould. 
Torkj  Take  not,  good  Coufin,  farther  than  you  fhould. 

Left  you  miftake;  the  Heav'ns  are  o'er  your  Head. 
Bulling.  I  know  it,  Uncle,  and  oppofe  not  my  fdf 

Againft  their  Will.     But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Percy. 

Welcome  Harry ;  what,  will  not  this  Caftle  yield? 

Percy.  The  Caftle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  Lord, 
Againft  thy  Entrance. 

Bulling.  Royally?  Why,  it  contains  no  King? 
Percy.  Yes,  my  good  Lord, 

It  doth  contain  a  King:  King  Richard  lyes 
Within  the  Limits  of  yond  Lime  and  Stone, 
And  with  him  the  Lord  Aumerley  Lord  Salisbury* 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  be  fides  a  Clergy-man 
Of  holy  Reverence;  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Oh,  belike  it  is  the  Bifhop  o£  Carl i fie. 
^  Bulling.  Noble  Lord,  [To  Nsrth. 
Go  to  the  rude  Ribs  of  that  ancient  CaftJe, 
Through  brazen  Trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  Parle 
Into  his  ruin'd  Ears,  and  thus  deliver: 

I  i  Henry 
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Henry  Btillingbroke  upon  his  Knees  doth  kifs 

King  Richard's  Hand,  and  fends  Allegiance 
And  true  Faith  of  Heart  to  his  Royal  Perfon;   hither  come 
Even  at  his  Feer,  to  lay  my  Arms  and  Power, 

Provided,  that  my  Banifhment  repealed, 
x  And  Lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted; 
If  not,  I'll  ufe  the  Advantage  of  my  Power, 
And  lay  the  Summer's  Duft  with  Showers  of  Blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  Wounds  of  flaughter'd  Engli foment 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  Mind  of  Bttllingbroke 
It  is,  fuch  Crimfon  Ttmpeft:  fhould  hedrench 

The  frefli  green  Lap  of  fair  King  Richard's  Land, 
My  flooping  Duty  tenderly  fhall  (hew. 
Go  fignifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  graffie  Carpet  of  this  Plain; 

Let's  march  without  the  Noife  of  threatning  Drum, 
That  from  this  Caftle's  tatter'd  Battlements 

Our  fair  Appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Methinks  King  Richard  and  my  felf  fhould  meet 
With  no  lefs  Terror  than  the  Elements 

Of  Fire  and  Water,  when  their  thundring  Smoak 

At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  Cheeks  of  Heav'n: 
Be  he  the  Fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  Water : 
The  Rage  be  his,  while  on  the  Earth  I  rain 
My  Waters  on  the  Earth,  and  not  on  him. 
March  on  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks. 
Varle  without  y  and  Anfiver  within ;  then  a  Flourijh, 

the  Walis^    King  Richard,    the  Bijhop  o/Carlifl 
le,  Scroop  and  Salisbury. 

See,  fee,  King  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  Sun, 
From  out  the  fiery  Portal  of  the  Eafr, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  Clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  G<ory,  and  to  ftain  the  Tract 
Of  his  bright  Pa&age  to  the  Occident. 

Tork.  Yet  looks  he  like  a  Kig;  behold  his  Eye 

As  bright  as  is  the  Eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  Majefty;  alack,  alack,  for  Wo, 
Thit  any  Harm  ihould  ftain  fo  fair  a  Show. 

K.  Rich.  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we  flood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  Knee,         [Tc  North. 

Becaufc 
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Becaufe  we  thought  our  felf  thy  lawful  King; 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  Joints  forget 

To  pay  the  awful  Duty  to  our  Prefence? 
If  we  be  nor,  fhew  us  the  Hand  of  God, 

That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  Stewardfhip; 
For  well  we  know,  no  Hand  of  Blood  and  Bone 

Can  gripe  the  facred  Handle  of  our  Scepter, 
Unlets  he  do  prophane,  (leal  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done, 
Have  torn  their  Souls,  by  turning  them  from  us, 
And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  Friends: 
Yet  know,  my  Matter,  God  Omnipotent, 
Is  muttering  in  his  Clouds  on  our  behalf, 
Armies  of  Peftilence,  and  they  (hall  ftnkc, 
Your  Children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  Vaffal  Hands  againft  my  Head, 
And  threat  the  Glory  of  my  precious  Crown. 
Tell  BHllwgbrol^y  for  yond  methinks,  he  is, 
That  every  Stride  he  makes  upon  the  Land, 
Is  dangerous  Trcafon,  he  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  Teftament  of  a  bleeding  War; 
But  e'er  the  Crown  he  looks  for,  live  in  Peace, 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  Crowns  of  Mothers  Sons 

Shall  ill  become  the  Flower  of  England's  Face, 
Change  the  Complexion  of  her  Maid-pale  Peace 
To  Scarlet  Indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  Paftors  Grafs  with  faithful  Engliflj  Blood. 

North.   The  King  of  Heav'n  forbid  our  Lord  the  King Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  Arms 

Be  rufh'd  upon:  Thy  thrice-noble  Coufin, 
Harry  Biillingbroke,  doth  humbly  kifs  thy  Hand, 
And  by  the  honourable  Tomb  he  fwears 

That  ltands  upon  your  Royal  Grandfire's  Bones, 
And  by  the  Royalties  ofjboth  your  Bloods, 

Currents  that*  fpring  from  one  mott  gracious  Head ; 
And  by  the  bury'd  Hand  of  warlike  Gaunt, 
And  by  the  Worth  and  Honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworn,  or  faid, 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  Scope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  Royalties,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  Knees : 

I  1  Which 
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Which  on  thy  Royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  Arms  he  will  commend  to  Ruft; 
His  oarbed  Steeds  to  Staples,  and  his  Heart 

To  faithful  Service  of  your  Maiefty: 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  juft, 
And  as  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,    fay  thus:    The  King  returns, 
His  noble  Coufin  is  right  welcome  hither, 
And  all  the  Number  of  his  fair  Demands 
Shall  be  accomnliuVd  without  Contradiction  ; 

Wjrh  all  the  gracious  Utterance  thou  haft, 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. 
We  do  dcbale  our  ftlf,  Coufin,  do  we  not,  [To  Aurrn 
To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  f 
S  all  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fend 
Defiance  to  the  Taitor,  and  fo  die? 

Aum.   No,  good  my  Lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle  Words, 
'Till  time  lend  Friendr,  and  Friends  their  hopeful  Swords. 

K.  Rich.   Oh  God,  oh  God  that  e'er  this  Tongue  of  mine, That  laid  the  Sentence  of  dread  Banifhment 

On  yond  proud  Man,  iliould  take  it  off  again 
With  Words  of  /both;  oh  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  Grief,  or  leiTcr  than  my  Name; 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been, 
Or  not  remember  what  I  maft  be  now. 

Swell'ft  thou,  proud  Heart?  Til  give  thee  Scope  to  beat. 
Since  Foes  have  Scope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me, 

Aum.  Nor  thumb  er  I  and  comes  back  from  Bullingbroke. 
K.  Rich.  What  muft  the  King  do  now  ?  Muft  hefubmit? 

The  King  (hall  do  it:  Muft  he  be  depos'd? 
The  King  mail  be  contented:  Muft  he  lofe 

The  Name  of  King?  o'God's  Name  let  it  go, 

I'll  give  my  Jewels  for  a  Set  of  Beads; 
My  gorgeous  Pallace,  for  a  Hermitage; 

My  gay  Apparel,  for  an  Alms-man's  Gown; 
My  figur'd  Goblets,  for  a  Diih  of  Wood; 
My  Scepter,  for  a  Palmer's  walking  Staff, 
My  Subjects,  for  a  Pair  of  carved  Saints, 
And  my  large  Kingdom,  for  a  little  Grave, 
A  little  little  Grave,  an  obfcure  Grave. 

Or  I'll  be  bury'd  in  the  King's  Highway; Some 
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Some  way  of  common  Trade,  where  Subjects  Feet 

May  hourly  trample  on  their  Soveraign's  Head; 
For  on  my  Heart  they  tread  now,  whilft  I  live; 

And  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  Head? 
jiumerle^  thou  weep'ft,  my  tender  hearted  Coufin, 
We'll  make  foul  Weather  with  defpifed  Tears. 
Our  Sighs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  Summer  Corn, 
And  make  a  Dearth  in  this  revolting  Land. 
Or  mail  we  play  the  Wantons  with  our  Woes, 
And  make  fome  pretty  Match  with  fliedding  Tears? 
As  thus,  to  drop  them  frill  upon  one  Place, 

aTill  they  have  fretted  us  a  Pair  of  Graves, 
Within  the  Earth;  and  therein  laid,  there  lyes 

Two  Kinfmen  digg'd  their  Graves  with  weeping  Eyes  f 
Would  not  this  ill  do  well?  Well,  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idely,  and  you  mock  at  me. 
Moft  mighty  Prince,  my  Lord  Northumberland^ 
What  fays  King  Btillingbroke?  Will  his  Majefty 

Give  Richard  leave  to  live,  'till  Richard  die? 
You  make  a  Leg,  and  Bullingbroke  fays  I. 

North.  My  Lord,  in  the  bafe  Court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may  it  pleafe  you  to  come  down. 

K.  Rich.  Down,  down  I  ccme,  like  glift'ring  Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  Manage  of  unruly  Jades. 
In  the  bafe  Court  \  bafe  Court  where  Kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  Traitors  Calls,  and  do  them  Grace. 

In  the  bafe  Court  come  down;  down  Court,  down  King, 

For  Night-Owls  fhriek,  where  mounting  Larks  fhouldiii-g. 
Bulling.  What  fays  his  Majefty  ? 
North.  Sorrow,  and  Grief  of  Hea^t 

Makes  him  fpeak  fondly  like  a  frantick  Man ; 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Bulling,  Stand  all  apart, 
And  fhew  fair  Duty  to  his  Majefty. 
My  gracious  Lord.  [Kneels 

K.  Rich.  Fair  CoaGn, 

You  debafe  your  Princely  Knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  Earth  proud  with  kiffing  if. 
Me  rather  had,  my  Heart  might  feel  your  Love, 

Than  my  un-pleas'd  Eye  fee  your  Courtefle. 
Up  Coufin,  up,  your  Heart  is  up,  I  know, 

I  4  Thus 
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Thus  high  at  hau\  although  your  Knee  be  low. 

Bulling.   My  gracious  Lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own, 
K.  Rich.  Your  own  is  your?,  and  I  am  \ours,  and  all. 
Baiting.  So  faY.be  mne,  my  moll  redoubted  Lord, 

As  my  true  Service  mall  deferve  your  Lave. 

K.Rich.   Well  you  deferv'd: 
They  well  deferve  to  h?ve, 

That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 
Uncle,  give  me  your  Hand  ;  nay,  dry  your  Eyes, 
Tears  fhew  their  Love,    but  want  their  Remedies. 

Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  Father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  Heir. 

What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  willing  too, 
For  do  we  mud,  what  Force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London: 

Coufin,  is  it  fo? 

Bullitt*.  Y  a,  my  good  Lord. 
K>  Rich.  Then  I  muff,  not  fay  no.  [Flourijh.  Exeunt. 

SCENE    V. 

Enter  Queen,  and  two  Ladies. 

Queen.  What  Sport  fha!l  we  devife  here  in  this  Garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  Care? 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  Bowls. 
Queen.  Twill  make  me  think  the  World  is  full  of  Rubs, 

And  that  my  Fortune  runs  againft  the  Bias. 

Lady.  Midam,  we'll  dance. 
Queen.  My  Lees  can  keep  no  Meafure  in  Delight, 

When  my  poor  Heart  no  Meafure  keeps  in  Grief, 
Therefore  no  dancing  Girl ;  f  >me  other  Sport. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  tell  Tales. 
Queen.   Of  S  Trow,  or  of  Grief? 

Lady.  Ofeithe',  Madam. 
Queen.  CM  neither,  Girl. 

For  if  of  Joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  Sorrow  : 

Or  if  of  Grief,  being  altogether  had, 

It  adds  more  Sorrow  to  my  want  of  Joy  :    . 
For  wtat  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat: 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

Lady* 
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Lady.  Madam,  I'll  fing. Oueen.  'Tis  well  that  thou  haft  Caufe: 

But  thou  ihould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  wou'd'ft  thou  weep. 
Lady.  I  could  weep,  Madam,   would  it  do  you  good? 
Oueen*  And  I  could  fing,  would  weepjng  do  me  good, 

And  never  borrow  any  Tear  of  thee. 
Enter  a  Gar  diner  ̂   and  two  Servants. 

But  flay,  here  comes  the  Gardiners ; 

Let's  ftep  into  the  Shadow  of  thefe  Trees, 
]My  Wretchednefs  unto  a  row  of  Pines, 

They'll  talk  of  State;  for  every  one  doth  fo, 
Again-ft  a  Change;  wo  is  fore-run  with  wo. 

Gard.  Go  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  A pricocks, 
Which  like  unruly  Children,  make  their  Syre 
Stor>p  with  oppreffion  of  their  prodigal  weight: 
Give  fome  fupportance  to  th:  bending  Twigr. 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  Executioner 
Cut  off  the  Heads  of  too  faft  growing  fprayf, 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  Commonwealth: 
All  mufl  be  even  in  our  Government. 

You  thus  imploy'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifom  Weeds  that  without  profit  fuck 

The  Soil's  fertility  from  wholfom  Flowers. 
Serv.  Why  mould  we  in  the  compafs  of  a  Pale, 

Keep  Law  and  Form,  and  due  Proportion, 
Shewing,  as  in  a  Model,  our  firm  State? 
When  our  Sea-walled  Garden,  the  whole  Land, 
Is  full  of  Weeds  her  faireft:  Flowers  choakt  up, 

Her  Fruit-trees  all  uprun'd,  her  Hedges  ruin'd, 
Her  Knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholfcm  Herbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillers. 

Gard.  Hold  thy  Peace, 

He  that  hath  fuffer'd  this  diforder'd  Spring, Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  Leaf, 

The  Weeds  that  his  broad-fpreading  Leaves  did  fhelter, 

That  feem'd  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up, 
Arc  pull'd  up,  Root  and  all,  by  Bullingbroke; 
I  mean  the  Earl  of  Wiltfhirc,  Bujhy,  Green. 

Serv.  What,  are  they  dead? 
Gard.  They  are, 

And  Bullingbrekt  hath  feiz'd  the  wafteful  King. What 
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What  pity  is  it,  that  he  had  not  trimm'd 
And  dreft  his  Land,  as  we  this  Garden  at  time  of  Year ; 

And  wound  the  Bark,  the  Skin  of  our  Fruit-trees, 
Left  being  over  proud  with  Sap  and  Blood, 
With  too  much  Riches  it  confound  it/elf? 

Had  he  done  fo,  to  great  and  growing  Men, 

They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafte 
Their  Fruits  of  Duty.     All  fuperfluous  Branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  Boughs  may  live: 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  born  the  Crown, 
Which  wafte  and  idle  Hours  hath  quite  thrown  down, 

Serv.  What  think  you  the  King  fhail  be  depos'd  ? 
Gard.  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  depos'd 

*Tis  doubted  he  will  be.     Letters  came  laft  Night 
To  a  dear  Friend  of  the  Duke  of  Tor^ 

That  tell  b'ack  Tidings. 
Queen.  Oh  I  am  preft  to  Death  through  want  of  fpeaking; 

Thou  old  Adams  likenefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  Garden, 

How  dares  thy  harfli  Tongue  found  this  unpleafing  News? 
What  Eve  ?  What  Serpent  hath  fuggefted  thee, 
To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  Man? 

Why  doft  thou  fay,  King  Richard  is  deposed? 
Dar'ft  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  Earth, 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  Say,  where,  when,  and  how 

CarrTft  thou  by  this  ill  Tydings?  Speak,  thou  Wretch. 
Gard.  Pardon  me,  Madam.    Little  joy  have  I 

To  breath  thefe  News;  yet  what  I  fay  is  true? 
Kinp  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 

Qf  Bullingbroke,  their  Fortunes  both  are  weigh'd: 
In  your  Lord's  Scale,  is  nothing  but  himfelf, 
And  fome  few  Vanities  that  make  him  light: 
But  in  the  Ballance  of  great  Bttllingbroke, 
Belides  himfelf,  are  all  the  Englifh  Peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  down. 

Poft  you  to  London^  and  you'll  find  it  fo; 
I  fpeak  no  more,  than  every  one  doth  know. 

Queen.  Nimble  Mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  Foot, 
Doth  not  thy  Embaifage  belong  to  me? 

And  am  I  iaft  that  knows  it?  Oh  thou  think'ft 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
Thy  borrow  in  my  Breaft,    Come  Ladies,  go, 

To 
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To  meet  at  London,  London  %  King  in  wo. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this/  That  my  fad  Look, 
Should  grace  the  Triumph  of  great  Builingbroke  ! 
Gard'ner,  for  telling  me  thefe  News  of  wo. 

I  would  the  Plants  thou  graft'/t  may  never  grow.        [_Exit„ 
Gard.  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  State  might  be  no  worfe, 

I  would  my  Skill  were  fubject  to  thy  Curfe. 
Here  did  fhe  drop  a  Tear,  here  in  this  place 

I'll  fet  a  Bank  of  Rtw,  fowr  Herb  of  Grace  : 
Rew  ev'n  for  Ruth,  here  fhortly  fhall  be  feen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen,  [Exit. 

A  C  T  IV.     SCENE], 

Enter  as  to  the  Parliament,  Bullingbrcke,  Aumerle,  Nor- 
thumberland, Percy,  Firz water,  Surrey,  Bijhop  ofCu\ile7 

Abbot  of  Weftminfter,  Herald,  Officers,  and  Bagot. 

M%.OALL  forth  Bagot. 
\^j  Now  Bagot,  freely  fpeak  thy  Mind, 

What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Glo'fters  Death  ; 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  performed 
The  bloody  Office  of  his  timelefs  End. 

Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  Face  the  Lord  Aumerle. 
Bulling.  Couiin,  (land  forth,  and  look  upon  that  Man. 
Bagot.  My  Lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  Tongu^ 

Scorns  to  unfay,  what  it  hath  once  deliver'd. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Gldfter%  Death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay,  Is  not  my  Arm  of  length, 
That  reacheth  from  the  reftful  Englijh  Court 

As  far  as  Calais  to  my  Uncle's  Head? 
Amongft  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  fay  that  you  had  rather  refufe 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  Crown?, 

Than  Builingbroke  return  to  England;  adding  withai, 

How  bleft  this  Land  would  be  in  this  your  Coufin's  Beatlia 
Aum.  Princes,  and  noble  Lords, 

What  anfwer  mall  I  make  to  this  bafe  Man  ? 

Shall  I  fo  much  difhonour  my  fair  Stars, 

On 
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On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement?  \ 

Either  I  mutt,  or  have  mine  Honour  fpoil'd 
With  the  Attainder  of  his  flandrous  Lips. 
There  is  my  Gage,  the  manual  Seal  of  Death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  Hell.     Thou  lieft, 

And  I'll  maintain  what  thou  haft  faid,  is  falfe, 
In  thy  Heart  Blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe, 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  Knighty  Sword. 

Bulling.  Bagot  forbear,  thou  fhalt  not  take  it  up. 
Aum.  Exceptirgone,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 

In  all  this  Pretence  that  hath  moved  me  fo. 

Fitz.'w.  If  that  thy  Valour  ftand  on  Sympathies: 
There  is  my  Gage,  Aumerle^  in  Gage  to  thine : 

By  that  fair  Sun,  that  (hews  me  where  thou  ftand'fl^ 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'ft  it, 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glo* fieri  Death. 

If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft, 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfhood  to  thy  Heart, 

Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  Rapier's  point. 
Aum.  Thou  dar'ft  not,  Coward,  live  to  fee  the  Day. 
Fitz,w.  Now,  by  my  Soul,  I  would  it  were  this  Hour. 

Aum.  Fitz,watcr,  thou  art  damn'd  to  Hell  for  this. 
Percy,  Aumerle9  thou  lie  ft ;  his  Honour  is  as  true 

In  this  Appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft : 
And  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  Gage 

To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'extrcameft  point 
Of  mortal  Breathing.     Seize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 
Aum.  And  if  I  do  not  may  my  Hands  rot  off, 

And  never  brandifh  more  revengeful  Steel, 
Over  the  glittering  Helmet  of  my  Foe. 

Surrey,  My  Lord  Fitznvater 
I  do  remember  well  the  very  time 
Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitzjw.  My  Lord, 

*Tis  very  true :  You  were  in  Prefence  then ; 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  Heav'n, 
As  Heav'n  it  felf  is  true. 

Fitz,w.  Surrey^  thou  lieft. 
Surrey.  Dishonourable  Boy, 

That  Lis,  fhall  ly^  fo  heavy  on  my  Sword, 
That 
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That  it  (hall  render  Vengeance  and  Revenge, 

'Till  thou  the  Lie-giver,  and  that  Lie,  do  lye 

In  Earth  as  quiet,  as  thy  Father's  Scull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  Honour's  Pawn, 
Engage  it  to  the  Trial,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Fitz^w.  How  fondly  do'ft  thou  fpur  a  forward  Horfe  ? 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breath,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  Wilderntft, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay  he  lies, 
And  lies  and  lies;  there  is  my  Bond  of  Faith, 
To  tie  thee  to  my  ftn  ng  Correction. 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  World, 

jiumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  Appeal. 
Befides,  I  heard  the  banifht  Norfolk^  fay, 
That  thou  Aumerle  didft  fend  two  of  thy  Men, 
To  execute  the  noble  Duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honeft  Chriftian  truft  me  with  a  Gage, 
That  Norfolk^lks;  her:  do  I  throw  down  this, 

If  he  may  be  repcal'd,  to  try  his  Honour. 
Bulling.  Thefe  Differences  fliall  all  reft  under  Gage, 

Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd  :  Repcal'd  he  fliall  be; 
And  though  mine  Enemy,  rcftor*d  again 
To  all  his  Lands  and  Seigniories;  when  he's  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  Trial. 

Carl.  That  horo  irablc  Day  fliall  ne'er  be  feen. 
Many  a  time  hath  banifht  Norfolk^  fought 
For  Jtfus  Chrift,  in  glorious  Chriftian  Field 
Screaming  the  Enfign  of  the  Chriftian  Crofs 
Againft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens : 

And  toil'd  with  works  of  War,  retir'd  himfelf 
To  Italj^  and  there  at  Venice  gave 
His  Body  to  that  pleafant  Countries  Earth, 
And  his  pure  Soul  unto  his  Captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  Colours  he  had  foupht  fo  long. 

Bulling.  Why,  Bifhop,  is  Norfolk^  dead/ 
Carl.  As  fare  as  I  live,  my  Lord. 
Bulling.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  fweet  Soul 

To  the  Bofom  of  good  old  Abraham, 

Lords  Appealants,  your  'Differences  fliall  all  reft  under  gage 
'Till  we  aflign  you  to  your  Days  of  Trial. 

Enter 
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Enter  York, 

Torkn  Great  Duke  of  Lancafter,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluckt  Richard,  who  with  willing  Soul 
Adopts  thee  Heir,  and  his  high  Scepter  yields 
To  the  PolTciTion  of  thy  Royal  Hand. 
Afcend  his  Throne,  defeending  now  from  him, 
And  long  li  e  Henry,  of  that  Name  the  Fourth. 

Bulling.  In  God's  Name*  I'll  afcend  the  Regal  Throne* 
Carl.  Marry,  Heav'n  forbid. 

Word:  in  this  Royal  Prefence  may  I  fpeak, 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  Prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  Judge 
Of  noble  Richard,  then  true  Noblenefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  Wrong. 
What  Subject  can  give  Sentence  on  his  King? 

And  who  fits  here  that  is  not  Richard's  Subject/ 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  Guilt  be  feen  in  them : 

And  (hali  the  Figure  of  God's  Majefty, 
His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  eled, 

Anointed,  crowned  and  planted  many  Years, 
Be  j  idg'd  by  Subject  and  inferior  Breath, 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefent?  Oh,  forbid  it,'  God* 
That  in  a  Chriftian  Climate,' Souls  refin'd 
Should  (hew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfecne  a  deed* 
I  fpeak  to  Subjeds,  and  a  Subject  fpeaks, 

Stirr'd  up  by  Heav'n,  thus  boldly  for  his  King. 
My  Lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 

Is  a  foul  Traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  King. 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefie, 

The  Blood  of '  Englifo  (hall  manure  the  Ground, And  future  Ages  groan  for  his  foul  A&. 
Peace  (hall  gofleep  with  Tuiks  and  Infidels, 
And  in  this  Seat  of  Peace,  tumultuous  Wars 
Shall  Kin  with  Kin,    and  kind  with  kind  confound, 
Diforder,  Horror,  Fear  and  Mutiny 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  Land  be  call'd 

The  Field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  Men's  Sculls. 
Oh,  if  you  rear  this  Houfe,  againft  this  Houfe, 
It  will  the  wofulleft  Divifion  prove, 

That 
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That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  Eath. 
Prevent  it,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Left  Child,  Childs  Children  cry  againft  you,  wo. 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  Sir;  and  for  your  pains, 
Of  Capital  Treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 
My  Lord  of  Weftminfter,  be  it  your  Charge, 

To  keep  him  fafely,  'til!  his  Day  of  Trial. 
May  it  pleafe  you,  Lord?,  to  grant  the  Commons  Suit? 

Bulling.  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  View 
He  may  furrender:  So  we  mall  proceed 
Without  Sufpicion. 

Tork.  I  will  be  his  Conduct.  [Exit. 
Bulling.  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  Arreft, 

Procure  your  Sureties  for  your  Days  of  Anfwir: 
Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  Love, 

And  little  look'd  for  at  yoor  helping  Hands. 
Enter  King  Richard  and  York. 

K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  fhook  off  the  regal  Thoughts 

Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learned 
To  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  Knee. 
Give  Sorrow  leave  a  while,  to  return  me 
To  this  Submiflion.     Yet  I  will  remember 

The  favours  of  thefc  Men:  Were  they  not  mine? 
Did  they  not  fomttime  cry,  All  hail  to  me? 
So  Judas  did  to  Chrift  :  But  he  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one;  I,  in  twelve  thoufand,  none. 
God  fave  the  King:  Will  no  Man  fay,  Amen. 
Am  I  both  Prieft  and  Clark?  Well  then,  Amen. 
God  fave  the  King,  although  I  be  not  he: 

And  yet  Amen,  if  Heav'n  do  think  him  me. 
To  do  what  Service,  am  I  fent  for  hither? 

Tori*.  To  do  that  Office  of  thine  own  good  Will, 
Which  tired  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer : 
The  Refignation  of  thy  State  and  Crown 
To  Henry  Bullingbrohe. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  Crown.  Here  Coufin,fcize  the  Crown  5 
Here  Coufin,  on  this  fide  my  Hand,  on  that  fide  thine. 
Now  is  this  Golden  Crown  like  a  deep  Well, 
That  owes  two  Buckets,  filling  one  another, 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  Air, The 
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The  other  down,  unfeen,  and  full  of  Water : 
That  Bucket  down,  and  fuil  of  Tears  am  I, 

Drinking  my  Griefs,  whilft  you  mount  up  on  high.' 
Bulling.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  refign. 
K.  Rich.  My  Crown  I  am,  but  ftill  my  Griefs  are  mine : 

You  may  my  G'ories,  and  my  State  depofe, 
But  not  my  Griefs;  ftill  am  I  King  of  thofe. 

Bulling.  Part  of  your  Cares  yr>u  give  me  with  your  Crown, 
K.  Rich.  Your  Cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  Cares  down, 

My  Care,  is  lofs  of  Care,  by  old  Care  done, 
Your  Care,  is  gain  of  Care,  by  new  Care  won. 
The  Cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away, 
They  tend  the  Crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  ftay. 

Bulling.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  Crown? 
K.Rich.  I  no;  no  I,  for  I  muft  nothing  be: 

Therefore  no,  no,  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
Now,  mirk  me  how  I  wil!  undo  my  fclf; 
I  give  this  heavy  Weight  from  offmy  Head, 
And  this  unwieldy  Scepter  from  my  Hand, 
The  pride  of  Kingly  fway  from  out  my  Heart, 
With  mine  own  Tears  I  \va(h  away  my  blame, 
With  mine  own  Hands  I  give  away  my  Crown, 
With  mine  own  Tongue  deny  my  facred  State, 
With  mine  own  Breath  releafe  all  dutious  Oaths: 

All  Pomp  and  Majefty  I  do  forfwear: 
My  Manors,  Rents,  Revenues,  I  forgo; 
My  A6b,  Decrees,  and  Statutes  I  deny: 
God  pardon  all  Oaths  that  are  broke  to  me, 
God  keep  all  Vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee. 

Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd, 
And  thou  with  all  p'eas'd,  that  haft  all  atchiev'd  ; 

Long  may  ft  thou  long  live  in  Richard's  Seat  to  fir, And  foon  lye  Richard  in  an  Earthy  Pit. 

God  fave  King  Henry,  un-king'd  Richard  fays, 
And  fend  him  many  Years  of  Sun-fhine  Days. 
What  more  remains? 

North.  No  more;  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  Accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  Crimes 
Committed  by  your  Perfon,  and  your  Followers, 

Againft  the  State  and  Profit  of  this  Land  : 
That 
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That  by  confeffing  them,  the  Souls  of  Men 

May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 
K.Rich.  M-jft  I  do  fo?  And  muft  I  ravel  out 

My  weav'd-up  Follies?  Gentle  NonhnmbtrUnd) 
If  thy  Offences  were  upon  Record^ 
Would  it  not  fhame  thte,  in  fo  fair  a  Troop, 

To  read  a  Lecture  of  them?  If  thou  would'if, 
There  (hould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  Article, 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  flrong  Warrant  of  an  Oath, 

Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  Bock  of  Hrav'n. 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  Hand  and  look  upon  me, 

Whilft  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  my  fc-lf, 
Though  fome  of  you,  with  PiUte  wafh  your  Hands, 
Shewing  an  outward  Pity:  Yet  you  Pdatcs 
Have  here  delivered  ms  to  my  fower  Crofs, 
And  Water  cannot  wafh  away  your  Sin. 

North.  My  Lord,  difparcn,  read  o'er  thefe  Article*. 
K.  Rich.   Mine  Eyes  are  full  of  Tears,  I  cannot  fee  : 

And  yet  Salt-warer  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
Bnt  they  can  fee  a  foit  of  Traitors  here. 

Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  Eyes  upon  my  felf, 
I  find  my  (t]S  a  Traitor  with  the  reit. : 

For  I  have  civen  here  my  Soul's  confenr, 
T'undeck  the  pompous  Body  of  a  King; 
Made  Glory  bafe;  a  Soveragn,  a  Slave; 
Proud  Majefty,  a  Subject;   State,  a  Ptafant, 

North.  My  Lord. 

K.Rich.  No  Lord  of  thine,  thouhau^ht-infulting  Man; 

No,  nor  no  Man's  Lord :   I  hive  no  Name,  no  Title; 
No,  not  that  Name  was  given  me  at  the  Font, 

But  'tis  ufurpr.    Alack  the  heavy  Day, 
That  I  have  worn  fo  many  Winters  our, 
And  know  not  now,  what  Name  to  call  my  felf. 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  Mockery,  King  of  Snow, 
Standing  before  the  Sun  of  Bttlltngbroke, 
To  melt  my  felf  away  in  Water-drops. 
Good  King, great  King,  and  yet  not  greatly  good,[71?  Bulling. 
And  if  my  word  be  Sterling  yet  in  England 
Let  it  command  a  Mirror  hither  /freight, 
That  it  may  (hew  me  what  a  Face  I  have* 
Vol  HI,  K  Since 
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Since  it  is  Bankrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

Bulling.  Go  fome  of  you,  and  fetch  a  Looking-Glafs. 

North.  Read  o'er  this  Paper,  while  the  Glafs  doth  come, 
K.Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torment'it  me,  e'er  I  come  to  Hell. 
Balling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Northumberland. 

North.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 
K,  Rich.  They  fhall  be  fatisfy'd:  I'll  read  enough, 

When  I  do  fee  the  very  Book  indeed, 

Where  all  my  Sins  are  writ,  and  that's  my  felf. Enter  one  with  a  Glafs. 
Give  me  that  Glafs*  and  therein  will  I  read. 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet?  Hath  Sorrow  ftruck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  Face  of  mine, 

And  made  no  deeper  Wounds?  Oh  flatt'ring  Glafs, 
Like  to  my  Followers  in  Profperity, 
Thou  doft  beguile  me.     Was  this  Face,  the  Face 
That  every  Day  under  his  Houili  old  -roof 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  Men/  Was  this  the  Facc^ 
That  like  the  Sun  did  make  Beholders  wink? 

Is  this  the  Face,  which  fae'd  fo  many  Follies, 
That  was  at  laft  out-fae'd  by  Bullingbrokel 
A  brittle  Glory  fliinech  in  this  Face, 
As  brittle  as  the  Glory,  is  the  Face, 
For  there  it  is,  crackt  in  an  hundred  Shivers. 
Mark,  fiient  King,  the  Moral  of  this  fporr, 

How  foon  my  Sorrow  hath  deitroy'd  my  Face. 
Bulling.  The  Shadow  of  your  Sorrow  hath  deftroy'd 

The  Shadow  of  your  Face. 
K.  Rich.  Say  that  again. 

The  Shadow  of  my  Sorrow  I  ha,  let's  fee, 
5Tis  very  true,  my  Grief  Jyes  all  within, And  thefe  external  Manrers  of  Laments 
Are  meerly  Shadows  to  the  unfeen  Grief, 

That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  Soul. 
There  lyes  the  Subftance  :   And  I  thank  thee,  King, 

For  thy  great  Bounty,  that  not  only  giv'll: 
Me  Caufc  to  wail,  but  teacheil  me  the  way 

How  to  lament  the  Caufe.     I'll  beg  one  boon, 
&nd  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtWit  ? 

BHllirtf. 
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Bulling.  Name  ir,  fair  Coufin. 
K.  Rich.  Fair  Coufin  I  I  am  greater  than  a  King  5 

For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  Flatterers 
Were  then  but  Subje&s;  being  now  a  Subject, 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  Flatterer: 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg* 

Bulling.  Yet  ask. 
K.Rich,  And  fhall  I  have? 

Bulling.  You  fhall. 
K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go» 
Bulling.  Whither? 
K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fight* 
Bulling*  Go  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 
K.  Rich.  Oh  good ;  convey  :  Conveyers  are  you  all, 

That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  King's  fall* 
Bulling.  On  Wednefdaj  next  we  folemnly  fet  down 

Our  Coronation:  Lords,  prepare  your  felves. 
[Ex.  All  but  Abbot,  BiJJjop  tf/Carlifle  and  Aumerle* 

Abbot.  A  woful  Pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Bijbop.  The  wo's  to  come,  the  Children  yet  unborn, 
Shall  feel  this  Day  as  fharp  to  them  as  Thorn. 
Aum.  You  holy  Clergy-men,  is  there  no  Plot 

To  rid  the  Realm  of  this  pernicious  Blot? 
Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  Mind  herein, 

You  fhall  not  only  take  the  Sacrament, 
To  bury  mine  Intents,  but  alfo  to  cfTed 
Whatever  I  (hall  happen  to  devife. 
I  fee  your  Brows  are  full  of  Difcortent, 
Your  Hearts  of  Sorrow,  and  your  Eyes  of  Tears* 

Come  home  with  me  to  Supper,  I'll  hy  a  Plot 
Shall  fhew  us  all  a  merry  Day.  [Exeunt * 

A  C  T   V.     S  C  E  N  E "  I. 
Enter  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Queen.f~lt*HIS  way  the  King  will  come:  This  is  the  way 
Jl    To  Julius  Cafa^s  ill-ere&ed  Tower, 

To  whqfe  flint  Bofom,  my  condemned  Lord 
&  %  h 
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*s  docrm'd  a  Prlfoner,  by  proud  Bulltngbroke. 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  Rebellious  Earth 

Have  any  rtfling  for  her  true  King's  Queen. 
Enter  King  Richard,  and  Guards. 

But  foft,  but  fee,  or  racher  do  not  fee, 

My  tair  Rofe  wither;  yet  look  up;  behold, 
That  you  in  pity  may  diflblve  to  Dew, 
And  wafh  him  trefh  again  with  true-love  Tears. 
Ah  thoi',  the  Model,  where  old  Troy  did  ft  a  nd,  [To  X,  Rich* 
Thou  Map  of  Honour,  thou  King  i/fkrATomb, 
And  not  King  Richard;  thou  molt  beauteous  Inn, 

Why  mould  hard-favour'd  Grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
When  Triumph  is  become  an  Ale-houfe  Gueft? 

K.Rich.  Jom  not  with  Grief,  fair  Woman,  do  not  fo, 
To  m^ke  my  End  toofudden:  Learn,  good  Soul, 
To  think  our  former  State  a  happy  Dream, 

From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this.     I  am  fworn  Brother,  Sweet, 

To  grim  Neceffity ;  and  he  ad  I 

Will  keep  a  League  'till  death.     High  thee  to  France, 
Aid  Cloifter  thee  in  fome  Religious  Houfc; 

Our  holy  Lives  mult  win  a  new  World's  Crown, 
Which  our  prophane  Hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

Queen.  What*  is  my  Richard  both  in  Shape  and  Mind 
Transformed  and  weakened?  Hath  Bullingbroke 

Depos'd  thine  Intellect?  Hath  he  been  in  thy  Heart? 
The  Lion  dying  thrufteth  forth  his  Paw, 
And  wounds  the  Earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 

To  be  o'e'-power'd:  And  wilt  thou,  Pupil-like, 
Take  thy  Correction  mildly,  kifs  the  Rod, 
And  fawn  en  Rage  with  bate  Humility, 
Which  art  a  Lion  and  a  King  of  Beafts  ? 

K.  Rich.  A  King  of  Beafts  indeed;  if  ought  but  Beaft 
I  had  been  ftill  a  happy  King  of  Men. 
Good,  fometime,  Queen  prepare  thee  hence  far  France; 

Think  I  am  dead,  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'ft, 
As  fr~m  my  Death-bed,  my  laft-living  leave.- 
In  Winters  tedious  Nights  (it  hy  the  Fie 
With  good  old  Folks,  \nd  let  them  tell  thee  Tales 
Of  woful  Ages,  long  ago  betide; 

And  e'er  thou  bid  good-night,  to  quit  their  Grief, 

Tel 
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Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me, 
And  fend  the  Hearers  weeping  to  their  Beds: 

For  why?  The  fenfelefs  Brands  will  fympathize 
The  heavy  accer.t  of  thy  moving  Tongue, 
And  in  companion  we.p  the  Fire  out: 
And  fome  will  mourn  in  Allies,  fome  coaI-blaik, 

For  the  depofing  of  a  rightful  King. 
Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  My  Lord,  the  mind  of  Bullingbroke  is  changV, 
You  mud:  to  Pomfrety  not  unto  the  Tower.      % 

And,  Madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you: 
With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  mutt  away  to  France, 

K.Rich,  Northumberland,  thou  Ladder  wherewithal 

The  mounting  Bullmgbroke  afcends  my  Throne, 
The  time  fhall  not  be  mar.y  Hours  of  Age, 

More  thin  it  is,  e'er  foul  Sin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  Corruption;  thou  flialt  think, 

Though  he  divide  the  Realm,  and  give  the  half, 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all : 

And  he  fhall  think,  rhat  thou  which  know'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  King<,  wilt  know  again, 

Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way, 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  trVufurped  Throne, 
The  Love  of  wicked  Friends  converts  to  Fear  ; 
That  Fear  to  Hate;  and  Hate  turns  one,  or  both, 

To  worthy  Danger,  and  deferved  Death. 

North.  My  Guilt  be  on  my  Head,  and  there's  an  end. 
Take  lea^e,  and  parra  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

K.Rich,  Doubly  divore'd?   Bad  Men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  Marriage?  'twixt  my  Crown  and  me: 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  Wife. 

Let  me  unkifs  the  Oah,  'twixt  thee  and  me:  [Tothe  Quee*. 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  k;fs  'twas  made. 
Part  us,  Northumberland :.  I,  towards  the  North, 

Where  fhivering  Cold  and  Sicknefs  pines  the  Clime: 

My  Queen  to  France;  from  whence,  fee  forth  in  Pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  Afayy 
Sent  back  like  Hollowmas>  or  fhorteft  Day. 

Queen,  And  mull:  we  be  divided?   Muft  we  part  ? 
K.  Rich,  Ay,  Ha^d  from  Hand,  my  Love,  and  Heart  from 
Queen.  Banim.  usboch,  and  fend  the  King  with  me.   [Hearr. 

K  i  North* 
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North.  That  were  fomc  Love,  but  little  Policy. 
Queen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 
K.  Rich.  So  two  together  weeping,  make  one  wo. 

Weep  thou  for  me  in  France;  I  for  thee  here: 

Better  far  off  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  Sighs,  1  mine  with  Groans. 

Queen,  So  longeft  way,  mall  have  the  longeft  Moans. 

K.  Rich.  Twice  for  one  ftep  I'll  groan,  the  way  being  fhort, 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  Heart, 

Come,  come  in  wooing  Sorrow  let's  be  brief, 
Since  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  Grief: 
One  Kifs  mall  flop  our  Mouths  and  dumbly  part; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  Heart.       \T\mj  k 

Queen.  Give  me  mine  own  again;  'twere  no  good  Part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  Heart. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone,  \j&fi  *£*'*! 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  Groan. 

K»Rich.  We  make  Wo  wanton  with  this  fond  delay: 
Once  more  adieu ;  the  reft  let  Sorrow  fay.  j  Exeunt* 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  York  and  his  Dutchefs. 

Butch.  My  Lord,  you  told  me  you  would  tell  the  re 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  Story  off, 
Of  our  two  Coufins  coming  into  London. 

Tork^  Where  did  I  leave* 
Dutch.  At  that  fad  flop,  my  Lord, 

Where  rude  mifs-govern'd  Hands,  from  Windows  tops3 
Threw  Duft  and  Rubbirh  on  King  Richards  Head. 

York;  Then,  as  I  faid,  tha  Duke,  great  Bullingbrokey 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  Steed, 

Which  his  afpiring  Rider  feem'd  to  know, 
With  fiowj  but  (lately  Pace,  kept  on  his  Courfe : 

While  all  Tongues  cry'd,  God  fave  thee,  Bullingbrokgm 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  Windows  fpake, 
S  \  many  greedy  Looks  of  young  and  old, 
Through  Cafements  darted  their  defiring  Eyes 
Upon  his  Vifage;  and  thas  all  the  Wails 

With 
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With  painted  Imagery  had  faid  at  once, 

Jefu  preferve  thee,  welcome  Bullingbroke. 
Whilft:  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning, 

Bare-headed  lower  than  his  proud  Steed's  Neck, 
Befpoke  them  thus;  I  thank  you,  Country-men; 
And  thus  Rill  doing,  thus  he  paft  along. 

Dutch.  Alas!  Poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  whilft? 
York.  As  in  a  Theater,  the  Eyes  of  Men, 

After  a  well-grac'd  Actor  leaves  the  Stage, 
Are  idlely  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  Mens  Eye?, 

Did  fcowle  on  Richard*,  no  Man  cry'd,  God  fave  him: 
No  joyful  Tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home, 
But  Duft  was  thrown  upon  his  Sacred  Head, 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  Sorrow  he  (hook  off, 
His  Face  (till  combating  with  Tears  and  Smiles, 
The  Badges  of  his  Grief  and  Patience, 

That  had  not  God,  for  fome  ftrong  purpofe,  fteel'd 
The  Hearts  of  Men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted, 
And  Barbarifm  it  felf  have  pittied  him. 

But  Heav'n  hath  a  Hand  in  thefe  Events, 
To  whofe  high  Will  we  bound  our  calm  Contents, 
To  Bulliahro\e>  are  we  fworn  Subjects  now, 
Whofe  State,  and  Honour,  I  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  Aumerle.  .  > 
Dutch.  Here  comes  my  Son  Aumerle. 
Tork.  Aumerle  that  was, 

But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  Friend. 
Ar,d,  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now: 
I  am  in  Parliament  pledge  for  his  Truth, 
And  lading  Fealty  in  the  new-made  King. 

Dutch.  Welcome  my  Son ;  who  are  the  Violets  now, 
That  ftrew  the  green  Lap  of  the  ne^-come  Spring? 

Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care, 
God  knows  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

Tork.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new-fpring  of  time, 
Leaft  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 

-What  News  from  Oxford*  Hold  thofe  Jufts  and  Triumphs? 
Aum.  For  ought  I  know,  my  Lord,  they  do. 
Tork.  You  will  be  there  I  know. 

K  4  Aum* 



I  I  1 1 The  Life  and  Death 
Aum.  If  God  prevent  me  nor,  I  purpofe  fo. 
York.  What  Seal  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  Bofom? 

Yea,  look  "ft  thou  paL?  Let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
Aum.  My  Lord,  'tis  nothing. York.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it. 

I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
Aum.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

Ir  is  a  matter  of  fmall  Confequence, 
Which  For  fome  Reafons  I  would  not  have  feen. 

York*  Which  for  fome  Rtafons,  Sir,  I  mean  to  fees 
I  fear,   I  fear. 

Dutch.  What  mould  you  fear? 

'Tis  nothing  but  fome  Bond,  that  he  is  enter 'd  into 
For  gay  Apparel,  agair.il:  the  Triumph. 

York*  Bound  to  himfcif  ?  What  doth  he  with  a  Bond 
That  he  is  bound  to?  Wife,  thou  art  a  Fool. 

Boy,  let  me  fee  the  Writing. 
Aum.  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I  may  not  mew  it. 
Yrrk*  J  wiU  be  fathfied,  let  me  fee  ir,  I  fay. 

[Snatches  it>  and  treads* 
Treason !  foul  Treafon  !  Villain,  Traitor,  Slave. 

Dutch.  What's  the  matter,  my  Lord  f 
Yorkz  Hoa,  who's  within  there?  Saddle  my  Horfe. 

Heav'ii  for  his  Mercy;  what  Treachery  is  here  ? 
Dutch.  Why,  what  is'r,  my  Lord  ? 
Torl^.  Give  me  my  Boots  I  fay;   faddle  my  Horfe. 

Now  by  my  Honour,  my  Life,  my  Troth, 
I  will  aspeach  the  Villain. 

Dutch.  What  is  the  matter? 
York.  Peace,  foolifh  Woman. 
Dmch.  I  will  not  peace:  What  is  the  matter,  Son? 
Aum.  Good  Mother  be  content,  it  is  no  more 

Than  my  poor  Life  muft  anfwer. 
Dutch.  Thy  Life  anfwer  I 

Enter  Servant  with  Boots. 

York.  Bring  my  Boots,  I  will  unto  the  King. 

Dutch.  Strike  him,  Aumerle*  Poor  Boy,  thou  art  amaz'd. 
Henct  Villain,  never  more  come  in  my  Sight. 

York.  Give  me  my  Boots,  I  fay. 
Dutch.  Why,  York*  what  wilt  thou  do? 

Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  Trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  Sor^s?  Or  are  we  hke  to  have?  Is 
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Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  Time? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  Son  from  mine  Age, 

And  rob  me  of  a  happy  Mother's, Name? Is  he  not  like  thee?  Is  he  not  thine  own? 
York.  Thou  fond  mad  Woman, 

Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dsrk  Confpiracy  ? 

A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  Sacrament, 
And  interchangeably  have  fet  their  Hands 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford. 

Dutch.  He  (hall  be  none : 

We'll  keep  him  here ;  then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 
Yorkz  Away  fond  Woman;   were  he  twenty  times  my 

Son,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch.  Hadft  thou  groan'd  for  him  as  I  have  done, 
Thou  wouldfl:  be  more  pitiful  : 
But  now  I  know  thy  Mind;   thou  doft  fufpecl: 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  Bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  Baftard,  not  thy  Son: 
Sweet  Yorkj>  fweet  Husband,  be  not  of  that  mind: 
He  is  as  like  thee,  as  a  Man  may  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  Kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York.  Make  way,  unruly  Woman.  [Exih 
Dutch.  After,  JLttmerU.     Mount  thee  upon  his  Horfe, 

Spur  pofr,  and  get  before  him  to  the  King, 

And  beg  thy  Pardon,  e'er  he  do  accufe  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  faft  as  Yarkj 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  Ground, 

'Till  Btillingbroke  have  pardon'd  thee.    Away,  be  gone.  [Exe* 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Buliingbroke,  Percy,  and  other  Lords. 

Bulling.  Can  no  Man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  Son? 
3Tis  full  three  Months  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft. 

If  any  Plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he: 
I  would  to  Heiv'n,  my  Lords,  he  might  be  found. 
Enquire  at  London*  'mongft  the  Taverns  there: 

For 



1 1 i 4  The  Life  and  Death 
For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
With  unreftrained  loofe  Companions 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  (land  in  narrow  Lanes, 
And  rob  our  Watch,  and  beat  our  PaiTengers, 
Which  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  Boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of  Honour,  to  fupport 
So  diffolute  a  Crew. 

Percy.  My  Lord,  fome  two  Days  fince  I  faw  the  Prince, 
And  told  him  of  thefe  Triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Bulling.  And  what  faid  the  Gallant  ? 
Percy.  His  anfwer  was ;  he  would  unto  the  Stews, 

And  from  the  common'ft  Creature  pluck  a  Glove 
And  wear  it  as  a  Favour,  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  Challenger. 

Bulling.  As  diffolute  as  defp'rate,  yet  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparks  of  better  hope;  which  elder  Days 
May  happily  bring  forth.     But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Aumerle, 

Aum.  Where  is  the  King  ? 
Bulling.  What  means  our  Coufin,  that  he  flares 

And  looks  fo  wildly  ? 
Aum.  God  fave  your  Grace.  I  do  befeech  yourMajefty 

To  have  fome  conference  with  your  Grace  alone. 
Bulling.  Withdraw  your  felvcs,  and  leave  us  here  alone  i 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  Coufin  now? 

Aum.  For  ever  may  my  Knees  grow  to  the  Earth,[lC»f#/j. 
My  Tongue  cleave  to  my  Roof  within  my  Mouth, 

Unlefs  a  Pardon,  e'er  I  rife  or  fpeak. 
Bulling.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  Fault  ? 

If  on  the  firft,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be, 
To  win  thy  after-love  I  pardon  thee, 

Aum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  Key, 
That  no  Man  enter  'till  the  Tale  be  done. 

Bulling.  Have  thy  defire.  [York  within. 
York.  My  Liege  beware,  look  to  thy  felf, 

Thou  haft  a  Traitor  in  thy  Prefence  there. 

Bulling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  fafe. 
Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  Hand,  thou  haft  no  caufc  to  fear. 
Tork.  Open  the  Door,  fecure  fool-hardy  King: 

Shall  I  for  love  fpeak  Treafon  to  thy  Face  ? 
Qpen  the  Door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. fttiif 
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Enter  York. 

'Bulling.  What  is  the  matter,  Uncle,  fpeak,  recover  breath, 
Tell  us  how  near  is  clanger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it, 

Tork:  Perufe  this  Writing  here,  and  thou  {halt  know 

The  reafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  (how. 

Aum.  Remember  as  thou  rcad'ft,  thy  Promife  paft ; 
%  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  Name  there, 
My  Heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  Hand. 

Tork*  It  was,  Villain,  e'er  thy  Hand  did  fet  it  down* 
I  tore  it  from  the  Traitor's  Bofom,  King. 
Fear,  and  not  Love,  begets  his  Penitence; 
Forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  Pity  prove 
A  Serpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  Heart. 

Bulling.  Oh  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  Confpiracy  I 
O  loyal  Father  of  a  treacherous  Son : 
Thou  fheer,  immaculate,  and  Silver  Fountain, 
From  whence  this  Stream,  through  muddy  PaiTages 

Hath  had  his  Current,  and  defil'd  himfelf. 
Thy  overflow  of  good,  converts  to  bad, 
And  thine  abundant  goodnefs  (hall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot,  in  thy  digrefling  Son. 

Xork.  So  fliall  my  Virtue  be  his  Vice's  Bawd, 
And  he  (hall  fpend  mine  Honour  with  his  Shame; 

Asthriftlefs  Sons  their  fcraping  Father's  Gold. 
Mine  Honour  lives  when  his  Diflionour  dies, 
Or  my  (harrfd  Life  in  his  Dirtionour  lyes : 
Thou  kiirft  me  in  his  Life,  giving  him  breath, 

The  Traitor  lives,  the  true  Man's  put  to  Death. 

\jDutch$ft  within. 
J)utch.  What  ho,  my  Liege!  for  Heav'ns  fake  let  me  in. 
Bulling.  What  (hrill-voic'd  Suppliant  makes  this  eager  cry  ? 
Dutch.  A  Woman,  and  thine  Aunt,  great  King,  'tis  I. 

Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  Door, 

h  Beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 
Bulling.  Our  Scene  is  alter'd  from  a  ferious  thing, 

And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar,  and  the  King  : My  dangerous  Coufin,  let  your  Mother  in, 

I  know  (he's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  Sin* 
Tork*  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray, 

ilore  Sins  for  this  forgivenefs,  profper  may, 
This 
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This  fefter'd  Joint  cut  off  the  reft  refts  found, This  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound. 
Enter  Dutchefs. 

Dutch,  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  Man, 
Love,  loving  not  it  felf,  none  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantick  Woman,  what  doft  thou  do  here? 

Shall  thy  old  Dugs  once  more  a  Traitor  rear? 
Dutch.  S  f/tct  Torkbe  patient ;  hear  me  gentle  Liege.  [Kneels 
Bulling.  Rife  up,  good  Aunt. 
Dutch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech; 

For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  Knees, 
And  never  fee  Day  that  the  hV>py  ktsy 

'Till  thou  give  Joy,  until  thou  bid  me  Joy, 
By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  tra^fgreffing  Boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my  Mother's  Prayers,  I  bend  my  Knce.\_Kneels< 
York^  Againft  them  both,  my  true  Joints  bended  be.  [Kneels. 
Dutch,  Plejds  he  in  earneft?  Look  upon  his  Face; 

His  Eyes  do  drop  no  Tears,  his  Prayers  are  in  jeft; 
His  Words  come  from  his  Mouth,  ours  from  our  Breafts : 

He  prays  bat  faintly,  and  would  be  dery'd; 
We  pray  wirh  Heart  and  Soul,  and  all  befide. 
His  weary  Joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know  ; 
Our  Knees  fhall  kneel,  \ill  to  the  Ground  they  grow.    I 
His  Prayers  are  full  of  falfe  Hvpocrifie, 
Ours  of  true  Zeal,  and  deep  Integrity: 

Our  Prayers  do  out-pray  his,  then  let  them  have 
That  Mercy,  which  true  Prayers  ought  to  have. 

Bulling.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 
Dutch,  Nay,  do  not  fay  ftand  up, 

But  pardon  fiift,  and  afterwards  ftand  up. 
And  if  I  were  thy  Nurfe,  thy  Tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon  fhould  be  the  firft  Word  of  thy  Speech. 

I  never  Jong'd  to  hear  a  Word  'till  now : 
Say  pardon,  King,  let  pity  teach  thee  how* 
The  Word  is  fhorr,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweer, 

No  Word  like  Pardon,  for  Kings  Mouths  fo  mezt. 
Tori?.  Speak  it  in  French,  King,  fay  Pardon  W  moy, 
Dutch.  Doft  thou  teach  Pardon,  Parden  to  deftroy  ? 

Ah  my  fowre  Hisband,  my  hard-hearted  Lord, 

That  (et'ft  the  Word  it  felf,  againft  the  Word. 
Speak  Pardon  as  'cis  currant  in  our  Land, 

The 
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The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underftand. 

Thine  Eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  Tongue  there ; 

Or  in  thy  piteous  Heart,  plant  thou  thine  Ear, 
That  hearing  how  our  Plaints  and  Prayers  do  pierce, 

pity  may  move  thee,  Pardon  to  rchearfe. 
Bulling.  Good  Aunt  ftand  up. 
Dutch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 

Pardon  is  all  the  Suit  I  have  in  hand. 

Bnlling.  I  pardon  him,  as  Heav'n  fliall  pardon  me. 
Dutch.  O  happy  Vantage  of  a  kneeling  Knee; 

Yet  am  I  fick  for  Fear;  fpeak  it  again, 
Twice  faying  Pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  Pardon  ftrong. 

Bulling.  I  pardon  him  with  all  my  Heart. 
Dutch.  A  God  on  Earth  thou  art. 

Bulling.  But  for  our  trufly  Brother-in-law,  the  Abbot* 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  cenforted  Crew, 
Deftruftion  ftreight  lhall  dog  them  at  the  Heels. 
Good  Uncle  help  to  order  feveral  Powers 

To  Oxford,  or  where-t'tr  thefe  Traitors  are: 
They  fhall  not  live  within  this  World,  I  fwcar, 
But  I  will  have  them  once  know  where. 
Uncle  farewel,  and  Coufin  adieu; 

Your  Mother  well  hath  pray'd,  end  prove  you  true. 
Dutch.  Come  my  old  Son,  I  pray  Heavn  make  thee  new. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Exton  and  a  Servant. 

Exton.  Did  ft  thou  not  mark  the  King  what  Words  he  fpakc  ? 
Have  I  no  Friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  Fear. 
Was  it  not  fo? 

Serv.  Thofe  were  his  very  Words. 
Exton.  Have  I  no  Friend?    qucth  he;  he  fpake  it  twice, 

And  urg'd  it  twice  together;  did  he  not? Serv.  He  did. 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  Jook'd  on  me, 
As  who  fhall  fay,  I  Would  thou  wert  the  Man 
That  would  divorce  this  Terror  from  my  Heart; 

Meaning  the  King  at  Pomfret.   Come,  let's  go, 
I  am  the  King's  Friend,  and  will  rid  his  Foe. 

\jExeuntm 
SCENE 
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SCENE    IV.    A  Prifon. 

Enter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  I  have  been  ftudying,  how  to  compare 
This  Prifon  where  I  live,  unto  the  World; 
And  for  becaufe  the  World  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  Creature  but  my  felf, 

I  cannot  doit;  yet  I'll  hammer't  out. 
My  Brain,  I'll  prove  the  Female  to  my  Soul, 
My  Soul,  the  Father;  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  Generation  of  ftill  breeding  Thoughts  ; 
And  thefe  fame  Thoughts  people  this  little  World 
In  Humours,  like  the  People  of  this  World, 
For  no  Thought  is  contented.     The  better  Sort, 
As  Thoughts  of  Things  divine,  are  intermixt 
With  Scruples,  and  do  fet  the  Faith  it  felf 
Againftthe  Faith;  as  thus;  come  little  ones;  and  then  again$ 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  Camel 

To  thread  the  Poftern  of  a  Needle's  Eye. 
Thoughts  tending  to  Ambition  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  Wonders;  how  thefe  vain  weak  Nails 
May  tear  a  PafTage  through  the  flinty  Ribs 
Of  this  hard  World,  my  ragged  Prifon  Walls: 
And  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  Pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  Content,  flatter  themfelves* 

That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  Fortune's  Slaves, 
Nor  fhall  not  be  the  laft.     Like  filly  Beggars, 
Who  fitting  in  the  Stocks,  refuge  their  Shame 
That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there; 
And  in  this  Thought,  they  find  a  kind  of  Eafe* 
Bearing  their  own  Misfortune  on  the  Back 
Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 
Thus  play  I  in  one  Prifon,  many  People, 
And  none  contented.     Sometimes  am  I  King, 
Then  Treafon  makes  me  wifh  my  felf  a  Beggar, 
And  fo  I  am.     Then  crufliing  Penury 
Perfuades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  King ; 

Then  am  I  king'd  again ;  and  by  and  by, 
Think  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bullrngfoekep 



of  King  Richard  II.  1 1 1  p 

And  ftreight  am  nothing,     But  what-e'er  I  am,     [Mufak. 
Nor  I,  nor  any  Man,  that  but  Man  is, 

With  nothing  ftiall  be  pleas'd,  'till  he  be  eas'd 
With  being  nothing.     Mufick  do  I  hear? 

Ha,  ha;  keep  time:  How  fower  fweet  Mufick  if, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  Proportion  kept? 

So  is  it  in  the  Mufick  of  Mens  Lives,4 
And  here  have  I  the  Daintinefs  of  Ear, 

To  hear  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  String ; 
But  for  the  Concord  of  my  State  and  Time, 
Had  not  an  Ear  to  hear  my  true  Time  broke. 
I  wafted  Time,  and  now  doth  Time  wafte  me. 
For  now  hath  Time  made  me  his  numbring  Clock: 
My  Thoughts  are  Minutes;  and  with  Sighs  they  jar, 
Their  Watches  to  mine  Eyes,  the  outward  Watch, 

Whereto  my  Finger,  like  a  Dial's  Point, 
Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  Tears. 
Now,  Sir,  the  Sound  that  tells  what  Hour  it  is, 
Arc  clamorous  Groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  Heart, 
Which  is  the  Bell;  fo  Sighs,  and  Tears,  and  Groans, 
Shew  Minutes,  Hours,  and  Times:  O  but  my  Time 
Runs  polling  on,  in  Bnllingbroke%  proud  Joy, 

While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'th'  Clock. This  Mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no  more; 
For  though  it  have  holp  mad  Men  to  their  Wits, 
In  me  it  teems,  it  will  make  wife  Men  mad. 
Yet  blefling  on  his  Heart]  that  gives  it  me, 

For  'tis  a  Sign  of  Love;  and  Love  to  Richard, 
Is  a  ftrange  Brooch,  in  this  all-hating  World. 

Enter  Groom* 

Groom.  Hail,  royal  Prince. 
K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  Peer. 

The  cheapeft  of  us,  is  ten  Groats  too  dean  4 

What  art  thou  f  and  how  com'ft  thou  hither, 
Where  no  Man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  Dog 
That  brings  me  Food,  to  make  Misfortune  live? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  Groom  of  thy  Stable,  King^ 
When  thou  wert  King,    who  travelling  towards  Tork, 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  Leave, 

To  look  upon  ray,  fometimes  Royal,  Matter's  Face. O 
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O  how  it  yearn'd  my  Heart,  when  I  beheld 
In  London  Streets,  that  Coronation  Day, 
When  Bullixgbrokc  rode  on  roan  Barbary ; 
That  Horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftride, 

That  Horfe,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs'd. 
K.  Rich,  Rode  he  on  Barbary?  Tell  me,  gentle  Friend* 

How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly,  as  if  he  had  difdain'd  the  Ground. 
K.  Rich.  So  proud,  that  Bullingbroke  was  on  his  Back  ; 

That  Jade  hath  eat  Bread  from  my  royal  Hand. 
This  Hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him* 
Would  he  not  ftumble?  Would  he  not  fall  down, 
Since  Pride  muft  have  a  fall,  and  break  the  Neck 

Of  that  proud  Mar,  that  did  ufurp  his  Backf 
Forgivenefs,  Horfe;  why  do  I  rail  on  thee, 

Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  Man, 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  Horfe, 

And  yet  I  bear  a  Burthen  like  an  Afs, 

Spur- gall 5d$  and  tyr'd  by  jauncing  Bullingbroke. 
Enter  Keeper  with  a  Dijh. 

Keep.  Fellow,  ̂ ivc  Piace,  here  is  no  longer  ftay. 

[To  the  Groom* 

K.  Rieh.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 
Groom.  What  my  Tongue  dares  not,  that  my  Heart  mail  fey. 

[Exitp 
Keep.  My  Lord,  wilttt  pleafe  you  to  fall  to? 
K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  I  dare  not;   Sir  Pierce  of  Extony 

Who  lately  came  from  th'King,  commads  the  contrary. 
K.  Rich.  The  Devil  take  Henry  of  Lancaftery  and  thee; 

Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  vea*y  of  it.        [Beats  the  Keeper. 
Keep.  Help,  help,  helpi 

Enter  Fxton  And.  Servants. 
K.  Rich.  How  now  ?  What  means  Death  in  this  rude  Affaultf 

Villain,  thine  own  Hand  yields  thy  Deaths  Inftrument; 
Go  thou  and  fill  another  Room  in  Hell. 

[Exton  fir  ikes  him  down. 
That  Hand  fhall  burn  in  never-quenching  Fire, 
That  ftaggers  thus  my  Perfon.     Exton%  thy  fierce  Hand, 

Hath  with  the  King's  Blood  ftain'd  the  King's  own  Land. 
Mount,  mount  my  Soul,  thy  Seat  is  up  on  high, 

Whilft 
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Whilft  my  grofs  rkiri  fi;iks  downward  here  to  die.     [Dies* 
Exton.  As  full  of  Valour  as  of  Royal  Blood, 

Both  have  I  fpilt:  On  would  the  Dud  were  goods 
For  now  the  Devil  that  told  me  I  did  well, 

Says,  that  this  Deed  is  chronicled  in  Hell. 

This  dead  King  to  the  living  King  I'll  bc?.% 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  buriaj  here.      [_Exeu>.t. 

SCENE    V. 

Flouripi     Enter  Bullingbrokf,  Yoik,  with  other  I  v-.'.s  . .Attend Ants* 

Bulling.  Uncle Torh^  the  hteft  News  we  hear, 

Is  that  the  Rebels  have  comfum'd  with  F 
Our  Town  of  Ctcefter  in  G  lone  eft  crjbire  ; 

But  whether  they  be  ta'cn  or  ilain,  we  hear  not. Enter  Northumberland. 
Welcome  my  Lord:  What  is  the  Nev 

North.  Firft  to  thy  facred  Srate  wifli  I  all  Happioefs; 
The  next  News  is,   I  have  to  London  lent 

The  Heads  of  Salisbury,  Spencer^  Blunt  and  Kent, 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  Paper  here.     [Prefentinga  Paper* 

Bulling.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  tor  thy  Pains, 
And  to  thy  Worth  will  add  right  worthy  Gains. 

Enter  Fitz-water. 
.  .Fitz..  My  Lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London 
The  Heads  of  Broccas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely ; 
Two  of  ths  dangerous  conforted  Traitors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  Overthrow, 

Bulling.  Thy  Pains,  Fitzrwater,  mail  not  be  forgot, 
Right  noble  is  thy  Merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  Percy  and  the  Bifoop  o/CarJifle. 

Percy.  The- grand  Confpirator  Abbot  of '  Weft?ninfier9 
With  clog  of  Confcience,  and  four  Melanchoily, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  Body  to  the  Grave ; 
But  here  is  Carlife>  living  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  Doom,  and  Sentence  of  his  Pride. 

Bulling.  Carlifle,  this  is  your  Doom : 
Chufe  out  fome  fecret  Place,  fame  reverend  Rood! 

V  cU.  Ill,  L  Mors 
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More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  felf: 

So  as  thou  liv'ft  in  Peace,  die  free  from  Strife. 
For  though  mine  Enemy  thou  haft  ever  been, 

High  Sparks  of  Honour  in  thee  I  have  feen. 
Enter  Exton  with  a  Coffin. 

Exton.  Groat  King,  within  this  Coffin  I  prefent 

Thy  bury'd  Fear.     Heiein  all  breathlefs  lyes 

The  mig'iitieft  of  thy  greateft  Enemies, 
Richard^oi  Bcurdeaux  by  me  hither  brought. 

Bulling.  Exton  I  thank  thee  not,   for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  Deed  of  Slaughter  with  thy  fatal  Hand, 

Upon  my  Head,  and  all  this  famous  Land. 
Exton.  From  your  own  Mouth,my  Lord,  did  I  this  Deed. 
Bulling.  They  love  not  Poifon,  that  do  Poifon  need ; 

Nor  do  I  thee,    though  I  did  wifh  him  dead; 
I  hate  the  Murtherer,  love  him  murthered. 
The  Guik  of  Confcience  take  thou  for  thy  Labour, 
But  neither  my  good  Word,  nor  princely  Favour. 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  Shades  of  Night, 
And  never  (hew  thy  Head  by  Day,  nor  Light. 
Lords,  I  proteft  my  Soul  is  full  of  Wo, 
That  Blood  mould  fprinkle  me,  and  make  me  grow. 
Come  mourn  with  me,  for  that  I  do  lament, 

And  put  on  fullen  Black  incontinent: 
I'll  make  a  Voyage  to  the  Holy-Land, 
To  wafh  this  Blood  off  from  my  guilty  Hand. 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  Mourcing  here, 
In  weeping  after  this  untimely  Bier.  [Exeunt  ornim* 
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The  Firft  Part  of 

B  E  N  R  T  W. 
With  the  Life  and  Death  of 

Henry  Sirnamed  Hot-Spur. 

ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  King  Henry*  Lord  John  0/ Lancaficrj  £zr/ 

0/*  Westmorland,  and  others. 

King  HENRY. 
O  lliaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  Ore, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  Peace  to  pant, 
And  breathe  fhort  winded  accents  of  new 

Brcils 

To  be  commene'd  in  Stronds  afar  remote: 
No  more  the  thirfty  Entrails  of  this  Soil 

Shall  damb  her  Lips  with  her  own  Childrens  Blood: 

No  more  iliall  trenching  War  channel  her  Fields, 
Nor  bruife  her  Flowrets  with  the  armed  Hoofs 

Of  Hoftile  Paces.     Thofe  oppofed  Eyes, 

Which  like  the  Meteors  of  a  troubled  Heav'n, 
All  of  one  Nature,  of  one  Subftance  bred, 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  fhock, 

L  3  And 
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And  furious  clofe  of  civil  Butchery, 
Shall  now  in  mutual  well-hefecming  Ranks 

March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  Acquaintance,  Kindred,  and  Allies; 
The  edge  of  War,  like  an  ill-fheathed  Knife, 
No  more  (hall  cut  his  Mafter.   Therefore,  Friend^ 
As  far  as  to  the  Sepulchre  of  Chrift, 
Whofe  Soldier  now,  under  whofe  bleffed  Crofs 

We  are  impreffed,  and  engag'd  to  fight, 
Forthwith  a  Power  of  Englifi  fhall  we  levy, 

Whofe  Arms  were  moulded  in  their  Mother's  Womb 
To  chafe  thefe  Pagans  in  thofe  holy  Fields, 

Over  whofe  Acres  walk'd  thofe  blelfed  Feet 
Which  fourteen  hundred  Years  ago  were  naiPd 
For  our  Advantage  on  the  bitter  Crofs, 
But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  Twelvemonth  old, 

And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go  : 
Therefore  ws  meet  not  now.     Then  let  me  hear 

Of  you  my  gentle  Coufln  Weftmorland, 
What  ycfternight  our  Council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  Expedience, 

Weft.  My  Liege,   this  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion. 
And  many  limits  of  the  Charge  fet  down 
But  yefternight:  When  all  athwart  there  came 
A  Poft  from  Wales,  loaden  with  heavy  News; 
Whofe  word  was,  That  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  Men  of  Herefordftrire  to  fight 
Againft  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  Hands  of  that  Welfiman  taken, 
And  a  thoufand  of  his  People  butchered: 
Upon  whofe  dead  Corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe, 
Such  heaftly,  fhamelefs  Transformation, 
By  thofe  Welfloivomen  done,  as  may  not  be, 
Without  much  fhame,  re-told  or  fpoken  of. 

K.Henry*  It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  Broil 
Brake  off  our  Bufinefs  for  the  Holy  Land, 

Weft.  This,  match  t  with  other  lik^;  my  gracious  Lord* 
Far  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  News 

Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  report: 
On  Holy-rood  Day,  the  gallant  Hotfvur  there. 

Young 
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Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald^ 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot> 
At  Holmedon  met,  where  they  did  fpend 
A  fad  and  bloody  Hour  : 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  Artillery 
And  fliape  of  likelihood  the  News  was  told: 

For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  Heat 
And  pride  of  their  Contention,  did  take  Horfe, 
Uncertain  of  the  IfTue  any  way. 

K.  Henry*  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  Friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  Horfe, 

Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  Soil, 
Betwixt  the  Holmedon,  and  this  Seat  of  ours : 

And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  News. 
The  Earl  of Dowglas  is  difcomfited, 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  Knights 

Balk'd  in  their  own  Blood  did  Sir  Hfalter  fee 
On  Holmedons  Plains.     Of  Prifoners,  Hot-fpur  took 
Mordake  Earl  of  Fife,  and  elded  Son 
To  beaten  Dowglas,  and  the  Eail  of  Athol, 
Of  Murry,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 
And  is  not  this  an  Honourable  Spoil? 
A  gallant  Prize?  Ha,  Coufin,  is  it  not?  In  faith  it  is. 

Wefi.  A  Conqueft  for  a  Prince  to  boaft  of. 

IC  Henry.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,  and  makTtme/in, 
In  envy,  that  my  Lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  Father  of  fo  bleft  a  Son  ; 

A  Son,  who  is  the  Thcim  of  Honour's  Tongue: 
Among  ft  a  Grove,  the  very  ftreighteft  Plant, 

Who  is  fweet  Fortune's  Minion,  and  her  Pride: 
Whilft  I  by  looking  on  the  Praife  of  hira, 
See  Riot  and  Dishonour  ftain  the  Brow 

Of  my  young  Harry,     O  that  it  could  be  prov'd, 

Tnat  fome  Night-tripping  Fairy  h^d  exchanged, 
In  Cradle  Cloaths,  our  Children  where  they  lay, 

Aid  call'd  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet; 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine: 
But  let  him  from  my  Thoughts,     What  think  you3  Coz, 

Of  this  young  Percy's  Pride?  The  Prifoners, 
Which  he  in  this  Adventure  hath  "furpriz'd, 

L  4  To 
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To  his  own  ufc  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  Wcrd 
I  fhal!  have  none  but  Mordake  Earl  of  Fife. 

Wsjl.  This  is  his  Uncles  teaching,  this  is  Worcefter, 

Malevolent  to  you  in  all  Afpec~h ; Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  brittle  up 
The  creft.  of  Youth  againft  your  Dignity. 

K>  Henry.  Bat  I  have  fern  for  him  to  anfwer  this; 
And  for  this  Caufe  a  while  we  muft  neglect 
Our  holy  Purpofe  to  Jerufakm. 
Coufin,  on  V/edmfday  next,  our  Council  we  will  hold 
At  WindfoTy  fo  intorm  the  Lords, 
But  come  your  feif  with  Speed  to  us  again ; 
For  more  is  to  be  laid,  and  to  bedone, 
Than  out  of  Anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weft.  I  will,  my  Liege.  \Exettnu 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Henry  Prince  of  Wales,    and  Sir  John  FalftafF, 

Fa!.  Now  Hal,  what  time  of  Day  is  it,  Lad? 
P.  Henry.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  of  old 

Sack  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  Supper,  and  fleeping  up- 
on Benches  in  the  Afternoon,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to 

demand  that  truly,  which  thou  wouldft  truly  know.  What 
a  Devil  haft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  Day?  unlefs 
Hours  were  Cups  of  Sack,  and  Minutes  Capons,  and 
Clocks  the  Tongues  of  Bawds,  and  Dials  the  Signs  of 
Leaping-Hotifes,  and  the  bleiTed  Sun  himfelf  a  fair  hot 

Wench  in  FLme-colour'd  Taifata,  I  fee  noRcafon  why  thou 
flrouldft  be  fo  fuperfluous,  to  demand  the  time  of  the  Day. 

FaU  Indeed  you  come  near  cie  now,  Hal.  For  we  that 
take  Purfes,  go  by  the  Moon  and  feven  Stars,  and  not 
by  Phoebusy  he,  that  wandring  Knight  fo  fair.  And  I 
pray  thee,  fweet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King,  as  God  fave 
thy  Grace,  Majefty  J  ftiould  fay,  for  Grace  thou  wilt- 
have  none. 

P.  Henry.  What!  none? 
Fal.  No,  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to  he  Prologue  to  an 

Egg  and  Butter, 
P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry*  Well,  how  then?  Come  roundly,  roundly. 

Fal.  Marry  then,  fweet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King,  let 

not  us  that  are  Squires  of  the  Night's  Body,  be  cali'd 
Thieves  of  the  Day's  Beauty.  Let  us  be  Dianas  Foreilcrs, 
Gentlemen  of  the  Shade,  Minions  of  the  Moon;  and 

let  Men  fay,  we  be  Men  of  good  Government,  being  go- 
verned as  the  Sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft  Miftrefs  the 

Moon,  under  whofe  Countenance  we  ftea?. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay'ft  well,  and  it  holds  well  too;  forthe 
Fortune  of  us  that  are  the  Moon's  Men,  doth  ebb  and  flow 

like  the  Sea,  being  govern'd  as  the  Sea  is,  by  the  Moon, 
As  for  Proof, now:  A  Purfe  of  Gold  moil  refoluteiyfnatch'd 
on  Monday  Night,  and  mod  diffolutely  fpent  on  Tttcfday 
Morning;  got  with  fwearing,  Laid  by;  and  fpent  with  cry- 

ing, Bring  in:  Now  in  as  low  an  Ebb,  as  the  Foot  of  the  Lad- 
der ;  and  by  and  by  in  as  hbh  a  flow  as  the  rice  of  the  Gallows. 

Fal.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Lad :  And  is  not  my  Hoirefs  of the  Tavern  a  moft  fweet  Wench  ? 

P.  Henry.   As  is  the  Honey,    my  old  Lad  of  the  Caflle; 
and  is  not  a  Buff-Jerkin  a  moft  fweet  Robe  of  durance? 

Fal.   How,  how?    How  now  mad  Wag?   What  in  thy 
Quips  and  thy  Quiddities?   What  a  plague  have  I  to  i 
with  a  Buff-Jerkin? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  Pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  Ho- 
ftefs  of  the  Tavern? 

Fal.  Well,   thou  haft  cali'd  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a time  and  oft, 

P.  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  Part? 

Fal.  No,  I'll  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  all  there. 
P.  Henry.    Yea,   and  elfewhere,  fo  far  as  my  Coin  would 

ftretch,  and  where  it  would  not,  I  have  us'd  my  Credit, 
Fal.  Yea,    and  fo  us'd   it,   that  were  it    here   apparent, 

that  thou  art  Heir  apparent   But  I  prithee  fweet  Wag, 
fhall  there  be  Gallows  {landing  in  England  when  thou  art 

King?   and  Refolution  thns  fobb'd  as  it  ic,  with  tie  ruily curb  of  old  Father  Antick  the  Law?    Do  not  ihou  when 

thou  art  a  King,  hang  a  Thief. 
P.  Henry.   No,  thou  fhalt. 

Fal.  Shall  I?  O  rare  f  1*11  be  a  brave  Judge. 
P.  Henry.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already  ;  1  mean,  then  fhslt 

have 
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have the  hanging  of  the  Thieves,  and  (o  become  a  rareHangman 
Fal.  Well,  Hal,  well;  and  in  fame  fort  it  jumps  with 

my  Humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Court,  I  can  tell  you. 
P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  Suits? 
FaL  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  Suits,  whereof  the  Hang- 

man hath  no  lean  Wardrobe.  I  am  as  melancholly  as  a 

Gyb-Car,  or  a  lugg'd  Bear, 

P.  lienry.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a  Lover's  Lute. 
FaL  Yea,  or  the  Drone  of  a  Lincolnjhire  Bagpipe. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  a  Hare,  or  the  Melancho- 
ly of  Moor-Ditch? 
Fal.  Thau  haft  the  moil  linfavoury  Similes,  and  art  indeed 

the  mod  comparative  raf called  fweet  young  Prince.  But, 
Hal,  I  prithee  trouble  me  no  more  with  Vanity;  I  would 
thou  and  I  knew,  where  a  Commodity  of  good  Names  were 
to  be  bought:  An  old  Lord  of  the  Council  rated  me  the 

other  Day  in  the  Street  about  you,  Sir;  but  I  rcaik'd  him 
nor,  and  yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely,  but  I  regarded  him  nor, 
and  yet  he  talk'd  wifely,  and  in  the  Street  too. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  didft  well;  for  no  Man  regards  it. 
Fal.  O,  thou  haft  damnable  Iteration,  and  art  indeed  a- 

ble  to  corrupt  a  Saint.  Thou  Jiaft  done  much  harm  unto 
me,  Hal,  God  forgive  thee  for  ir.  Before  I  knew  ikee9Hat, 
I  knew  nothing;  and  now  I  am,  if  a  Man  mould  fpeak truly, 
little  better  than  one  of  the  Wicked.  I  mud  give  over  this 
Life,  and  I  will  give  it  over;  andM  do  not,  I  am  a  Villain. 

I'll  be  damned  for  never  a  King's  Son  in  Chriftendom. 
P.  Henry.  Where  mall  we  take  a  Purfe  to  Morrow,  Jackl 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt,  Lad,  I'll  make  one;  and  I  do 
not,  call  me  Villain,  and* baffle  me. 

P.  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  Amendment  of  Life  in  thee,  from 

Praying  to  PurTe-taking. 

FaL  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  Vocation,  Hal,  'Tis  no  fin  for 
a  Man  to  labour  in  his  Vocatior. 

Enter  Poins. 

Poms.  Now  (hall  we  know  if  Gads-hill  havefet  a  Watch. 
O,  if  Men  were  to  be  faved  by  Merit;  what  Hole  in  Hell 

were  hot  enough  for  him?  This  is  the  mod  omnipotent 

Yilain,  that  ever  ciy'd,  Stand,  to  a  true  Man. 
P.  Henry.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 
Pvins.  Good  imrrow,   fweet  Hal.    What  fays  Monfieur 
■  Remorfel 
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Refflorfe?  What  fays  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugar?  Jac\l 
How  agrees  the  Devil  and  thee  about  thy  Soul,  that  thou 
foldefl:  him  on  Good-Friday  laft,  for  a  Cup  of  Maderay 

and  a  cold  Capon's  Leg? 
P.  Henry.  Sir^/wftands  to  his  Word,the  Devil  (hall  have 

his  Bargain,  far  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  Proverbs ; 
He  ivdl  give  the  Devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  Word  with the  Devil. 

P.  Henry.  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the  CeviJ. 
Poins.  But,  my  Lads,  my  Lads,  to  morrow  Morning,  by 

four  a  Clock  early  at  Gads~HUl>  there  are  Pilgrims  going  to 
Canterbury  with  rich  Offerings,  and  Traders  ridirg  to 
London  with  fat  Purfes.  ,  I  have  Vizards  for  you  all;  you 
have  Horfcs  for  your  felvcs;  Gads-Hill  lyes  to  Nigl  c  in  Ro- 
chefier,  I  have  berpoke  Supper  to  morrow  in  Eafi-cheap\  we 
may  do  it  as  fecure  as  flcep:  If  you  will  go,  I  will  fluff 
your  Purfes  full  of  Crowns;  if  you  will  nor,  tarry  at  home 

and  be  hang'd. 
Pal.    Hear  ye  Yedward,    if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go  nor, 

Til  hang  you  for  going. 
Poins.  You  will,  Chops. 
FaL  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one? 
P.  Henry.  Who,   [  rob?  I  a  Thief?  not  I. 

FaL  There's  neither  Honefty,  Minhood,norgor>dK-I!ow- 
fhip  in  thee,   nor  thou  cirrVft  not  of  the  Blood  Roya  ,    if 

thou  dar'ft  not  (land  for  ten  Shillings. 
P.  Henry.  Well  then,  once  in  my  DaysFil  be  a  mad  cap. 

'  FaL  Why,  that's  well  Paid. 
P.  Flenry.  Well,  come  whit  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 
FaL  1*11  be  a  Traitor  then,  when  thou  art  King. 
P,  Henry,  I  care  nor. 
Poins.  Sir  John,  I  prithee  leave  the  Prince  and  me  alone, 

I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  P^eafons  for  this  Adventure,  that 
he  (hall  go. 

FaL  Well,  may'ft  thouhave  the  Spirit  of  Ferfuafion,  and 

he  the  Ears  of  profiting;  that  what  thou  fp.ak'fr,  may 
move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believed;  that  the  true 
Prince  may,  for  Recreation  fake,  prove  a  falfe  Tnief ;  for 
the  poor  Abufcs  of  the  time,  want  Countenance.  FareweJ, 
you  mall  find  me  in  Eajl-cksn^ 

P.  Henry, 
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P.  Henry.  Farewel  the  latter  Spring.     Farewel  allhollown 
Summer.  [Exit  Fal. 

Poms*  Now,  my  good  fweet  hony  Lord,  ride  with  us  to 
morrow.  I  have  a  Jeft-  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  manage  a 

lone.  Falflaff'y  Harvey,  Roffily  and  Gads-Hill,  mall  rob 
thofe  Men  that  we  have  already  way-laid ;  your  felf  and  I 
will  not  be  there;  and  when  they  have  the  Booty,  if 
you  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  Head  from  my  Shoulders. 

P.  Henry*  But  how  (hall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting  forth  ? 
Poms,  Why,  we  will  fee  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 

appoint  them  a  Place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  plea- 
fure  to  fal;  and  then  will  they  venture  upon  the  Exploit 

themfelves,  which  they  have  no  fooner  atchiev'd,  but  we'll 
let  upon  them. 

P.  Henrj.  Ay  but  'tis  like  that  they  will  know  us  by  our  Hor- 
hs,  by  our  Haoits,  and  by  every  other  Appointment  to  be  our 
felves. 

Poms.  Tut,  our  Horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  I'lltye  them 
in  the  Wood;  our  Vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leave 
them;  and  Sirrah,  I  have  Cafts  of  Buckram  for  the  nonce, 
to  irnmask  our  noted  outward  Garments. 

P.  Henry*  But  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 
Poins.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as  true 

bred  Cowards  as  ever  turn'd  back;  and  for  the  third,  if 

he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  Reafon,  I'll  forfwear  Arms. 
The  virtue  of  this  Jeft  will  be,  the  incomprehenfibJe  Lies 
that  this  fat  Rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at  Supper; 
how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought  with,  what  Words,  what 
Blows,  what  Extremities  he  endured;  and  in  the  Reproof 

of  this,  lyes  the  Jeft. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee,  provide  us  all  things 
recefifary,  and  meet  me  to  morrow  Night  in  Eafi-cheap^  there 

I'll  fup.  Farewel. 
Poins.  Farewel,  my  Lord.  \_Exit  Poins. 
P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 

The  unyoak'd  Humour  of  your  Idlenefs; 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  Sun, 

Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  Clouds 
To  (mother  up  his  Beauty  from  the  World; 
That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfeif, 

Bci  "«g  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at, 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  Mifts  Of 
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Of  Vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  Year  were  playing  Holidays, 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work; 

But  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifht-for  come. 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  incidents. 
So  when  this  loofe  Behaviour  I  throw  off, 

And  pay  the  Debt  I  never  prccnifed ; 
By  how  much  better  than  my  Word  I  am, 
By  fo  much  fhall  I  falflfie  Mens  Hopes; 
And  like  bright  Metal  on  a  f       M        ;rd 

My  Reformation  glittering  o'er  rr  y  Fault 
Shall  fhew  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  Eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  Soil  to  fet  it  off. 

I'll  fo  offend,  to  make  Offence  a  Skill, 
Redeeming  time,  when  Men  think  leaft  I  will.  [  Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hot-fpur, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 

K.  Henry.  My  Blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 
Unapt  to  ftir  at  thefe  Indignities, 
And  you  have  found  me;  for  accordingly, 
You  tread  upon  my  Patience:  But  be  fure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  (elf, 

Mighty,  and  to  be  fcar'd,  then  my  Condition, 
Which  hath  been  fmocth  as  Oil,  loft  ss  young  Down, 
And  therefore  Joil  the  Title  of  RefpeCt, 
Which  the  proud  never  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor.  Our  Houfe,  my  Soveraign  Liege,  little  deferves 
The  Scourge  of  Greatnefs  to  be  ufed  on  it, 
And  that  fame  Greatnefs  too,  which  cur  own  Hands 
Have  holp  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  Lord   . 
K.  Henry.  Worcefter  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  fee 

Danger  aid  Difobedience  in  thine  Eye. 
O  Sir,  your  Prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  Frontier  of  a  Servant  Brow, 

You 
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You  have  good  Leave  to  leave  us.     When  we  need 
Your  Ufe  and  CounfeLwe  fhall  fend  for  you.  [Exit  Worcefter. 

You  were  about  to  ("peak.  [To  Northumberland* North.  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 
Thofe  Prifaners  in  your  Highnefs  Name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 

Were,  as  he  fiys,  not  with  fuch  Strength  deny'd 
As  was  delivered  to  your  Majefty ; 
Who  either  through  Envy,  or  Mifprifion, 
Was  guilty  of  this  Fault,  and  not  my  Son, 

Hot.  My  Liege,  I  did  deny  no  Prifoners. 
But,  I  remember  when  the  Fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  with  Rage,  and  extream  Toil, 
Breathlefs,  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  Sword, 

Came  there  a  certain  Lord,  neat  and  trimly  drefs'dj 
Frefh  as  a  Bridegroom,  and  his  Chin  new  reap'd, 
Shew'd  like  a  Stubble  Land  at  Harveft  home. 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  Milliner, 

And  'twixt  his  Finger  and  his  Thumb,  he  held 
A  Pouncet  Box,  which  ever  and  anon 

He  gave  his  Nofe,  and  took't  away  again; 
Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  therfc, 

Took  it  in  Snuff.     And  dill  he  fmiFd  and  talk'd ; 
And  as  the  Soldiers  bare  dead  Bodies  by, 

He  call'd  them  untaught  Knaves,  unmannerly. To  bring  a  fl  wenly,  unhandfome  Coarfe 
Betwixt  the  Wind,  and  his  Nobility. 
•With  many  Holiday  and  Lady  Terms 

He  queftion'd  me:  Among  the  reft,  demanded 
My  Prifoners,  in  your  Majefty's  behalf. 
I  then,  ali-fmming  with  my  Wounds,  being  cold, 
To  be  fo  peftered  with  a  Popingay, 
Out  of  my  Gnef,  and  my  Impatience, 

Anfwer'd,  ne^'ectingly,  I  know  not  what, 
He  fhould  or  fhouJd  not;  for  he  made  me  mad, 
To  fee  him  fhine  fo  brisk,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 
And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-Gentlewoman, 
Of  Guns,  and  Drum?,  and  Wounds;   God  fave  the  Mark; 

And  telling  me,  the  Soveraign'il:  thing  on  Earth 
Was  Parmaeity,  for  an  inward  Bruife ; 
And  that  it  was  great  Pity,  fo  it  was, 

Thafi 
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That  villainous  Salt-peter  mould  be  digg'd Out  of  the  Bowels  of  the  harmlefs  Earth, 

Which  many  a  good  tall  Fellow  had  deftroy'd 
So  cowardly.     And  but  for  thefe  vile  Guns 
He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  Soldier. 
This  bald,  unjointcd  Chat  of  his,  my  Lord, 
Made  me  to  anfwer  indirectly,  as  I  laid. 
And  I  befeech  you,  let  not  this  Report 
Come  currant  for  an  Accufation, 
Betwixt  my  Love  and  your  high  Majcfty, 

Blunt.  The  Circumftance  confidcr'd,  good  my  Lord, 
What;-  ever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid, 
To  f  eh  a  PeiTon,  and  in  fuch  a  Place, 
At  fuch  a  Time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 
May  reafonably  die,  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

K.  Henry.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  hisPrifoners, 
But  with  Provifo  and  Exception, 
That  we  at  our  own  Charge,  fhallranfcm  ftreight 
His  Brother-in-Law,  the  foolifti  Mortimer* 

Who,  in  my  Soul,  hath  wilfully  bctray'd 
The  Lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight, 

Againft  the  great  Magiciar,  damn'd  Glendower, 
Whofe  Daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  Earl  of  March 

Hath  lately  marry'd.     ShaU  our  Coffers  then 
Be  empty'd,  to  redeem  a  Traitor  home? 
Shall  we  buy  Treafon  ?  and  indent  with  Fears, 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 
No;  on  the  barren  Mountains  let  him  ftarve  ; 

For  I  mall  never  hold  that  Man  my  Friend, 
Whofe  Tongue  lliall  ask  me  for  one  Penny  Coft: 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot,  Revolted  Mortimer  I 

He  never  did  fall  off,  my  Soveraign  Liege, 
But  by  the  Chance  of  War;  to  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  Tongue,  for  all  thofe  Wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  Wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn  $  Sedgie  Bank, 
In  Angle  Oppofition  Hand  to  Hand  t 
He  did  confound  the  bell  part  of  an  Hour 

I* 
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In  changing  Hardiment  with  great  Glendower: 

Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  drink 
Upon  agreement  of  fwift  Severn  %  Flood; 
Who  then  affrighted  with  their  bloody  Looks, 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  Reeds, 
And  hid  his  crifped  Head  in  a  hollow  Bank, 
B!ood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  Combatants. 
Never  did  bafe,  and  rotten  Policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  Wounds  ; 
Nor  ever  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly; 

Then  let  him  not  be  (lander'd  with  Revolt. 
K.  Henry,  Thou  doft  belie  him,  Percy  ,  thou  doft  belie  him ; 

He  never  did  encounter  with  Giendower ; 
I  tell  thee>  he  durft  as  well  have  met  the  Devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Giendower  for  an  Enemy. 

Art  thou  not  afham'd  f  But,  Sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  Pnfoners  with  the  fpeedieft  Means, 
Or  you  mail  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  difpleafe  ye.     My  Lord  Northumberland 
We  licenfe  your  Departure  with  your  Son. 

Send  us  your  Prifoners,or  you'll  hear  of  it.  [ExitK.  Henrys Hot.  And  if  the  Devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them.     I  will  after  ftreight 
And  tell  him  fo;  for  I  will  eafe  my  Heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  Head. 

North.  Whit,  drunk  withCholer?  ftay  and  paufe  a  while, 
Here  comes  your  Uncle.  [Enter  Worcefter^ 

Hot*   Speak  cf  Mortimer7? 
Yes,  I  will  fpeak  of  him,  and  let  my  Soul 
Want  Mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him. 

In  his  behalf,  I'll  empty  all  thofe  Veins, 

And  fried  my  dear  Blood  Drop  by  Drop  i'th'  Duft, 
But  t  will  lift  the  downfall'^  Mortimer 

As  high  i'th5  Air  as  this  unthaakful  King, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bullingbroke. 

Ndrth.  Brother,  the  King  hath  made  your  Nephew  mad. 

[To  Worcefter. 
TVor.  Who  ft  rook  this  Heat  tip  after  I  was  gone? 
Hot.  He  will,  forfooth,  have  all  my  Prifoners: 

And  when  I  urg'd  the  Ranforn  once  agaia  Oi 
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Of  my  Wif-'s  Brother,  then  his  Cheek  look'd  palej 

And  on  my  Face  he  turn'd  an  Eye  of  Death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  Name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him;  was  he  not  proclaim'd 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  Blood  ? 

North.  He  was:  I  heard  the  Proclamation; 

And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(Whofe  Wrongs  in  us,  God  pardon)  did  fet  forih) 
Upon  his  frijb  Expedition ; 
From  whence,  he  intercepted,  did  return 

To  be  depos'd,  and  fhonly  muithered. 
Wor.  And  for  whofe  Death,  we  in  the  World's  wide  Mouth 

Live  fo  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fboken  of. 
,  Hot.  But  foft,  T  pray  you;  did  King  Richard  then 

Proclaim  my  Brother  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  Crown? 

North.  He  did;  my  felf  did  hear  it. 
Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  Coudn  King, 

That  wifh'd  him  on  the  barren  Mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  (hall  it  be,  that  you  that  fet  the  Crown 
Upon  the  Heid  of  this  forgetful  Man, 
And  for  his  fake  wore  the  detefted  Blot 

Of  munherous  Subornations?  Shall  it  be, 

That  you  a  World  of  Curfts  undergo, 

Being  the  Agents,  or  bafe  fecond  Mean?, 
The  Cords,  the  Ladder,  or  the  Hangnun  rather? 
O  pardon,  if  that  I  defcend  fo  low, 
To  (hew  the  Lire,  and  the  Predicament 

Wherein  you  range  under  this  fub;Je  King. 
Shall  it  for  Shame,  be  fpoken  in  thefe  Days, 
Or  fill  up  Chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  Men  of  your  Nobilicy  and  Power, 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjuft  behalf, 
As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it,  have  done^ 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  Rofej 
And  plant  this  Thorn,  this  Canker  ttilUngbroke\ 
And  fhall  it  in  more  Shame  be  further  fpoken, 

That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded  and  fhook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  Shames  ye  underwent? 
No;  yet  Time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifVd  Honours,  and  reftore  your  felves- 
Vol.  IIL  M  Lito 
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Into  the  go;  d  Thoughts  of  the  World  again. 

Revenge  the  jeering  and  d?fdain'd  Contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  Day  and  Night 
To  anftver  a!i  the  Debt  he  owes  unto  you, 
Even  with  the  bloody  Payments  of  your  Deaths: 

7  herefore  I  fay   — - 
War.  Peace,  Coufir?,  fay  no  more. 

Ad  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  Book, 
And  to  your  quick  conveying  Difcontents, 

I'll  read  you  Matter,  deep  and  dangerous, 
As  full  of  Peril  and  adventurous  Spirit, 

As  to  o'er-walk  a  Current,  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unftedfaft  footing  of  a  Spear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  Night,  or  fink  or  fwim: 
Send  Danger  from  the  Eafi  ur.to  the  Weft, 
So  Honour  crofs  in  from  the  North  to  South, 

And  let  them  grapple:  The  Blood  more  flirs 

To  rowze  a  Lion,  than  to  ftart  a  Ha*e. 
North*  Imagination  of  fome  great  Exploit, 

Drives  him  beyond  the  Bounds  of  Patience. 

Hot.  By  Heav'n,  methinks  it  were  an  eafie  Leap, 
To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  Moon, 
Or  dive  into  the  Bottom  of  the  Deep, 
Where  F,idom-Iine  could  never  touch  the  Ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  Honour  by  the  Locks : 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  Co-rival,  all  her  Dignities; 

But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  Fellowfhip. 
Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  Figures  here, 

But  not  the  Form  of  what  he  fliould  attend. 

Good  Ccufin  give  me  Audience  for  a  while. 
And  lift  to  me. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  Mercy. 
TVor.  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots 

That  are  your  Prifoners  — — 
Hot.  Vil  keep  them  all. 

By  Heav'n,  he  ftiall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them* 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  Soul,  he  fhsll  not. 

I'll  keep  them,  by  this  Hand. 
Wor.  You  ftart  away, 

And  lend  no  Ear  unto  my  Purpofes. 
Thofi 
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Thofe  Prifoners  you  fhall  keep. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will;  that's  flat: He  faid  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer: 

Forbad  my  Tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer* 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lyes  afleep, 
And  in  h;s  Ear  111  holla*  Mortimer. 

Nay,  I'll  have  a  Starling  fliall  be  taught  to  fpcak 
Nothing  but  Mortimery  and  give  it  him, 
To  kerp  his  Anger  flill  in  Motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you,  Coufin:  A  Word. 
Hot.  A!l  Studies  here  I  folemnly  defie, 

Save  how  to  gall  and'  pinch  this  Bullingbroke: 
And  that  fame  Sword  and  Buckler,  Prince  of  Wales  ̂  
But  that  I  think  his  Father  loves  him  nor, 

And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  Mifchance, 

I  would  have  poifon'd  him  with  a  Pot  of  A!c. 
Wor.  Farewel,  Kinfman;  I'll  ta;k  to  you 

When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 
North.  Why  what  a  wafp-tongu'd  and  impatient  Fool 

Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  Woman's  Mood, 
Tying  thine  Ear  to  no  Tongue  but  thine  own? 

Hot.  Why  look  you, T  amwhiptand  fcourg'd  with  Rods, 
Nettled,  and  flung  with  Pi/mires,  when  i  hear 
Of  this  vile  Politician  Bullingbroke. 

In  Richard'stimz   -what  d'ye  call  the  Place?-— 

A  Plague  upon't*   it  is  in  GlocefterJJrire  — 
'Twas  where  the  Madcap  Duke  his  Uncle  kept*   . 
His  Uncle  Tork^   where  I  firfl  bow'd  my  Knee 
Unto  this  King  of  Smiles,  this  Bullingbroke ; 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenfynrg. 

North.  At  Barkley  Caftle. 
Hot.  You  fay  true  : 

VVhy  what  a  gaudy  deal  of  Courtefie 
This  fawning  Greyhound  then  did  proffer  me! 

Look^iTen'his infant  Fortune  came  to  Age,   ■ 
And  gentle  Harry  Percy  -^— and  kind  Coufin   » 
O,  the  the  Devil  take  fuch  Cozeners   -God  forgive  ffifi  — 
Good  Uncle  tell  your  Tale,  for  If  have  done. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  hive  not,  to't  again, 
jlVe'l!  flay  your  Leiiure. 
!    Heh  I  have  do:.@,  Jnfooth. 

M  %  If  of* 
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Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottifh  Pri Toners. 

Deliver  than  up  without  their  Rar.fom  ftrdght, 
And  make  the  Dowglafs  Son  your  only  Mean 
For  Powers  in  Scotland;  which  for  divers  Reafons 

Which  I  fhall  fend  you  written,  be  ailur'd 
V/ill  eafily  be  granted  you,  my  Lord, 

Your  Sjn  in  Scotland  being  thus  cmploy'd, 
Shall  fecrcry  into  the  Bofom  creep 

Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov'd, 
The  Arch-Biftiop. 

Hot.  6f  Torks  is't  not? 
Wor,  True,  who  bears  hard 

His  Brother's  Death  at  Briftow,  the  Lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  Eftimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  down, 
And  only  flays  but  to  behold  the  Face 
Of  thit  Occafion  that  (hall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  frnell  it. 

Upon  my  Life,  it  will  do  wondrous  weJJ. 

North.  Before  the  Game's  a  Foot,  thou  ftill  lett'ft  flip. 
Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  chufe  but  be  a  noble  Plot, 

And  then  the  Power  of  Scotland,  and  of  Tork^ 
(To  join  with  Mortimer ;  ha! 

Wor.  And  fo  they  ill  all. 

Hot.  In  faith  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 
Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  Reafon  bids  us  fpeed, 

To  fave  our  Heads,  by  railing  of  a  Head: 
For,  bear  our  felves  as  even  as  we  can, 

The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  Debt, 

And  think  we  think  our  felves  unfatisfy'd, 
'Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  Strangers  to  his  Looks  of  Love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 
Wor.  Couiln,  farewel.     No  further  go  in  this, 

Than  I  by  Letters  iliall  direci  your  Courfe; 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  fuddenly, 

I'll  fteal  to  Glendower,  and  Lord  Mortimer, 
Where  you,  and  Dowglafs,  and  pur  Powers  at  once, 
As  I  will  faihion  it,  fhali  happily  meet, 

To 
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To  bear  our  Fortunes  in  our  own  flrong  Arm?, 
Wisich  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewel,   good  Brother,  we  lhail  thrive,  I  truft. 
Hot.  Uncle,  adieu  :  O  let  the  Hours  be  ftiort, 

'Till  Fields,  and  Blows,  and  Groans  applaud  our  Sport. 

\_Exeuxt. 

A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  a   Carrier  with  a  Lanthorn  in  his  Hand. 

i  C^r.TTEigh   ho,    an't    be   not  four    by  the  Day  I'll 
XX   be    hang'd.      Charles    warn    is  over    the  new 

Chimney,  and  yet  our  Horfc  noc  packt.     What,  Oftler? 
Oft.  Anon,  anon. 

!       i  Car.    I    prithee    Tom,     beat  Cuts  Saddle,    put  a  few 
Flocks  in  the  Poiit:    The  poor  Jade  is  wrung  in   the  Wi- thers, out  of  all  c^fs. 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

2.  Car.   Peafe  and  Beans  are  as  dark  here  as  a  Do?,  and 
this  is  the  next   way   to  give  poor  Jades  the  Borsr'rhs 
Houfe  is  turn'd  upfide  down,  fince  Rolpm  the  O/lJer  dy>d i  Car.    Poor  Fellow  never  joy'd  fince  the  Price  of  Oats rofe,  it  was  the  Death  of  him. 

2  Car.    I  think  this  is  the  rmft    villainous  Houfe  m  all 
London  Road  for  F.'eas:  I  am  ftung  {ike  a  Tench. 
I      i  Car.  Like  a  Tench?  There's  ne'er  a  King  in  Cfirfflen- dom,  could  be  better  bit,  than  I  have  been  fince  the  fi,ft iCock. 

|  2  Car.  Why,  you  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  Jourden,  2nd 
jthen i  we  leak  in  your  Chimney :  And  yo*ir  Chamberlye preeds  Heaslike  ajjoach.  ' 

i  Car.  What  Oftler,  come  away,  and  be  hang'd,  come 

la  Car.  I.  have  a  Gammon  of  Bacon,  and  two.  Riz-s  of 
Jinger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing-Crofs. 

Vh«  Oftler?    A  Plague  on  thee,  M  thou  never  an  Eve 
n  thy  Head?    Canft  not  hear?    And 'twere  not  *i  eood  « M.3  D=«i 
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Deed  as  chink,  to  break  the  Pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  Vil- 

lain.    Come  and  be  hang'd,  haft  no  Faith  in  thee? 
Enter  Gads-Hill. 

Gads.  Good  Morrow,  Carriers.     What's  a  Clock? 
Car.  I  thii  k  it  be  two  a  Clock. 

Gads.  I  prithee  lend  me  thy  Lanthorn,  to  fee  my  Geld- 

ing in  the  Stable. 
i  Car,  Nay,  foft  I  pray  ye,  I  know  a  Trick  worth  two 

of  that. 

Gads.  I  prithee  lend  me  thine. 

i  Car.  Ay,  when,  canft  tell?  Lend  me  thy  Lanthorn, 

quoth  a!  marry  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 
Gads.  Sirrah,  Carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come 

to  London* 

2  Car.   Time  enoug'n  to  go  to  Bed  with   a  Candle,  I 
warrant  thee.     Come  Neighbour  Mttgges,  we'll  call  up  the 
Gentlemen,  they  will  along  with  Company,   for  they  have 
great  Charge.  *  [Ex. Carriers. 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Gads.  What  ho,  Chamberlain? 

Chamb.  At  hand,  quoth  Pick-Purfe. 

Gads.  That's  even  as  fair,  as  at  hand,  quoth  the  Cham- 
berlain; for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of  Purfes, 

than  giving  Direction  doth  from  labouring.  Thou  lay'ft 
the  Plor,  how. 

Chamb.  Good  morrow  Mafter  Gads-hill,  it  holds  cur- 

rant that  I  told  you  yefternight.  There's  a  Franklin  in  the 
wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred  Marks  with 
him  in  Gold;  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  Company 
lafl:  N?ght  at  Supper;  a  kind  of  Auditor,  one  that  hath 

abundance  of  Charge  too,  God  knows  what;  they  are  up 
already,  and  call  for  Eggs  and  Batter.  They  will  away 
prefeotly. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  S.  Nicholas  Clarks, 

I'll  ̂ ive  thee  this  Neck. 

Chamb.  No,  I'il  none  of  it :  I  prithee  keep  that  for  the 
Hangman,  for  I  know  thou  wormipp'ir.  S,  Nicholas  as 
truly  as  a  Man  of  Fajfnood  may. 

Gads.  What  talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  the  Hangman?  If  I 
hang  111  make  a  fat  Pair  of  Gallows.  For  if  I  hang, 

old  Sir  John  hangs  with   me,    and  thou  know'ft  he's  no Starveling 
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Starveling.  Tut,  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou 

dream'ft  not  of,  the  which,  for  Sport  fake,  are  content  to 
do  the  Profeffion  fome  Grace ;  that  would,  if  Matters 

fhould  be  look'd  into,  for  their  own  Credit  fake,  m3ke 
all  whole.  I  am  join'd  with  no  Foot-Land- Rakers,  no 
Long-Staff  fix  Penny  Strikers,  none  of  thofe  mad  Mufta- 

chio-purpIe-hu'd-Milt'Worms  but  with  Nobihryard  Tran- 
quility; Burgomafters,  and  great  Oneverf,  fuch  as  can  hold 

in,  fuch  as  will  flrike  fooner  thmfpeak;  ad  fpedk  Goner 
than  drink,  a.d  drink  fooner  than  pray;  and  yet  I  lye, for 
they  pray  continually  unto  their  Saint  the  Common- wealth; 
or  rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her;  for  they 
ride  up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their  Boot?. 

Chcimb.  What,  the  Common-vveakh  their  Booti?  Will 
fhe  hold  out  Water  in  foul  Way  ? 

Gads.  She  will,  fhe  will;  Juflice  hath  liquor'd  her. 
We  fteaJ,  as  in  a  Caftle,  Cock-fuie;  we  have  the  Receipt  of 
Fern-feed,  we  walk  invifible. 

Chamb.  Nay,  I  think  rather,  you  are  more  beholding 
to  the  Ni^ht,  rhan  the  Fern-feed,  for  your  Wa, king  invifible. 

Gads.  Give  me  thy  Hand. 
Thou  (halt  have  a  Share  in  our  Purpofr, 
As  I  am  a  true  Man. 

Chamb.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,as  you  are  a  falfe  Thief. 
Gads.  Go  to,  Homo  is  a  common  Name  to  all  M  . 

Bid  the  Oftler  bring  the  Gtldmg  out  of  the  Stable*. 
Farewel,  ye  muddy  Knave.  [£**##£. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  Poins  and  Peto. 

Poms.   Come  Shelter,  Shelter,    I  have  removed  Falftajfs 

Horfe,  and  he  frc-s  like  a  gurnm'd  Velvet. 
P.  Henry.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Tal.  Poins,  Poins,  and  be  hang'd  Poins. 
P.Henry.  Peace  ye  frtt-kidney'd  Rafcai,  what  a  bawling  deft 

thou  keep  ? 
Fal.  What  Poins,  Hall 

M  4.  Prina. 
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Privet.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  Top  of  the  Hill,  I'll  go feek  him. 

Fal.  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  Thief's  Company:  That 
Rafcal  hath  removed  my  Horfe,  and  ty'd  him  I  know  not 
where.  If  I  travel  but  four  Foot  by  the  Square  further 

afoot,  I  fha'l  break  my  Wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  Death  for  all  this,  if  I  'fcape  hanging  for  killing 
that  Rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his  Company  hourly  any 
time  this  two  and  twenty  Year,  and  yet  I  ambewitcht  with 

the  Rogue's  Company.  If  the  Rafcal  have  not  given  me 
Medicines  to  make  me  love  him,  I'll  be  hang'd,  it  could 
not  be  elfe;  I  ha  e  drunk  Medicines.  Poms,  Hal,  a 

Plag'ie  upon  you  both.  Bardolph,  Peto;  1*11  ftarve  e'er  I 
rob  a  Foot  further.  And  'twere  not  as  good  a  Deed  as  to 
drink,  to  turn  True-man,  and  to  leave  thefe  Rogues,  I  am 

the  verieft  Varlet  that  ever  chew'd  with  a  Tooth.  Bight 
Yards  of  uneven  Ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten  Miles  afoot 

with  me;  and  the  ftony  hearted  Villains  know  it  well 

enough.  A  plague  upon't,  when  Thieves  cannot  be  true 
one  to  another.  {They  •whifile. 
Whew,   a  Plague  light  upon  you  all.     Give  me  my  Horfe; 

you  Rogues,  give  me  my  Horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 
P.Henrj,  Peace  vefat  Guts, lye  down,  lay  thine  Earclofe  to 

the  G'-o imdjand  lift  if  thou  can  hear  the  Tread  of  Travellers. 
Fal,  Have  you  any  Leavers  to  lift  me  up  again  being 

down?  Til  not  6  ear  mine  own  Flefh  fo  far  afoot  again, 

for  aSi  the  Coin  in  thy  Father's  Exchequer.  What  a  Plague mean  ye  ro  colt  me  thus? 

P.Henry,  Thou  lieft,  thou  art  not  coked,  thou  art  uncolted, 
Fal.  I  prithee,  good  Prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my  Horfe, 

.  good  King's  Son. 
P.  Henry.  Out  you  Rogue,  fhall  I  be  your  Oftler  <> 
Fal.  G ■>  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  Heir-apparent  Garters; 

if  I  be  ta'cii,  Til  peach  for  this;  and  I  have  not  Ballads 
made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  Tunes,  let  a  Cup  of  Sack 
be  my  Poifon;  when  a  Jeft  is  fo  forward,  and  afoot  too, 
I  hate  it. 

Fnier  Gads-hill  and  Bardclph. 
Gads.  Stand. 

.5W.  So  I  do  againft  my  Will- 

toinu 
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Poms.  O  'tis  our  Setter,  I  know  his  Voice: 
Jtardolph,  what  News? 

Bard.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  ;  on  with  your  Vizards,  there's 
Mony  of  the  King's  coming  down  the  Hill,  'tis  going  to 
the  King's  Exchequer. 

Fa  I.  You  he,  you  Rogue,  'tis  going  to  the  King's  Tavern. 
Gad.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 
Fat.   To  be  han  g'd. 
V.  Henry.  You  four  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow  Lane  i 

Ned  and  I  will  walk  lower;    if  they  fcape  from  your  en- 
counter, thin  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  of  them? 
Gad.  Some  eight  or  ten. 

■  Fal.  Will  they  not  rob  w? 
P.Henry.  What,  a  Coward,  Sir  John  Paunch? 

FaL  Indeed  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt •,  your  Grandfather; 
but  yet  no  Coward,  Hal. 

P.Henry.  We'll  leave. that  to  the  Proof. 
Poins.  Sirrah,  Jacky  thy  Horfe  ftands  behind  the  Hedge, 

when  thou  need'ft  him,  there  (halt  thou  find  him;  farewel/ 
and  ftand  fad. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  ftrike  him  if  I  mould  be  hang'd. 
P.Henry.  Ned,  where  are  our  D  fguifes ? 
Poins.  Here  hard  by:  Stand. clofe. 
FaL  Now  my  Matters,   happy  Man  be  his  dole  fay  I  ; 

every  Man  to  his  Bufinefs. 
Enter  Travellers. 

Trav.  Come,  Neighbour:    the  Boy  fhall  lead  our  Horfes 

down  the  Hill :  We'll  afoot  awhile,  and  eafe  our  Legs. 
Thieves.  Stay. 

Trav.  Jefu  blefs  us. 
Fal.  Strike;  down  with  them,  cut  the  Villains  Throats; 

ah!  whorfon  Caterpillars;  Bacon-fed  Knaves,  they  hate  is 
Youth;  down  with  them,  fleece  them, 

Trav.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever. 

FaL  Hang  ye  gorbellied  Knaves,   are  vou  undone?    No 
ye  Fat  Chuffs,  I  would  your  ftore  were  here.     On  Bacons 

on,  what  ye  Knaves?  Young  Men  muft  live,  you  are  Grand 

Jurors?  Well  jure  ye  i'faith. 
\jiere  they  rob  them  and  bind  them. 
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Enter  prince  Henry  ahd  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  The  Thieves  have  bound  the  True-men :  Now 
could  thou  and  I  rob  the  Thieves  and  go  merrily  to  London, 
it  would  be  Argument  for  a  Week,  Laughter  for  a  Month, 
and  a  good  Jeft  for  ever. 

Poins.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 
Enter  Thieves  again.  . 

Fal.  Come  my  Mafters,  let  us  (hare,  and  then  to  Horfe 
before  Day;  and  the  Prince  and  Poins  be  not  two  .arrant 

Cowards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring.  There's  no  more  Va- lour in  that  Poins,  than  in  a  wild  Duck. 

P.Henry.  Your  Mony. 
Poins.  Villains. 

\_As  they  are  flaring,  the  Prince  and  Poins  fet  upon  them. 
They  all  run  away,  leaving  the  Booty  behind  them. 

P.  Henry.  Got  with  much  cafe.  Now  merrily  to  Horfe ; 
The  Thieves  are  fcattered,  andpoffcfr,  with  fear  fo  ftrongly, 
that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  ;  each  takes  his  Fellow 
for  an  Officer.  Away  good  Ned,  Falftaff  fweats  to  Death, 

and  Lards  the  lean  Earth  as  he  walks  along  ;  wer't  not  lor 
laughing,  I  mould  pity  him. 

Poyns.  How  the  Rogue  roar'd.  [_Exeunt0 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Hot-fpur  fclus,  reading  a  Letter. 

But  for  mine  own  Fart,  my  Lord,  I  could  be  well  content 
$ed  to  be  there,  in  refpeU  of  the  love  1  bear  your  Houfe.  He 
could  be  contented  :  Why  is  he  not  then?  In  refpect  of  the 
love  he  bears  our  Houfe   He  fhews  in  this  he  loves  his 
own  Barn  better  than  he  loves  our  Houfe.  Let  me  fee  Come 

more.  The  purpofe  you  undertake  is  dangerous.  Why  that's 
certain:  *Tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  deep,  to  drink; 
but  I  tell  you,  my  Lord  Fool,  out  of  this  Nettie,  Danger ; 
we  pluck  this  Flower,  Safety.  The  purpofe  you  undertake  is 
dangerous,  the  Friends  you  have  named  uncertain,  the  time  it 

felf  unforted,  and  your  whole  Plot  too  light,  for  the  counter- 
poise of  fo  great  an  Oppofition.  Say  you  fo,  fay  you  fo?  I 

fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  (hallow  cowardly  Hind,  and 
you  lie.     What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ?   I  protefr,    our  Plot  is 



of  King  Henry  IV.  *  i  47 

as  good  a  Plot  as  ever  was  laid;  our  Friends  true  and  con- 
front: A  good  Plot,  good  Friends,  and  full  of  Expectation; 

An  excellent  Plor,  very  good  Friends.  What  a  Frofty-fpi- 

rited  Rogue  is  this  f  Why,  my  Lord  of  To-,\  commends 
the  Plot,  and  the  general  Courfe  of  the  Action.  By  this 
Hand,  if  I  were  now  by  this  Rafcal,  I  could  brain  him 

with  with  his  Lady's  Fan.  Is  there  not  my  Father,  my 
Uncle,  and  my  felf,  Lord  Edmond  Mortimer ,  rry  Lord  of 
Torkj,  and  Owen  Glendower  ?  Is  there  not  befldes,  the  Dowg- 
lafsl  Have  I  not  all  their  Letters,  to  meet  me  in  Arms  bv 
the  ninth  of  the  next  Month  f  And  are  there  not  fome  of 

them  fet  forward  already?  What  a  Pagan  Rafcal  is  this? 
An  Infidel.  Ha !  you  fhall  fee  now  in  very  fincerity  of  Fear 
and  cold  Heart,  will  he  to  the  King,  and  lay  open  all  our 
Proceedings.  O,  I  could  divide  my  felf,  and  ̂ o  to  buffets, 

for  moving  fuch  a  Difli  of  Skim'd-Milk  with  fo  honourable 
an  Action.  Hang  him,  let  him  tell  the  King  we  are  prepa- 

red.    I  will  fet  forwards  to  Nipht. 
Enter  Lady  Percy. 

Hownow,  Katel  I  muft  leave  you  within  thefe  two  Hours, 
Lady.  O  my  good  Lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone? 

For  what  Offence  have  I  this  Fortnight  been 

A  baniiVd  Woman  from  my  Harry**  Red  ? 
Tell  me,  fweet  Lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  Stomach,  Pleafure,  and  thy  golden  Sleep? 
Why  doll:  thou  bend  thy  Eyes  upon  the  Earth? 
And  ftart  fo  often  when  thou  fitt'ffc  alone? 
Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frefh  Blood  in  thy  Cheeks? 
And  given  my  Treafures  and  my  Rights  of  thee, 

To  thick-ey'd  Muling,  and  curft  Melancholly? 
In  thy  faint  Slumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watcht, 
And  heard  thee  murmur  Tales  of  Iron  Wars : 

Soeak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  Steed, 

Cry  Courage  to  the  Field.     And  thou  haft  talk'd 
Of  Sallies,  and  Retires ;  Trenches,  Tents 
Of  Palifadoes,  Frontiers,  Parapets; 
Of  Bafilisks,  of  Cannon,  Culverin, 
Of  Prifoners  Ranfom,  and  of  Seldiers  flain, 
And  all  the  current  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  Spirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  War, 

And  thus  hath  fo  beftirr'd  thee  in  thy  Sleep, That 
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That  Beds  of  Sweat  have  flood  upon  thy  Brow, 
Like  Bubbles  in  a  late  difturbed  Stream; 

And  in  thy  Face  ftrange  motions  have  appear'd, 
Such  as  we  fee  when  Men  reftrain  their  Breath, 
On  fame  great  fudden  hafte.     O  what  Portents  are  thefe? 
Some  heavy  Bufincfs  hath  my  Lord  in  Hand, 
And  I  mud  koow  it;  e;fe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What  ho;  is  Gilliams  with  the  Packet  gone?  j 
Enter  Servant, 

Serv.  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  Hour  agone, 
Hot.  Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  Horfes  from  the  Sheriff? 
Serv.  O  :e  Horfe,  my  Lord,  he  brought  even  now. 
Hot.  What  Horfe  ?  A  Roan,  a  Crop-ear,  is  it  not? 
Serv.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Hot.  That  Roan  lhall  be  my  Throne.  We'l,  I  will  back 
him  ftreight.  Efperance,  bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the 

Park. 
Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  Lord. 

Hot.  What  fay'ft  thou,  my  Lady? 
Lady.  What  is  it  that  carries  you  away? 
Hot.  Why,  my  Horfe,  my  Love,  my  Horfe. 
Lady.  Out  you  mad-headed  Ape,  a  Weazel  hath  not  fuch 

a  deal  of  Spleen,  as  you  are  toft  with.  In  footh  I'll  know 
your  Bufinefs,  Harry,  that  I  will.  I  fear  my  Brother  Mor- 

timer doth  flir  about  his  Title,  and  hath  fent  for  you  to 

line  his  E"terprife.     But  if  you  go   
Hot.  S)  far  afoot,  I  ftnll  be  weary,  Love. 
Lady.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me  directly 

unto  this  Queftion,  that  I  mall  ask.  Indeed  I'll  break  thy 
little  Finger;   if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  Trifler  :  Love!  I  love  thee  nor, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate;  this  is  no  Word 

To  play  with  Mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  Lips. 

We  muft  have  bloody  Nofes,  and  crack'd  Crowns, 
And  pafs  them  currant  too-        Gods  mr,  my  Horfe 

Whit  fay'ft  thcu,  Kate?  What  would'ft  thou  have  with  me| 
Lady.  Do  ye  not  love  me?  Do  you  not  indeed? 

Well,  do  not  then.     For  fince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  my  felf.     Do  you  not  love  me? 
May,  tell  me  if  thou  fpeakeft  in  J  eft  or  no. 

Hot. 
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Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 

And  when  I  am  a  Horfe-back,  I  will  fwcar 

I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Kate, 

I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth  quefhon  me, 

Whither  I  go;  nor  reafon  where  about. 
Wftither  I  muft,  I  mud;  and  to  conclude, 

This  Evening  mull:  I  Lave  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

I  know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 

Then  Harry  Percfs  Wife.     Confhnt  you  are, 

But  yet  a  Woman;  and  for  Secrefie, 

No  L;dy  clofer.     For  I  will  believe, 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know, 

And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentic  Kate. 

Lady.  How  fo  far  ? 
Hot.  Not  an  Inch  further.     But  haik  you  Kate, 

Whither  I  go,  thither  fha'l  you  go  too  : 
To  Day  will  I  fet  forth,  to  morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you  Kate? 

Lad].  It  mult  of  force.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  Ned,  prethee  come  out  of  that  fat  room,    and 
lend  me  thy  Hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poins.  Where  haft  been,  Half 

P.Henry.  With  three  or  four  Loggerhesdc,  amongftthrre 
or  fourfcore  Hogftieads.      I  have  founded   the  very    bafe 
firing  of  Humility.     Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  Brother  to  a  Leafh 
of  Drawers,    and  can  call  them. by  their  Nam  s,    as  Tom, 

Dickjt  and  Francis.     They  take  it  alreadv  upon   their  Con- 
fidence, that  though  I  be  but  Piirce  or  Wales,  yet  I  am  the 

King  of  Curtefie;    telling  me  flatly,    I  am  not  proud  like 
Jack^  Falflajf,    but  a   Corinthian,   a  Lad  of  mettle,   a  good 
Boy,  and  when  I  am  King  of  England,   I  fhall  command 
all  the  good  Lads  in  Eaflcheap.     They  call  drinking  deepy 
dying  Scarlet;    and  when  you  break  in  your  wading,    then 
they  cry  Pem,    and  bid  you  play  it  off.     To  conclude,    I 
am  fo  good  a  Proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an  Hour,  that  I 
can  drink  with  any  Tinker  in  his  own  Language  during  my 

Life« 



1150  %e  Fir  ft  Part 

Life.  I  tell  thee  Ned,  thou  haft  loft  much  Honour,  tha^ 

thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  Action,*  but  fweet  Ned,  to 
fweeten  which  Name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  Pennyworth 
of  Sugar,  clapt  even  now  into  my  Hand  by  an  under  Skinker, 
one  that  never  fpake  other  Engliflo  in  his  Life,  then  Eight 
Shillings  and  Six  Pence,  and,  Ton  are  welcome  Sir  :  With  this 
flirill  Addition,  Anon  Sir,  Anon  Sir,  Score  a  Pint  of  Ba- 
flard  in  the  Half  Moon,  or  fo.  But  Ned,  to  drive  away 

time  'till  Falftaff come,  I  prethee  do  thou  ftand  in  fome  by 
Room,  while  I  queftion  my  puny  Drawer,  to  what  end  he 
gave  me  the  Sugar,  and  do  never  leave  calling  Francis, 
that  his  Tale  to  me  may  be  nothing  but,  Anon:  Step  afide, 

and  I'll  mew  thee  a  President. 
Poins.   Francis. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  perfect. 
Poins.  Francis. 

Enter  Francis  the  Drawer. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir ;  look  down  into  the  Pomgraneti 
Ralph. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis. 
Fran.  My  Lord. 
P.  Henry,  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  ? 
Fran.  Forfooth  five  Years,  and  as  much  as  to   
Poins.  Francis. 
Fran,  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

P.Henrj.  Five  Years;  Berlady,  along  Leafe  for  the  clink- 
ing of  Pewter.  But  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as 

to  play  the  Coward  with  thy  Indenture,  and  mew  it  a  fair 
pair  of  Heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I'll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  Books  in 
England,  I  could  find  in  my  Heart' 

Poins.  Francis. 
Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

P.Henry.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis* 
Fran.  Let  me  fee,  about  Michaelmas  next  I  fha.II  be   
Poins.  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon  Sir;  pray  you  ftay  a  little,  my  Lord. 
P.  Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you  Francis,  for  the  Sugar  thou 

gaveft  me,  'twas  a  Pennyworth,  was't  not  ? 
Fran.  O  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.Hsnrji 
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P. Henry*  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  Pound:  ask  me 

when  thou  wilr,  and  thou  malt  have  it. 
Pains*  Francis* 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Henry.   Anon, Francis*    No, Francis,    but  to  morrow 
Francis',    or  Francis,  on  Thurjday,  or  indeed  Francis,  when 
thou  wilt.     But  Francis. 

Fran.  My  Lord. 
P.  Henry.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern  Jukin,  Chriftal  But- 

ton, Not-pated,  Aga-tring,  Puke-ftockirjg,  Caddice-Garter, 
Spanijb  Pouch. 

Fran.  Q  Lord,  Sir,  who  do  you  mean? 
P.Henry*  Why  then  your  brown  Baftard  is  your  only 

Drink;  for  lock  you,  Francis,  your  white  Canvas  Doublet 
will  fuljy.     In  Barbary,  Sir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  muc 

Fran.  What,  Sir? 
Poms.  Francis. 

P.Henry.  Away  you  Rogue,  dofr.  thou  hear  them  call? 
[Here  they  both  call,  the  Drawer  Jiands  amazed,   not 

knowing  which  way  to  go. 
Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What  fhnd'ft  thou  (till,  and  hear'fl  fuch  a  calling  ? 
Look    to  the    Gueft  within :    My    Lord,    old   Sir  John 
with  half  a  Dozen  more    are   at  the  Door;    iriall  I  let 
them  in  ? 

P.  Henry.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the  Door. 
Poins. 

Enter  Poins. 

Poins.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  Falflajf  and  the  reft  of  the  Thives  are 
at  the  Door;  (hall  we  be  merry? 

Poins.  As  merry  as  Crickets  my  Lad.  But  hark  ye, 
what  cunning  Match  have  you  made  with  this  Jeft  of  the 

Drawer?  Come,  what's  the  I  flue? 

P.Henry.  I  am  now  of  all  Humours  that  have  fhew'd  them- 
felves  Humours,   fince  the  old  Days  of  Goodman  Adam*  to 
the  Pupil  Age  of  this  prefent  twelve  a  Clock  at  Midnight. 

What's  a  Clock,  Francis*. 
Fran.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

P.  Henry.  That  ever  this  Fellow  mould  have  fewer  Words 

than  a  Parrot,   and  yet  the  Son  of  a  Wcraaru     His  Xndu- 

ihv 
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ftry  is  up  Stairs  and  down  Stairs;  his  Eloquence  the  par- 

cell  of  a  Reckoning,  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  Mind,  the 
Hot-fpur  of  the  North;  he  that  kills  me  fome  fix  or  fe- 
ven  Dozen  of  Scots  at  a  Breakfaft,  waihes  his  Hands  and 
fays  to  his  Wife,  Fie  upon  this  quiet  Life,  I  want  Woik. 

0  my  fweet  Harry  y  fays  fhe,  how  many  haft  thou  kili'd 
to  Day?  Give  my  roan  Horfe  a  Drench,  fays  he,  and  an- 
fwers,  fome  fourteen,    an   Hour  after ;    a  Trifle,  a  Trifle. 

1  prithee  call  in  Falfiajf,  I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  damn'd 
Brawn  Hi  all  play  Dame  Mortimer  his  Wife.  Rivoy  fays 
the  Drunkard.     Call  in  Ribs,  call  in  Tallow. 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Poms.  Welcome  Jack*  where  haft  thou  been  <* 
Fal.  A  plague  of  all  Cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  Vengeance 

too,  marry  and  Amen.  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack,  Boy.  E'er 
I  lead  this  Life  long,  'I'll  fow  nether  Socks,  and  mend 
them  too.  A  plague  of  all  Cowards,  Give  me  a  Cup  of 
Sack,  Rogue.     Is  there  no  Virtue  extant? 

P.  Henry.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  Di(h  of  Butter, 
pitiful  hea  ted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  fweet  Tale  of  the 
Sun?    If  thou  didft,    then  behold  that  Compound. 

FaU  You  Rogue,  here's  Lime  in  this  Sack  too;  there 
is  nothing  but  Roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  Man;  yet 
a  Coward  is  worfe  than  a  Cup  of  Sack  with  Lime.  A 
villainous  Coward — go  thy  ways  old  Jack^y  die  when  thou 
wilt,  if  Manhood,  good  Manhood  be  not  forgot  upon  the 
Face. of  the  Earth,  then  am  I  a  fhotten  Herring  :  There  lives 

not  three  good  Men  unhang'd  in  England,  and  one  or  them 
is  far,  and  grows  old,  God  help  the  while,  a  bad  World  I 
fay.  I  would  I  were  a  Weaver,  I  could  fing  all  manner  of 
Songs.     A  plague  of  all  Cowards,  I  fay  ftill. 

P.  Henry,  How  now  Wbolfack^  what  mutter  you? 

FaL  A  King's  Son?  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
Kingdom  with  a  Dagger  of  Lath,  and  drive  all  thy  Sub- 

jects afore  thee  like  a  Fiock  of  wild  Geefe,  I'll  never  wear 
Hair  on  my  Face  more.     You  Prince  of  W ales  ? 

P.Henry.  Why  you  horfon  round  Man !  What's  the  Matter? 
Fal. .  Are  you  not  a  Coward  ?  Anfwer  me  to  that,  and 

Poins  there? 

P.Henry.  Ye  fat  Paunch?  and  ye  call  me  Coward,  I'll ftab  thee. 
FaU 



of  King  Henry  IV.  1 155 

Fal.  I  call  thee  Coward !  I'll  fee  thee  damn'd  e'er  I  call 
thee  Coward;  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  fcound  I  could 
run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  (freight  enough  in  the 

Shoulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  Back:  Call  you 
that  backing  of  your  Friends?  a  plague  upon  fuch  backing; 
give  me  them  that  will  face  me.  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack, 
I  am  a  Rogue  if  I  drunk  to  Day. 

P.Henry.  O  Villain,  thy  Lips  are  fcarce  wip'd  fines  thou 
drunk'ft  laft. 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that,  [He  drinks. 
A  plague  on  all  Cowards,  (till,  fay  L 

P.  Henry.  What's  the  Matter? 
Fat.  What's  the  Matter !  here  be  four  of  us,  have  ta'en 

a  thoufand  Pound  this  Morning. 
P.Henry*  Where  is  it  Jack}  Where  is  it? 
Fat.  Where  is  it?  taken  from  us,  it  is;  a  hundred  upon 

poor  four  of  us. 
P.Henry  What,  a  hundred,  Man? 
Fal.  I  am  a  Rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half  Sword  with 

a  Dozen  of  them  two  Hours  together.  I  have  efcap'd  by 
Miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  Doublet, 
four  through  the  Hofe,  my  Buckler  cut  through  and 

through*  my  Sword  hack'd  like  a  Hand-faw,  eccefignum. I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  Man ;  all  would  not  do. 

A  Plague  on  all  Cowards   let  them  fpeak ;  if  they  fpeak 
more  or  lefs  than  Truth,  they  are  Villains  and  the  Sons  of 
Darknefs. 

P.  Henry.  Speak  Sirs,  how  was  it  ? 
Gads.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  Dozen. 
Fal.  Sixteen,  at  lead,  my  Lord. 
Gads.  And  bound  them. 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 
Fal.  You  Rogue  they  were  bound*  every  Mm  of  tnerii, 

or  I  am  a  Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 
Gads.  As  we  were  fharing,  fome  fix  or  feven  frefh  Men 

fet  upon  us. 
Fal.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the  other* 
P.Henry.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all? 

Fal-.  All?  I  know  not  whit  ye  call  All';  but  if  I  fought 
aat  with  fifty  of  them>  I  am  a  Bunch  of  Radi(h  j  if  there 
Vol,  III.  _  N  were 
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were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jac\%  then 

am  I  no  two-legg'd  Creature. 
Poins.  Pray  Heav'n,  you  have  notmurtheredfome  of  them. 
FaL  Nay,  that's  pait  praying  for.  I  have  pepper'd  two 

of  them;  two  I  am  fure  I  have  pay'd,two  Rogues  in  Buck- 
ram Suits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Haly  if  I  tdl  thee  a  Lie, 

fpit  in  my  Face,  call  me  Horfe;  thou  know'ft  my  old 
Word;  here  I  lay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  Point;  four  Rogues 
in  Buckram  let  drive  at  me. 

P.  Henry.  What,  four  f  thou  faidft  but  two,  even  now. 
Fal^  Four  Hal,  I  told  thee  four. 
Poins.  Ay,  Ay,  he  fa  id  four. 
Fal.  Thefe  four  came  all  a- front,  and  mainly  thruft  at 

me;  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven  Points 
in  my  Target,  thus. 

P. Henry.  Seven?  why  there  were  but  four, even  now. 
FaL  In  Buckram. 

Poins.  Ay,  four,  in  Buckram  Suits. 
FaL  Seven,  by  thefe  Hilts,  or  I  am  a  Villain  elfe. 
P.Henry.  Prithee  let  him  alone, we  fhall  have  more  anon. 

FaL  Doft.  thou  hear  me,  'Half P.  Henry  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 
FaL  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  too:  Thefe  nine 

in  Buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of   
P.  Henry.  So,  two  more  already. 
FaL  Their  Points  being  broken   
Poins.  Down  fell  his  Hofe. 

FaL  Began  to  give  me  Ground;  but  I  follow'd  meclofc, 
came  in  Foot  and  Hand;  and  v/ith  a  Thought  feven  of  the 

eleven  I  pay'd. 
P.Henry.  O  monflrous!  Eleven  Buckram  Men  grown  out 

of  two! 

FaL  But  as  the  Devi!  would  have  it,  three  mif-begot- 
ten  Knaves,  in  Kendal  Green,  came  at  my  Back,  and  kt 
drive  at  me;  for  it  was  fo  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  couldftnot 
fee  thy  Hand. 

P.Henry.  Thefe  Lies  are  like  the  Father  that  begets  them, 
grofs  as  a  Mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why  thou  Clay- 

brain'd  Guts,  thou  Knotty-pated  Fool,  thou  Horfon  obfeene 
greafie  Tallow  Catch. 

FaL 
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FaU  What,  art  thou  mad?  Art  thou  mad?  Is  not  the 

Truth,  the  Truth? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  how  could'ft  thou  know  thefeMen  in 
Kendal  Gwp>  when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  nop  fee 

thy  Hand?  Come  tell  us  your  Reafon:  What  fay 'ft  thou to  this  ? 

Poins.  Come,  your  Reafon,  Jack,  your  Reafon. 
Fal.  What,  upon  compulfion?  No;  were  I  at  the  Strap- 

pado, or  all  the  Racks  in  the  World,  I  would  not  tell  you 
on  Compulfion.  Give  you  a  Reafon  on  compulfion!  If 
Reafons  were  as  plenty  as  Black-Berries,  I  would  give  no 
Man  a  Reafon  upon  Compulfion,  I. 

P.  Henry.  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  Sin.  This 
fanguine  Coward,  this  Bed-preffer,  this  Horfeback-breaker, 
this  huge  Hill  of  Flefh. 

Fal,  Away  you  Starveling,  you  Elf-skin,  you  dry'd 
Neats-Tongue,  Bull's -pilTel,  you  Stock-filh :  O  for  Breath 
to  utter.  What  is  like  thee?  You  Tailor's  Yard,  you  Sheath, 
you  Bow-Cafe,  you  vile  (landing  Tuck. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  breath  a  while,  and  rhen  to't  again  ;  and 
when  thou  haft  tyr'd  thy  felf  in  bafe  Comparifons,  hear  me 
fpeak  but  thu?. 

Poins.  Mark  Jack. 
P.  Henry.  We  two,  faw  you  four  fet  on  four  and  bound 

them,  and  were  Maftcrs  of  their  Wealth :  Mark  now,  how 
a  plain  Tale  (hall  put  you  down.  Then  did  we  two,  fet 

on  you  four,  and  with  a  Word,  outfae'd  you  from  your 
Prize,  and  have  it,  yea,  and  can  (hew  it  you  in  the  Houfe. 

And  Falfiajf,  you  carry 'd  your  Guts  away  as  nimbly,  with 
as  quick  Dexterity,  and  roar'd  for  Mercy,  and  ft  ill  ran 
and  roar'd,  as  ever  I  heard  Bull- Calf-  What  a  Slave  art 
^thou,  to  hack  thy  Sword  as  thou  haft  done,  and  then 
fay  it  was  in  fight.  What  Trick?  What  Device?  What 
ftarting  Hole  canft  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from 
this  open  and  apparent  Shame? 

Poins.  Come,  let's  hear  Jack :  What  Trick  haft  thou  now  \ 
Fal.  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that  made  ye.  Why  hear 

ye  my  Matters,  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  Heir  apparent? 
Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  Prince?  Why,  thou  knoweft 

I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules ;  but  beware  Inftinc"r,  the  Lion 
will  not  touch  the  true  Prince:    Inftinft  is  a  great  Matter. 

N  *  I 
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J  was  'a  Coward  on  Inftin&r  I  (hall  think  the  better  of  my (elf,  and  thee,  during  my  Life;  I,  for  a  valiant  Lion,  and 
thou  for  a  true  Prince.  But  Lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the 
Mony.  Hoftefs,  clap  to  the  Doors;  watch  to  Night,  pray 
to  Morrow,  Gallants,  Lads,  Boys,  Hearts  of  Gold,  all 
the  good  Titles  of  Fellowfhip  come  to  you.  What,  fhall 
we  be  merry?  Shall  we  have  a  Play  extempore* 

P.  Henxy.    Content,    and  the  Argument  (hall  be,    thy 
running  away. 

Fal.  Ah !  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  if  thou  loveft  me. 
Enter  Hoftefs. 

Hoft.  My  Lord  the  Prince ! 

P.  Henry.  How  now,  my  Lady  the  Hoflefs,  what  fay  "ft thou  to  me  ? 

Hoft.  Marry,  -my  Lord,  there  is  a  Nobleman  of  the 
Court  at  Door  would  (peak  with  you  ;  he  fays  he  comes 
fcom  your  Father. 

P.  Henry.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  royal  Man, 
and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  Mother. 

FaL  What  manner  of  Man  is  he? 
Ho  ft.  An  old  Man. 
Fal.  What  doth  Gravity  out  of  his  Bed  at  Midnight? 

Shall  I  give  him  his  Anfwer? 
P.  Henry.  Prithee  do,  Jack. 

Fal.  Faith  and  I'll  fend  him  packing.  [Exit. 
P.  Henry.  Now  Sirs  y°u  fought  fair;  fo  did   you  Peto, 

fo  did  you  Bardolph;  you  are  Lions  too,  you  ran  away  up- 
on Inftincl:;  you  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince,  no,  fie. 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 
P.  Henry.   Tell  me  now  in  earned;   how  came  Falftajf's Sword  io  hackt? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  Dagger,  and  faid,  he 
would  (wear  Truth  out  of  all  England;  but  he  would  make 
you  believe  it  was  done  in  fighr,  and  perfuaded  us  to  do 
the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  tickle  our  Nofes  with  Spear-grafs,  to 
make  them  bleed,  and  then  beflubber  our  Garments  with 
it9  and  fwear  it  was  the  Blood  of  true  Men.  I  did  that 

I  did  not  thefe  feven  Years  before,  I  blufh'd  to  hear  his monftrous  Devices* 
P*  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  O  Villain,  thou  ftolleft  a  Cup  of  Sack  eighteen 
Years  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  Manner,  and  ever 
fince  thou  hift  bluuVd  extempore ;  thou  hadft  Fire  and 
Sword  on  thy  Side,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away :  What  In- 
Hindi  hadft  thou  for  it? 

Bard.  My  Lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  Meteors?  Do  you  be 
hold  thefe  Exhalations? 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 
Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 
P.  Henry.  Hot  Livers,  and  cold  Purfes. 
Bard.  Choler,  my  Lord,  if  righrly  taken. 
P.  Henry.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  HaJter. 

Enter  Fa  1ft  a  ff. 

Here     comes  lean   Jackj,    here  comes  Bare-bone.     How 

now  my   fweet  Creature  of  Bombaft,    how  long  is'c  ago, 
Jac^  fince  t^10U  faw'ft  thine  own  Knee? 

Fal.  My  own  Knee?  When  I  was  about  thy  Years, 

Hal,  I  was  not  an  Eagle's  Talon  in  the  Wafte,  I  could 
have  crept  into  any  Alderman's  Thumb-Ring:  A  plague 
of  Sighing  and  Grief,  it  blows  a  Man  up  like  a  Bladder. 

There's  villainous  News  abroad:  Here  was  Sir  John  Braby 
from  your  Father;  you  muft  go  to  the  Court  in  the 
Morning.  The  fame  mad  Fellow  of  the  North,  Percy; 
and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Amamon  the  Baftinado,  and 
made  Lucifer  Cuckold,  and  fwore  the  Devil  his  true  Liege- 
Man  upon  theCrofsof  a  ̂//7> hook :  What  a  plague  call  you 
him? 

Poins.  O,  Glendower. 
Fal,  Owen,  Owen;  the  fame,  and  his  Son-in-law  Morti- 

mer',  and  old  Northumberland,  and  the  fpri^hrly  Scot  of 
ScetSy  Dowglafsy  that  runs  a  Horfeback  up  a  Hill  perpendi- 
cular. 

P.  Henry.   He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  a  Piflol 
kills  a  Sparrow  flyings 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it, 

P.  Henry.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 
Fal.  Well,  that  Rafcal  hath  good  Metal  in  him,   he  will 

not  run. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  Rafcal  art  thou  then,  to  praife 
him  fo  for  running? 

N  s  F*L 
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Fal.  A  Horfcback,  ye  Cuckow,  but  afoot  he  will  not 

budge  afoot. 

P.  Henry.  Yes,  JacJ^y  upon  Inftind-. 
Fal.  I  grant  ye,  upon  Inftinct:  Well,  he  is  there  too, 

and  one  Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blew-Caps  more.  Wor- 

cefter  is  ftoll'n  away  by  Night:  Thy  Father's  Beard  is 
turn'd  white  with  the  News:  You  may  buy  Land  now  as 
cheap  as  ftinking  Mackerel. 

P.  Henry*  Then  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  Sun,  and  this 
civil  buffeting  hold,  we  mall  buy  Maidenheads  as  they  buy 
Hob-nails,  by  the  Hundreds. 

Fal.  By  the  Mafs,  Lad,  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  like  we 
(hall  have  good  trading  that  Way.  But  tell  me,  Hal,  art 
not  thou  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  Heir  apparent,  could 
the  World  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  Enemies  again  as  that 

Fiend  Vowglafsy  that  Spirit  Percy,  and  that  Devil  Glendow- 
cr\  ■  Art  thou  not  horribly  afraid?  Doth  not  thy  Blood 
thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Henry.  Not  a  whit:  I  lack  fome  of  thy  Inftinct. 
Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to  morrow,  when 

thou  com'ft  to  thy  Father :  If  thou  do  love  jne,  pra&ife an  Anfwer. 

P.  Henry.  Do  thou  (land  for  my  Father,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  Particulars  of  my  Life. 

Faly  .Shall  I?  content:  This  Chair  mall  be  my  State, 
this  Dagger  my  Scepter,  and  this  Cufhion  my  Crown. 

P.  Henry.  Thy  State  is  taken  for  a  joint-Stool,  thy  gol- 
den Scepter  for  a  leaden  Dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich 

Crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  Crown. 
Fal.  Well,  and  the  Fire  of  Grace  be  not  quite  out  of 

thee,  now  fhalt  thou  be  moved;  Give  me  a  Cup  of  Sack 
to  make  mine  Eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought  I 
have  wept,  for  I  muft  fpeak  in  paflion,  and  I  will  do  it  in 
King  Cambyfes  Vein. 

P.  Henry.  Well,   here  is  my  Leg. 
Fal.  And  here  is  my  Speech ;  ftand  afide  Nobility. 

Hofi.  This  is  excellent  Sport,  i'faith. 
Fal.  Weep  not,  fweet  Queen,  for  trickling  Tears  are 

vain. 
Hofi.  O  the  Father,  how  he  holds  his  Countenance? 

Fal.  For  God's  fake,  Lords,  convey  my  triftful  Queen, 
for  Tears  do  flop  the  Flood-gates  of  her  Eyes.  Hofi, 
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Hoft.  O  rare,  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  harlotry 

Players,  as  ever  I  fee. 

Fal.  Peace  good  Pint-pot,  peace  good  Tickle-brain. 
Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpcndeft  thy 

time;  but  alfo,  how  thou  art  accompany 'd :  For  though 
the  Camomil,  the  more  it  is  trodden,  the  fatter  it  grows; 

yet  Youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it  wears. 

Thou  art  my  Son;  I  have  partly  thy  Mother's  Word, 
partly  my  Opinion;  but  chiefly,  a  villainous  Trick  of 

thine  Eye,  and  a  foolifh  hanging  of  thy  nether  Lip,  that 
doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  Son  to  me,  here  lyeth 
the  Point;  why,  beirg  Son  to  me,  art  thou  fo  pointed 

at?  Shall  the  bltflld  Son  of  Hea.'n  prove  a  Micher,  and 
eat  Black-bf  rries?  a  Queftion  not  to  be  ask'd.  Shall  the 
Son  of  England  prove  a  Thief,  and  take  Purfes?  a  Queftion 

to  be  ask'd.  There  is  a  thing,  Harry,  which  thou  haft 
often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our  Land, 

by  the  Nime  of  Pitch:  This  Pitch,  as  ancient  Writers  do 
report,  doth  defile;  fo  doth  the  Company  thou  keepeft; 
for  Harry,  now  1  do  not  fpeak  to  thee  in  Drink,  but  in 
Teas;  not  in  Plefure,  but  in  Paffion;  not  in  Words  only, 
but  in  Wots  alfo;  and  yet  there  is  a  virtuous  Mm,  v/hom 
I  have  often  noted  in  thy  Company,  but  I  know  not  his 
Name. 

P.  Henry.  What  manner  of  Man,  and  it  likeyour  Majefty  ? 

Fal.  A  g-nd!y  portly  Man  i'faith,  and  corpulent,  of  a 
chearful  Look,  a  plealing  Eye,  and  a  moft  noble  Carri- 

age, and  as  I  think,  his  Age  fome  fifty,  or,  by'rJady,  in- 
clining ro  rhteefcore;  and  now  I  remember  me,  his  Name 

is  Falflajfi  If  that  Man  mould  be  kwdly  giver,  he  de- 
ceives me;  for  Harry ■,  I  fee  Virtue  in  his  Looks.  If  then 

the  Tree  miy  be  known  by  the  Fruit,  as  the  Fruit  by 
the  Tree,  then  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  Virtue  in 

that  Falflajf\  him  keep  with,  the  reft  banifh.  And  tell  me 
now,  thou  naughty  Va  let,  tell  me,  where  haft  thou  been 
this  Month? 

P.  Henry.  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  King? Do  thou  ftand 

for  me,  and  I'll  play  my  Father. 
Fal.  Depofe  me !  if  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely,  fo  ma« 

jeftically,  both  in  Word  and  Matter,  hang  me  up  by  the 
Heels  for  a  Rabbet-fucker,  or  a  Poulterers  Hare. 

N  4  P.  Hmry. 
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P.  Henry.  Well,  here  I  am  fef. 
Fal.  And  here  I  ftand;  judge,  my  Mafteis. 

P.  Henry.  Now  Harry ',  whence  come  you? 
PV?/.  My  noble  Lord,  from  Eaft-cheap. 
P.  Henry.  The  ComplaiRts  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous* 

Fal.  Ffaith,  my  Lord,  they  are  falfe.  Nay,  I'll  tickle  ye 
for  a  young  Prince. 

P.  Henry.  Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  Boy?  Henceforth 

ne'er  look  on  me;  thou  art  violently  carry 'd  away  from 
Grace;  there's  a  Devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  likenefs  of  a 
fat  eld  Man;  a  Tun  of  Man  is  thy  Companion:  Why 
doft  thou  converfe  with  that  Trunk  of  Humours,  that 

Boulting-Hutch  of  Beaftlinefs,  that  fwoln  Parcel  of  Drop- 
lies,  that  huge  Bombard  of  Sack,  that  ftuft  Cloak- bag  of 
G^its,  that  rotted  Manning-Tree  Ox  with  the  Puddings 
h  his  Belly,  that  reverend  Vice,  that  grey  Iniquity,  that 
Father  Ruffian,  that  Vanity  in  Years;  wherein  is  he  good, 
but  to  tafte  Sack  and  drink  it?  Wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but 
to  carve  a  Capon  and  eat  it?  Wherein  cunning,  but  in 
Craft?  Wherein  crafty  but  in  Villany?  wherein  villainour, 
but  in  all  things/  wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing? 

Fal.  I  would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you: 
What  means  your  Grace? 

P.  Henry.  That  villainous  abominable  Mikkader  of  Youth, 

Talftdjf,  that  old  white-bearded  Sathan, 
Fal.  My  Lord,  the  Man  I  know. 
P.  Henry.  I  know  thou  doft. 
Fal.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  rq 

my  felf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old 

the  more's  the  pity,  his  white  Hairs  do  witnefs  it;  But  that 
he  is,  faving  your  Reverence,  a  Whore-mafter,  that  I  ut- 

terly deny.  If  Sack  and  Sugar  be  a  Fault,  Heav'n  help  the 
Wicked :  If  to  be  olej  and  merry,  be  a  Sin,  then  many  a 

Hoft  that  I  know  is  damn'd ;  If  to  be  fat, be  to  be  hated,  then 

Pkaroah's  lean  Kine  are  to  be  lov'd.  No,  my  good  Lord, 
banifh  Ptto^  banifh  Bardolpb,  banifh  Poins;  but  for  fweet 

yackFalftaff,  kind  Jacl^  Faiftaf,  true  J 'ac^Faljhf,  vali- 
ant Jackjalflaffy  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is 

old  Jack  Falfiajfy  banifh  not  him  thy  Harrys  Company, 
bani/h  not  him  thy  Harry  %  Company;  fcanim  plump 
Jae\,  $nd  banilh  all  the  WQrJd, 

P.  Hwrj< 



of  King  Henry  IV.  i  ic  i 
r  • 

P.Henry.  I  do,  I  will. 
£»^r  Bardolph  running* 

Bard.  O,  my  Lord,   my  Lord,  the  Sheriff  with  a  moft 
jnonftrous  Watch,  is  at  the  Door. 

FaL  Out  you  Rogue,   play  out  the  Play:  I  have  much 
to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falftajf. 

Enter  the  Hoftefs* 

Hoft.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 
FaL  Heigh,  heigh,  the  Devil  rides  upon  a  Fiddle-ftick : 

What's  the  Matter? 
Hojl.  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  Watch  are  at  the  Door: 

they  are  come  to  fearch   the  Houfe,   (hall   I  let   them  in  ? 
FaL  Doft  thou  hear,  Hall  never  call  a  true  Piece  of 

Gold  a  Counterfeit:  Thou  art  effentially  mad,  without 
feeming  fo. 

P.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  Coward,  without  Inftind. 
FaL  I  deny  your  Major  ;  if  you  will  deny  the  Sheriff, 

fo;  if  nor,  let  him  enter.  If  I  become  not  a  Cart  as 

well  as  another  Man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up;  I  hope 
I  mall  as  foon  be  ftrangled  with  a  Halter,  as  another. 

P.  Henry.  Go  hide  thee  behind  the  Arras,  the  reft  walk 
above.  Now  my  Matters,  for  a  true  Face  and  good  Con- 
fcience. 

FaL  Both  which  I  have  had;  but  their  Date  is  out,  and 

therefore  I'll  hide  me. 
[Exeunt  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  &c. 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 
Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Carrier. 

P.  Henry.  Now  Mafter  Sheriff,what  is  your  Will  with  me? 
Sher.  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  Lord.  A  Hue  and  Cry  hath 

follow'd  certain  Men  unto  this  Houfe. 
P.  Henry.  What  Men? 
Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  Lord,  a 

grofs  fat  Man. 
Car.  As  fat  as  Butter. 

P.  Henry.  The  Man,  I  do  affure  you  is  not  here, 

For  I  my  felf  at  this  time  have  imploy'd  him; 
And,  Sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  Word  to  thee3 
That  I  will,  by  to  Morrow  Dinner  time. 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  Man, 

For 
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For  any  thing  he  fliall  be  charg'd  withal : 
And  fo  let  me  intreat  you  leave  the  Houfe. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  Lord;  there  are  two  (Sfentleraen 
Have  in  this  Robbery  loft  three  hundred  Marks, 

P.  Henry.  It  may  be  fo;  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  Mefy He  mall  be  anfwerable ;  and  fo  farewek 
Sher.  Good  Night,  my  noble  Lord. 
T.Henry.  I  thii  k  it  is  good  Morrow,  is  it  not? 
Sher.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  think  it  be  two  a  Clock.[£#//t 
P.Henry.  This  oily  Rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Pauls;  go 

call  him  forth. 

Peto.  FJItajF?  Faft  afleep  behind  the  Arras,  and  fnorting 
like  a  Horfe. 

P^Henry.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  his  Breath ;  fearch  his 
Pockets.  \_He  fearcheth  his  Pockets,  andfindeth  certain  Papers* 

P.  Henry.  Whit  haft  thou  found? 
Peto.  Nothing  but  Papers,  my  Lord. 

P.Henry.  Let's  fee,  what  be  they?  read  them. 
Peto.  Item,  a  Capon,  is.  id. 

Item,  Si  nv  ce,  4  d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  Gallons,  5  s.  4*/. 
Item,  Anchoves  and  Sack  after  Supper,  is.  6d. 
Item,  Bread,  ob. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrou?,  but  one  half  Penny-worth  of 
Bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  Sack  ?  What  there  is  elfe, 

keep  clofe,  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage;  there  let  him 
fleep 'till  Day.  Til  to  the  Court  in  the  Morning:  Wemuft 
all  to  the  War?,  and  thy  Place  jfhall  be  honourable.  I'll 
procure  this  fat  Rogue  a  Charge  of  Foot,  and  I  know  his 
Death  will  be  a  March  of  Twelvefcore.  The  Mony  ihall 
be  paid  back  again  with  Advantage.  Be  with  me  betimes 
in  the  Morning ;  and  fo  good  morrow,  Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  Lord.  [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT  III.     S  C  E  N  E  I, 

£»#/•  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  Lord  Mortimer,  and  Owen 
Glendower. 

Mort.tmmfTsHck  Promifes  are  fair,  the  Parties  fure, 
X    And  our  Induction  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hot,  Lord  Mortimer,  and  Coufin  Glendower, 
Will  you  fit  down  ? 
And  Uncle  Worcefter   A  plague  upon  it, 
I  have  forgot  the  Map, 

Glend.  No,  here  it  is ; 

Sit  Coufin  Percy ,  fit  good  Coufin  Hotfpur : 
For  by  that  Name,  as  oft  as  Lancafter  doth  fpeak  of  you, 
His  Cheeks  look  pale,  and  with  a  rifing  figh, 

He  wifheth  you  in  Heav'n. 
Hot.  And  you  in  Hell,  as  oft  as  he  hears  Owen  Glendower 

fpoke  of. 
Glend.  I  cannot  blame  him;  at  my  Nativity, 

The  front  of  Heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  Shapes, 
Of  burning  Cieffets;   and  at  my  Birth, 
The  frame  and  foundation  of  the  Earth 

Shak'd  like  a  Coward. 
Hot.  Why  fo  it  would  have  done  at  the  fame  Seafon,  if 

your  Mother's  Cat  had  but  kitten'd,  though  your  felf  had never  been  born. 

Glend.  I  fay  the  Earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  born. 
Hot.  And  I  fay  the  Earth  was  not  of  my  Mind : 

If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  fhook. 
Glend.  The  Heavens  were  all  on  fire,  the  Earth  did  tremble. 
Hot.  Oh,  then  the  Earth  (hook 

To  fee  the  Heavens  on  fire, 

And  not  in  fear  of  your  Nativity. 
Difeafed  Nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 

In  ftrange  Eruptions;  and  the  teeming  Earth 

Is  with  a  kind  of  Cholick  pinch'd  and  vext, 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  Wind 
Within  her  Womb;  which  for  enlargement  driving, 
Shakes  the  old  Beldam  Earth,  and  tumbles  down 

Steeple^ 
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Steeples,  and  mofs-grown  Towers.     At  your  Birth, 
Our  Grandam  Earth,  having  this  Diftemperature, 
In  paffion  /hook. 

Glend.  Coufin;  of  many  Men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  Croffings :  Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  Birth 

The  front  of  Heav'n  was  full  of  fiery  Shapes, 
The  Goats  ran  from  the  Mountains,  and  the  Herds 
Were  ftrangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  Fields: 

Thefe  Signs  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary, 
And  all  the  Courfes  of  my  Life  do  mew, 
I  am  not  in  the  Roll  of  common  Men. 

Where  is  the  Living,  dipt  in  with  the  Sea, 
That  chides  the  Banks  of  England,  Scotland  and  Wales9 
Which  calls  me  Pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me? 

And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  Woman's  Son, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  Art, 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  Experiments. 

Hot.  I  think  there's  no  Man  fpeaks  better  Welft. 
I'll  to  dinner. 

Mort.  Peace,  Coufin  Percy,  you  will  make  him  mad. 
Glend.  I  can  call  Spirits  from  the  vafty  Deep. 
Hot.  Why,  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  Man : 

But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 
Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee,  Coufin,  to  command  the 

Devil. 
Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  Coufin,  to  fhame  the  Devil, 

By  telling  Truth.     Tell  Truth,  and  Jhame  the  Devil. 
If  thou  have  Power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither, 

And  I'll  be  fworn,  I  have  Power  to  fhame  him  hence. 
Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  Truth,  and  fhame  the  Devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  unprofitable  Chat. 
Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bullingbroke  made  head 

Againft  my  Power;  thrice  from  the  Banks  of  Wyey 

And  Sandy-bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  fent  him, 
Bootlefs  home,  and  Weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home,  without  Boots, 
And  in  foul  Weather  too,  r 

Mow  fcapes  he  Agues  in  the  Devil's  Name? 
Glend.  Come,  here's  the  Map; 

Shall  we  divide  our  Right, 

Accord- 
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According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ? Mort.  The  Arch-Deacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  Limits,  very  equally  : 
England,  from  Trent,  and  Severn  hitherto, 

By  South  and  Eaft,  is  to  my  part  affign'd : 
All  Weflward,  Wales,  beyond  the  Severn  more, 
And  all  the  fertile  Land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower;  and  dear  Coufin  to  you 
The  remnant  Northward,  lying  off  from  Trent* 
And  our  Indentures  Tripartite  are  drawn: 
Which  being  fealed  enterchangeably, 
A  Bufinefs  that  this  Night  may  execute, 
To  morrow,  Coufin  Percy,  you  and  I, 
And  my  good  Lord  of  Worcefter,  will  fet  forth, 
To  meet  your  Father,  and  the  Scottijh  Power, 
As  is  appointed  us  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  Father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  (hall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  Days : 
Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  Tenants,  Friends,  and  neighbouring  Gentlemen. 

Glend*  A  fliorter  time  (hall  fend  me  to  you,  Lords : 
And  in  my  Conduct  ftiall  your  Ladies  come, 
From  whom  you  now  muft  fteal,  and  take  no  leave, 
For  there  will  be  a  World  of  Water  died, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  Wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks  my  Moity,  North  from  Burton  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours : 
See,  how  this  River  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me  from  the  beft  of  all  my  Land, 
A  huge  half  Moon,  a  monftrous  Cantle  out. 

I'll  have  the  Current  in  this  place  damn'd  up: 
And  here  the  fmug,  and  Silver  Trent  (hall  run 
In  a  new  Channel,  fair  and  evenly  : 
It  (hall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  Indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind  ?  It  mall,  it  muft,  you  fee  it  doth. 
Mort*  Yea,  but  mark  how  he  bends  his  Courfe, 

And  runs  me  up,  with  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide, 
Gelding  the  oppofing  Continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you, W$r. 
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Wor.  Yea,  but  a  little  Charge  will  trench  him  here, 

And  on  this  North-fide  win  this  Cape  of  Land, 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  fo,  a  little  Charge  will  do  it, 
Glend.  I'll  not  have  it  alter'd. 
Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 
Glend.  No,  nor  you  (hall  not. 
Hot.  Who  (hall  fay  me  nay? 
Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 
Hot.  Let  me  not  underftand  you  then,  fpeak  it  in  Weljb. 
Glend.  I  can  fpeak  Englijh,  Lord,  as  well  as  you. 

For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Englijb  Court: 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  Harp 
Many  an  Englifo  Ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  Tongue  a  helpful  Ornament; 
A  Virtue  that  was  never  fcen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  Heart. 
I  had  rather  be  a  Kitten,  and  cry  mew, 
Than  one  of  thefe  fame  Meeter-ballad-mongers, 
I  had  rather  hear  a  Brazen  Candkftick  tun'd,  > 
Or  a  dry  Wheel  grate  on  the  Axel-tree, 
And  that  would  fet  my  Teeth  on  Edge, 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  Poetry ; 

'Tis  like  the  forc'd  Gate  of  a  (huffling  Nag. 
Glend.  Come,  you  (hall  have  Trent  turn'd. 
Hot.  I  do  not  care;  I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  Land 

To  any  well-deferving  Friend ; 
But  in  the  way  of  Bargain,  mark  ye  me, 

I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  Hair. 
Are  the  Indentures  drawn?  Shall  we  be  gone? 

Glend.  The  Moon  mines  fair, 
You  may  away  by  Night : 

I'll  hafte  the  Writer;  and  withal, 
Break  with  your  Wives,  of  your  departure  hence: 
I  am  afraid  my  Daughter  will  run  mad. 
So  much  (he  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  \Exit% 

Mort.  Fie,  Coufin  Percy,  how  you  crofs  my  Father. 
Hot.  I  cannot  chufe ;  fometime  he  angers  me, 

With  telling  me  of  the  Moldwarp  and  the  Ant, 
Of  the  Dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  Prophecies , 
And  of  a  Dragon,  and  a  finlefs  Fifth, 

A 
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A  clip-wing'd  Griffin,  and  a  moulten  Raven, 
A  couching  Lion,  and  a  ramping  Cat, 
And  fuch  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  Stuff, 

As  purs  me  from  my  Faith.     I  tell  you  what, 
He  held  me  laft  N.ght,  at  leaft  nine  Hours, 

In  reck'ning  up  the  feveral  Devils  Names, 
That  were  his  Lackeys: 

I  cry'd  hum,  and  well,  go  too, 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.     O,  he  is  as  tedious 
As  a  tired  Horfe,  a  railing  Wife, 
Worfe  than  a  fmoaky  Houfe.     I  had  rather  live 
With  Cheefe  and  Garlick  in  a  Windmil  far, 
Than  feed  on  Cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 

In  any  Summer-houfe  in  Chriftendom. 
Mort.  In  faith  he  was  a  worthy  Gentleman  ; 

Exceeding  well  read,  and  profited, 
In  ftrange  Concealments : 
Valiant  as  a  Lion,  aid  wondrous  affable, 
And  as  bountiful  as  Mines  of  India. 

Shall  I  tell  you,  Coufin, 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpedt, 
And  curbs  himfelf,  even  of  his  natural  Scope, 

When  you  do  crofs  his  Humour;  'faith  he  does. 
I  warrant  you,  that  Man  is  not  alive, 
Mi^ht  fo  have  tempted  him,  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger,  and  reproof: 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  intreat  you. 

Wor.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  you  are  too  wilful  blame, 
And  fince  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough, 
To  put  him  quite  befldes  his  Patience: 
You  muft  needs  learr,  Lord,  to  amend  this  fault; 
Though  fometimes  it  fhew  Greatnefs,  Courage,  Blood, 

And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you ; 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harm  Rage, 
Defed:  of  Manners,  want  of  Government, 
Pride,  Haughtinefs,  Opinion,  and  Difdain: 
The  leaft  or  which,  haunting  a  Nobleman, 
Lofeth  Mens  Hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  Stain 
Upon  the  Beauty  of  all  parts  befides, 
Beguiling  them  of  Commendation, 
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Hot.  Well,  I  am  fchool'.d  : 
Good-manners  be  your  fpeed ; 
Mere  come  our  Wives,  and  lee  us  take  our  leave. 

Enter  Glendower,  with  the  Ladies. 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me, 
My  Wife  can  fpeak  no  Engli/b,  I  no  Welfh. 

Glend.  My  Daughter  weeps,  {he'll  not  part  with  you$ 
She'll  be  a  Soldier  too,  fhe'll  to  the  Wars. 

Mort.  Good  Father  tell  her,  that  fhe  and  my  Aunt  Percy 
Shall  follow  in  your  Condud  fpeedily, 

[Glendower  fpeak*  to  her  Wclfli,  and  floe  anfwers  him  in, 
the  fame* 

Glend.  She  isdefperate  here: 

A  peevifh  felf-will'd  Harlotry, 
One  that  Perfwafion  can  do  no  good  upon. 

[The  Lady /peaks  in  Welfh. 
Mort.  I  underftand  thy  Looks ;  that  pretty  Weljhy 

Which  thou  powr'ft  down  from  thefe  fwelling  Heav'ns, 
I  am  too  perfed  in  :  And  but  for  fhame. 
In  fuch  a  Parly  fhould  I  anfwer  thee. 

[The  Lady  again  in  Welfh. 
Mort.  I  underftand  thy  KifTes,  and  thou  mine, 

And  that's  a  feeble  Difputation : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  Truant,  Love, 

'Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  Language :  For  thy  Tongue 
Makes  Welfh  as  fweet  as  Ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  Queen  in  a  Summer's  Bower, 
With  ravifhing  Divifion  to  her  Lute. 

Glend.  Nay,  if  thou  melt,  then  will  (he  run  mad. 
[The  Lady /peaks  again  in  Welfh* 

Mort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  it  felf  in  this. 
Glend.  She  bids  you, 

On  the  wanton  Rufhes  lay  you  down, 
And  reft  your  gentle  Head  upon  her  Lap, 
And  fhe  will  fing  the  Song  that  ple<fuhyou, 
And  on  your  Eye-Lids  Crown  the  God  of  Sleep, 
Charming  your  Blood  with  pleafing  heavinefs;  » 
Making  fuch  difference  betwixt  Wake  and  Sleep, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  Day  and  Night, 

The  Hour  before  the  Heav'nly  harnefs'd  Teem 
Begins  his  golden  Progrefs  in  the  Eaft, 

Mort, 
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Mort.  With  all  my  Heart  I'll  fit,  and  hear  her  fiogi 
By  that  time  will  our  Book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glcnd.   Do  To : 

And  thofe  Mafitians  that  fhall  play  to  yoi, 
Hang  in  the  Air  a  thoufand  Leagues  from  hence; 
Yet  ftraight  they  (hall  be  here:  Sir,  and  atcend. 

Hot,  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down: 
Come,  quick,  quick,  that  I  may  lay  my  H:ad  m  thy  Lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy  G'jofe.  [The  Atufak^pU 
Hot.  Now  I  perceive  the  Devil  undcrflands  Wcl 

And  'tis  no  marvel  he  is  fo  humorous : 

By'rlady  he's  a  good  Muficia.  .  ^ 
Lady.  Then  would  you  be  nothing  but  Mjufical. 

For  you  are  all  together  governed  by  Humors  : 
Lie  (till  ye  Thief,  and  hear  the  Lady  fi^g  in  TVelJh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear,  Lady  my  Brach,  howl  in  Irifb* 

Lady.  Would'ft  have  thy  Head  broken! Hot.  No. 

Lady.  Then  be  (till. 

Hot.  Neither,  'tis  a  Woman's  Fault. 
Lady.  Now  God  help  thee. 

Hou  To  the  Weljb  Lady's  Bed. 
Lady.  What's  that? 
Hot.  Peace,  (he  fings.    [Here  the  Lady  fings *Welfti  Sj:   . 

Come,  I'll  have  your  Song  too. 
Lady.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 
Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  footh  I 

You  fwear  like  a  Comfit-maker's  Wife,  / 
Not  you,  in  good  foorh;  and,  as  true  as  I  ]ive ; 
And,  as  God  ihali  mend  me;  aid  as  fure  as  Day  : 
And  giveft  fuch  Sarcenet  furety  for  thy  Chrhs, 

As  if  thou  never  walk'ft  further  than  Tinsburj. 
Swear  me,  Katey  like  a  Lady,  as  thou  srr, 
A  good  mouth-filling  Oath,  and  leave  Infooth* 
And  fuch  proteft  of  Peppcr-Giflger-Bread, 
To  Velvet-Guards,  and  Sunday-Citizens* 
Come,  (i ng. 

Lady.  I  will  not  fing. 
Hot.   Tis  the  next   wiy  to  tun   Tailor,   or  be   Red- 

>reaft  Teacher:    And  the  Indentures  be  drawn*    III  away 
V  c  l.  IIL  Q  Within 
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within  thefe  two  Hours :    And  fo  come  in,    when  ye  will. 

[Exit. 
Glend.  Come,  come,  Lord  Mortimer,  you  are  as  (low, 

As  hot  Lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go, 

By  this  our  Book  is  drawn  :  We'll  but  fcal, 
And  then  to  Horfe  immedianely. 
Mm.  With  all  my  Heart.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE     IF. 
1 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords  and  others. 

K.Henry.  Lords,  give  us  leave: 
The  Prince  of  Walet,  and  I, 

Muft  hive  fome  private  Conference. 
But  be  near  at  Hand, 

For  we  iliail  prefently  have  need  of  you.         ̂ Exeunt  Lords. 

I  know  not  whether  Heav'n  will  have  it  (b^ 
For  fome  difpleafing  Service  I  have  done; 
That  in  his  fecret  Doom,  out  of  my  Blood, 

He'll  breed  Revengement,  and  a  Scourge  for  me: 
But  thou  doll:  in  thy  Paffjges  of  Life, 

Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  Vengeance,  and  the  Rod  of  Heav'n 
To  punilh  my  Mifs-treaeiings.     Tell  me  dfc9 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  Defires, 

Such  poor,  fuch  bafe,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  Attempts, 
Such  barren  Pleafures,  rude  Society, 

As  thou  art  match'd  withal,  and  grafted  to, 
Accompany  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Blood, 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  Princely  Heart? 

P.Henry.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  would  I  could 
Quit  all  Offences  with  as  clear  excufe, 

As  well  as  I  am  doubtlefs  I  can  purge 

My  feif  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal: 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 

As  in  reproof  of  many  Tales  devis'd, Which  oft  the  Ear  of  Greatnefs  needs  mull:  hear, 

By  fmiling  Pick-thanks,  and  bafe  News-mongers; 
I  may  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  Youth 
Hath  faulty  wandred,  and  irregular, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  Siibmiffion. 

K.Henrj. 
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K.  Henry,  Heav'n  pardon  thee  : 
Yet  Jet  me  wonder,  Harry, 
At  thy  Affections,  which  do  hold  a  Wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  Anceftors, 
Thy  p]aCe  in  Council  thcru  hail  rudely  loft, 

Which  by  thy  younger  Brother  is  fupply'dj And  art  almoft  an  Alien  to  the  Hearts 
Of  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  Blood. 

The  Hope  and  Expectation  of  thy'time 
Isruin'd,  and  the  Soul  of  every  Man Prophetically  does  fore-think  thy  Fall. 
Had  I  fo  lavifli  of  my  Prefence  been, 
So  common  hackney 'd  ia  the  ways  of  Men* So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  Company; 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  Crown, 
Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  PolTeffion, 
And  left  me  in  reputelefs  Banifhment, 
A  Fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 
By  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  {\ir> 
But  like  a  Comet,  I  was  wondred  at; 
That  Men  would  tdl  their  Chi'dren,  This  is  he 
Others  would  fay,  Where?  Which  is  BulUmbroUl 
And  then  I  ftole  ail  Courtefie  from  Heav'n,  * And  dreft  my  felf  in  fuch  Humility, 
That  I  did  pluck  Allegiance  from  Mens  Hearts, 
Loud  Shouts  and  Salutations  from  their  Mouths, Lven  m  the  Prefence  of  the  crowned  Kin<>. 
1  has  I  did  hep  my  Perfon  frefli  and  new, My  Prefence  like  a  Robe  Pontifical, 
Ne'er  feen,  but  wondred  at,-  and  fo  my  State, seldom  but  fumptuous,  (hewed  like  a  Feafh And  won  by  rarenefs  Inch  Solemnity, 
rhe  skipping  King  he  ambled  up  and  down, With  dial  ow  Jefters  and  ram  Bavin  Wits, 
;t*Daod  foo»  b«™>  warded  his  State, 
Mmgled  his  Royalty  with  carpimr  Fools, 
Had  hiS  great  Name  prophaned  with  their  Scorn 
Tolfull  hlS  ̂tenance,  a"ainft  h"  Name, 

n    eei  X  b^rdlefs  vain  comparative : 
^w  a  Companion  to  the  common  Street*. 

O  2 
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Enfeoffed  himfeif  to  Popularity: 
That  being  daily  fwallowed  by  Mens  Eyes, 
They  forfeited  with  Honey,  and  began  to  loath 
The  rafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little,  is  by  much  too  much, 
So  when  he  had  oecafion  to  be  feen, 
He  was  but  as  the  Cuckow  is  in  Jtine> 
Heard,  not  regarded;  Teen,  but  with  fuch  Eyes, 
As  lick  and  blunted  with  community, 
Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 
Such  as  is  bent  on  Sun-like  Majefty, 
When  it  mines  feldom  in  admiring  Eyes: 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  Eye-lids  down, 
Slept  in  his  Face,  and  rendred  fuch  afpeel: 

As  cloudy  Men  ufe  to  their  Adverfaries, 

Being  with  his  Prefence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 
And  in  that  very  Line,  Harrj,  ftandeft  thou ; 
For  thou  haft.loft  thy  Princely  Privilege, 
WLh  vile  Participation.    Not  an  Eye 

But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  fight, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more : 
Which  now  doth,  that  I  would  not  have  it  do, 
Make  blind  it  felf  with  foolifh  Tendernefs. 

P.  Henry.  I  jfhall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  Lord, 
Be  more  my  felf, 

K.Henry.  For  all  the  World, 
As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  ftt  forth  at  Ravenfpnrg; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now  : 

Now  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  Soul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  Intereft  to  the  State 

Than  thou'  the  Shadow  of  Succeffion; 
For  of  no  Right,  nor  Colour  like  to  Right, 
He  doth  fill  Fields  with  Hsrnefs  in  the  Realm, 

Turns  Head  againft  the  Lion's  armed  Taws; 
And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  Years  than  thou, 
Leads  ancient  Lords,  and  reverend  Bifhops  on     ; 
To  bloody  Battels  and  to  bruifing  Arms. 
What  never-dying  Honour  hath  he  got, 
Aqainft  renowned  Dowglafi,  whofe  high  Deeds, 
Waofe  tat  IfiCurfionSj  and  great  Name  in  Armf, 

Hold' 
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Holds  from  all  Soldiers  chief  Majority, 

And  Military  Title  Capital, 

Through  all  the  Kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift. 

Thrice  hath  the  Ho t-fpttr  Mars,  in  fwathing  Cloaths, 

This  Infant  Warrior,  in  his  Enterprifes, 

Difcomflted  great  DowgUfs,  ta'en  him  once, 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  Friend  of  him, 
To  fill  the  Mouth  of  deep  Defiance  up, 
And  fnake  the  Peace  and  Safety  of  our  Thionc. 

And  w!  at  fay  you  to  this?  Percy,   Northumberland, 

The  Arch-Bifhop's  Grace  of  York*  Dowglafs,  and  Mortimer^ 
Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 
But  wherefore  do  I  tell  this  News  to  thee? 

Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  Foe*, 

WJiich  art  my  near'ft  and  deareft  Enemy? 
Thou  art  like  enough,  through  Vaffal  Fear, 
Bafe  Inclination,  and  the  (tart  of  Spleen, 

To  fight  againft  me  under  Percy's  Psy, 
To  dog  his  Heels,  and  courtfie  at  his  Frowns. 
To  mew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.Henry.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  (hall  not  find  it  fo: 

And  Hcav'n  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  Majefty's  good  Thoughts  away  from  mc : 

I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  Head, 
And  in  the  doling  of  fome  g'orious  Day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  Son, 
When  I  will  wear  a  Garment  all  of  Blood, 

And  ftain  my  Favours  in  a  bloody  Mask:! 
Which  wafht  away,  mail  fcowre  my  fhame  with  ir. 

And  that  fhall  be  the  Day,  when  e'er  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  Child  of  Honour  and  Renown, 

This  gallant  Hot~fpur,  this  all-praifed  Knight, 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet: 
For  every  Honour  fitting  on  his  Helm, 
vVould  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  Herd 
Vly  Shames  redoubled.     For  the  time  will  come, 
That  I  fhall  make  this  Northern  Youth  exchange 

"lis  Glorious  Deeds  for  my  Indignities : 
*ercy  is  but  my  Factor,  good  my  Lord, 
To  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf: 
And  I  will  calljhim  to  fo  ftrid  accounr, 

O  3  That 
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t  Hi  all  render  every  Glory  up, 

a,  even  the  ilighteft  Worihip  of  his  Time, 
Or  f  will  tear  the  Reckoning  from  his  Heart. 
Thi<,  m  the  Name  of  Heaven,  I  promifehere; 
The  which,  if  I  perform,  and  do  furvive, 
I  do  befeech  your  Majefty,  may  falve 

The  long-grovv*n  Wounds  of  my  Intemperature ; 
If  nor,  the  end  of  Life  cancels  all  Bonds, 
And  f  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  Deaths, 
E  er  break  the  (null  eft  Parcel  of  this  Vow. 

K,  Henry,  A  hundred  thoufand  Rebels  dk  in  this : 
Thou  fhak  have  Charge,  and  Soveraign  truft  herein. 

Epter  Blunt. 
How  now,  good  Blunt?  Thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 

Bluv'f.  So  hath  the  Bulinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 
Lord  Adortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word, 

That  Vowglafs  and  the  Englifo  RebJs  met 
The  eleventh  of  this  Month,  at  Shrewsbury  : 

mighty  and  a  fearful  Head  they  are, 
If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  Hand, 
As  ever  offered  foul  play  in  a  State. 

K.  Henry.  The  Earl  of  WeftmorUnd  fet  forth  to  Day  a 
With  him  my  Son,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter, 
For  this  Adveitifement  is  five  Davs  old. 

On  Wednesday  next,  Harry,  thou  fhalt  fet  forward  : 
On  7%        ty9  we  our  felves  will  march. 
Our  meeting  is  Eridgenorth  :  And  Harry,  you  mail  march 

< rough  Glocefterjhrre\   By  which  account, 
O  ir  Btfiinefs  valued,  fome  twelve  Days  hence, 
O  :r  general  Forces  at  Bridgnorth  mall  meet. 

Our  Hands  are  full  of  Bulinefs:  Let's  away, 
Advantage  feeds  them  far,  while  We  delay.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  FalftafT  and  Bardolph. 

,    am    I  not  faS'n   away  vilely,    fince   this Do  I  not  bate?    Do  I  not   dwindle?    Why 

gs  about  me  like   an  old  Lady's  loofe  Gown: 
i  am,   withered  like  an  old  Apple  John.     Weil  I'll  repent, 

in   fome   liking;     I    fliaU   be 
*  •         '  F  puf 
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out  of  Heart  ftiortly,  and  then  I  fhall  have  no  Strength  to 

repent.  And  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of  a 
Church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  Pepper  Corn,  a  Brewers Horfe; 

the  infide  of  a  Church  I  Company,  villainous  Company 
hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me. 

Bard.  Sir  Johny  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 
Fal.  Why  there  is  it;  comefingme  a  bawdy  Song,  to  make 

me  merry:  I  v/i"  as  virtuoufly  given, as  a  Genleman  needta 
be;  virtuous  enough;  fwore  little,  dic'd  not  above  feven 
times  a  Week,  went  to  a  Bawdy-houfe  rot  above  once  in 

a  Quarter  of  an  Hour,  paid  Mony  that  I  borrow 'd  three  or 

four  times;  liv'd  well,  and  in  good  Compafs;  and  now  I 
live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  Compafi. 

Bard.  Why,  you  aie  fo  fat,  Sir  Jahn,  that  you  mud 
needs  be  out  of  all  Compafs,  out  of  all  reafonable  Compafs, 
Sir  John. 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  Face,  and  111  amend  my  Life. 
Thou  art  our  Admiral,  thou  beared  the  Lanthorn  in  the 

Poop,  but 'tis  in  the  Nofe  of  thee;  thou  art  the  Knightcf 
the  burning  Lsmp. 

Bard.  Why*  Sir  John,  my  Face  does  you  no  harm. 

Fal.  No,  I'll  be  fworn ;  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it,  as 
many  a  Man  doth  of  a  Death's  Head,  or  a  Memento  Mori. 
I  never  fee  thy  Face*  but  T  think  upon  Hell  F<re,  and  Dives 

that  liv'd  in  Purple;  for  there  he  is  in  his  Robes  burning. 
If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to  Virtue,  I  would  fwcar  by 

thy  Face;  my  Oath  mould  be,  By  this  Fire9.  But  thou  art 
altogether  given  over;  and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the  Light  *\ 
in  thy  Face,  the  Sun  of  utter  Darknefs.  When  thou 

rann'ft:  up  Gads-hill  in  the  Night  to  catch  my  Horfe,  if 
I  did  not  think  thou  hadft  been  an  Ignis  fatmis>  or  a  Ball 

of  Wild-fire,  there's  no  Purcha.fe  in  Mony.  O,  thou 
art  a  perpetual  Triumph,  an  everlafting  Bonfire  Light;  thou 
haft  faved  me  a  thoufand  Marks  in  Links  and  Torches, 

walking  with  thee  in  the  Night  betwixt  Tavern  and 
Tavern;  but  the  Sack  that  thou  haft  drunk  me,  would 

have  bought  me  light  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  Chand- 
lers in  Europe.  I  have  maintained  that  Salamander  of  yours 

with  Fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  Years,  Heav'n  re- ward me  for  it. 

Bard*  I  would  my  Face  were  in  you  Belly. 

O  4  Fal- 
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FaL  So  ihould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart-burn'd. Enter  Hoflefs. 

How  now,    Dame  Partlet  the  Hen,  have  you  efiquir'd  yet 
who  pick'd  my  Pocket? 

Hofl.  Why,  Sir  John,  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John  ? 

Do  you  think  I  keep  Thieves  in  my  Houfe?  I  havefearch'd, 
I  have  enquir'd,  fo  has  my  Husband.  Man  by  Man, 
Boy  by  Boy,  Servant  by  Servant:  The  tight  of  a  Hair 
was  never  left  in  my  Houfe  before. 

FaL  Ye  lie,  Hoftefs;  Bardolph  was  fhav'd,  and  Iofl:  ma- 

ny a  Hair;  and  Til  be  fworn  my  Pocket  was  pick'd ;  goto, 
you  are  a  Woman,  go. 

Hofl.  W^.o  I?  I  defiethee;  I  was  never  call'd  fo  in  mine own  Houfe  before. 

FaL  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 
Hofl.  No,  Sir  John:  You  do  not  know  me,  Sir  John; 

I  know  you,  Sir  John :  You  owe  me  Mony,  Sir  Johny  and 
now  you  pick  a  Quarrel  to  beguile  me  cf  it;  I  bought  you 
a  Dcz:n  of  Shirts  to  your  Back. 

FaL  Dow'as,  filthy  Dowlas:  I  have  given  them  away  to 
Bakers  Wivc;,  and  they  have  made  Boulters  of  them. 

Hofl,    Now   as  I  am  a  true  Woman,    Holland  of  eight 
lin^-s  an  Ell:  You  owe  Mony  here  behdes,  Sir  John,  for 

yo'ir  Diet,    and  by-Drir.kings,    and  Mony  lent  you,    four 
and  tvvcnrv  Pound?. 

FaL  He  had  his  part  of  if,  let  him  pay. 
Hofl,  lie?  alas!  he  is  poor,  he  harh  nothing. 
FaL  How?  poor?  Lock  upon  his  Face:  What  call  you 

rich?  Let  him  coin  his  Nofe,  let  him  coin  his  Checks,  I'll 
not  pay  a  Denies  What,  will  you  make  a  Yorker  of 
me?  Shall  I  net  tale  mine  Eafe  in  mine  Inn,  but  I  fhail 

have  my  Pocket  pick'd?  I  have  loft  a  S.ahRing  of  my 
Grand-father?,  worth  forty  Mark. 

Hofl.  I  have  heard  the  Prir.ce  tell  him;  I  know  not  hew 
oft,  that  that  Ring  was  Copper. 

FaL  H^w?  the  Prince  is  a  Jackj  a  fneal>Cup;  and  if  he 
were  h<  re,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  Dor,  if  he  would  fay  Co, 
£;;ter  Prixcj  Henry  marching,   end  Falilaff  meets  him,  p.. 

ing  en  his  Trnnchion  like  a  Fife. 
Vol.  How  now,  Lad?  is  the  Wind  in  that  Dcor?  Mull 

we  v.-  march  ? 
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Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  Fafhion. 

Heft.  My  Lord,  I  pray  you  hear  me. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay'it  thou,  Miftrefs  Quickly7-.  How  does 
thy  Husband?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeir,  Man. 

Hoft.  Good,  my  Lord,  hear  me. 
Fal.  Pnth  c  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

P.  Henry.    What  lay  ft  thou,  Jack}. 
Fal.  The  other  Right  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the  Ar- 

ras andtiad  my  Packet  pickt:  This  Houfe  is  turn'd  Baw- 
dy* houfe,  thev  p  ck  Pockets. 

P.  Henry.  What  didft  thou  locfe,  Jack* 
Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal\  Three  or  four  Bonds 

of  forty  Pound  a  piece,  and  a  Seal-Ring  of  my  Grand- 
father's. 

P.  Henry.  A  Trifle,  fome  eight-penny  Matter. 
Hoft.  So  I  toM  him,  my  Lord;  and  I  faid,  I  heard 

your  Grace  fay  fo :  And,  my  Lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely 

of  you,  like  a  foul-mouth' d  Man  as  he  is,  and  faid  he  would 
cudgel  you. 

P.  Henry.  What,  he  did  not? 

Hoft.  There's  neither  Faith,  Truth,  r.or  Woman-Hood in  me  elfe. 

Fal.  There's  no  more  Faith  in  thee  than  in  a  ftew'd 
Prune;  nor  no  more  Truth  in  thee  than  in  a  drawn  Fox; 

and  for  Woman-hood,  Maid-Marian  may  be  the  Depu- 
ties Wife  of  the  Ward  to  thee.     Go  you  nothing,  go. 

Hoft.  Say,  what  thinq?  What  thing? 

Fal.  What  thing?   Why  a  thing  to  thank  Hew'n  or. 

Hoft.  I  am  nothing  to  thank  Heav'n  on,  I  would  then 
iliouldft  knew  it:  I  am  an  honeft  Man's  Wife;  ad  frtcing 
thy  Knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a  Knave  to  call  me  fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  Womanhood  aiide,  thou  ait  a  BcM  to 
fay  otherwife. 

Hoft.  Say,  what  B?afr,  thou  Knave  thou? 
Fal.  What  Beaft?  Why  an  Otter. 
P.  Henry.  An  Otter,  Sir  John,  why  an  Otter? 

Fal.  Why?  (he's  neither  Fi(h  nor  Flefh ;    a  Man  knows not  where  to  have  her. 

Hoft.-  Thou  art  an  unjuft  Man  in  faying  fo;  thou,  or 
jnyMan  knows  where  to  have  m/^thoti  Knave  thou. 

P.    //ff,/:  v 



i  1 7  8  The  Firjl  Part 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Hoftefs,  and  he  flanders  thee 
moft  grofly. 

Hoft.  So  he  doth  you,  my  Lord,  and  faid  this  other 

Day,  you  ow'd  him  a  thoufand  Pound. 
A  Henry.  Sirrah  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  Pound  ? 

FaL  A  thoufand  Pound,  Hall  A  Million  ,•  thy  Love  is 
worth  a  Million:  Thou  ow'ft  me  thy  Love. 

Hofi.  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack^  and  faid  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

FaL  Did  I,  Bardolph. 
Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  Johny  you  faid  fo. 
FaL  Yea,  ii  he  faid  my  Ring  v/as  Copper. 

P.  Henry.  I  fay  'tis  Copper.  Dar'ft  thou  be  as  good  as 
thy  Word  now  ? 

FaL  Why,  Hal,  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  a  Man  I 
dare,  but  as  thou  art  a  Prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  the 

roaring  of  the  Lion's  Whelp. 
P.  Henry.  And  why  not  as  the  Lion? 

FaL  The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  Lion;  do'ft 
thou  think  I'll  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  thy  Father?  Nay  if  I  do, 
let  my  Girdle  break. 

P.  Henry.  O,  if  it  mould,  how  would  thy  Guts  fall  about 

thy  Knees.  But,  Sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  Faith,  Truth, 
nor  Honefty,  in  this  Bofbm  of  thine;  it  is  all  fili'd  up  with 
Guts  and  Midriff.  Charge  an  honed  Woman  with  picking 
thy  Pocket!  Why  thou  Horfon  impudent,  imboft  Rafc 
cal,  if  there  were  any  tiling  in  thy  Pocket  but  Tavern 
Reckonings,  Memorandums  of  Bawdy-Houfes,  and  one 
poor  penny-worth  of  Sugar-Candy  to  make  thee  long-wind- 

ed; if  thy  Pocket  were  enrich'd  with  any  other  Injuries 
but  thefe,  I  am  a  Villain;  and  yet  you  will  fhnd  to  it, 

you  will  not  Pocket  up  Wrongs.     Art  thou  not  afham'd? 
FaL  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal,  Thou  know'ft  in  the  State 

of  Innocency,  Adam  fell;  and  what  would  poor  Jack^ 
Falfiajf  do,  in  the  Days  of  Villainy :  Thou  feed,  I  have 
more  Flefh  than  another  Man,  and  therefore  more  Frailty. 
You  confefs  then  you  pickt  my  Pocket ! 

P.  Henry.  It  appears  fo  by  the  Story. 
.  FaL  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee: 
Ga  mike  ready  Breakfaft;  love  thy  Husband, 
Look  to  thy  Servants,    and  cheriih  thy  Guefts ; 

Thou 
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Thou  fhalt  find  me  tradable  to  any  honeft  Reafon  : 

Thou  feeft,  I  am  pacify'd  ftill. 
Nay,  I  prithee  be  gone.  [Exit  Hoftefs. 
Now,  Hal,  to  the  News  at  Court  for  the  Robbery,  Lad? 
How  is  that  anfwer'd  f 

P.  Henry.  O  my  fweet  Beef, 
I  muft  ftill  be  good  Angel  to  thee. 
The  Mony  is  paid  back  again. 

Fat.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back:  'tis  a  double Labour. 

P.  Henry.  I  am  good  Friends  with  my  Father,  and  may 
do  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  Exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'ft, 
and  do  it  with  un-wanVd  Hands  too. 

Bard,  Do,  my  Lord. 
P.  Henry.  I  have  procured  thee,  Jach^  a  Charge  of  Foot. 
FaL  I  would  it  had  been  of  Horfe.  Where  fhall  I  find 

one  that  can  fteal  well  t  O,  for  a  fine  Thief,  of  two  and 
twenty,  or  thereabout;  I  am  heinoufly  unprovided.  Well, 
God  be  thanked  for  thefe  Rebels,  they  offend  none  but  the 
virtuous.     I  laud  them,  1  praife  them, 

P.  Henry.  Bardolph. 
Bard.  My  Lord. 
P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancafter, 

To  my  Brother  John.  This  to  my  Lord  of  Weft  mor  land  i 
Go  PetOy  to  Horfe ;  for  thou,  and  I, 

Have  thirty  Miles  to  ride  yet  e'er  Dinner  time. 
Jack*  meet  me  to  Morrow  in  the  Temple- Hall 
At  two  a  Clock  in  the  Afternoon, 
There  fhalt  thou  know  thy  Charge,  and  there  receive 
Mony,  and  Order  for  their  Furniture. 
The  Land  is  burning,  Percy  ftands  on  high, 
And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lye. 

FaL  Rare  Words;  brave  World, 
Hoftefs,  my  Breakfaft,  come : 
Oh,  I  could  wifti  this  Tavern,  were  my  Drum. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  and  Dowglafs. 

Hot.X~\TELL  faid,  my  noble  Scoty  if  fpeafcing  Truth 
VV     In  this  fine  Age,  were  not  thought  Flattery, 

Such  attribution  mould  the  Dowglafs  have, 
As  not  a  Soldier  of  this  Seafons  tramp, 
Should  go  fo  general  currant  through  the  World, 

By  Heav'n  I  cannot  flatter :  I  dcfie 
The  Tongues  of  Soothers.     But  a  braver  place 

In  my  Heart's  love,  hath  no  Man  than  your  felf. 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  Lord. 

Dow.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Honour : 
No  Man  fo  potent  breaths  upon  the  Ground, 
But  I  will  Beard  him; 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Hot.  Do  fo,  and  'tis  well.     What  Letters  haft  thou  there? 
I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mejf.  Thefe  Letters  come  from  your  Father, 
Hot.  Letters  from  him? 

W7hy  comes  he  not  himfelf  ? 
Mejf.  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord, 

He  is  grievous  tick. 
Hot,  How  1  Has  he  the  leifure  to  be  flck  now, 

In  fuch  a  juftling  time?  Who  leads  his  Power  ? 
Under  whofe  Government  come  they  along? 

Mejf.  His  Letters  bear  his  Mind,  not  I  his  Mind. 
Wor.  I  prethee  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  Bed  ? 

Me (f.  He  did,  my  Lord,  four  Days  e'er  I  fet  forth : 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 

He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  Phyfician. 
Wor.  I  would  the  (late  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 

E'er  he  by  Sicknefs  had  been  vifited; 
His  Hea'th  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now?  Droop  now?  This  Sicknefs  doth  infect 
This  very  Life-blood  of  our  Enterprife, 

rTis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  Camp. He 
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He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  Sicknefs   

And  that  his  Friends  by  deputation 
Could  not  fo  foon  be  drawn:  Nor  did  he  think  it  meet 

To  Jay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 

On  any  Sou!  remov'd,  bur  on  his  owr. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  Ad\ertifcrnenr, 

That  with  our  fma'1  Conjunction  we  fhould  on, 
To  fee  how  Fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us, 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailirg  now, 
Becaufe  the  King  is  certainly  pcffeiu 
Of  all  our  Purpofes.     What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Wor.  Your  Father's  Sicknefs  is  a  maim  ro  uc. 
Hot.   A  peiillous  Gafh,  a  very  Limb  lope  off: 

And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not;  his  prefent  want Seems  more  than  we  fhall  find  it, 

Were  it  good,  to  fet  the  exact  Wealth  of  all  our  States 
All  at  one  Caft?  To  fet  f:>  rich  a  Mine 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  Hour, 

It  were  not  good;  for  therein  fhould  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  Soul  of  hope, 
The  very  Lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  Fortunes. 

Dow.  Faith,  and  fo  we  fhould, 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  Reverfion. 

We  may  boldly  fpend,  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in: 
A  comfort  of  Retirement  lives  in  thi<. 

Hot.  A  Rendezvous,  a  Home  to  flie  unto, 
If  that  the  Devil  and  Mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  Maidenhead  of  our  Affairs. 

Wor.  Bur  yet  I  would  your  Father  had  been  here : 

The  Quality  and  Heir  -of  our  Attempt 
Brooks  no  Divifion:  It  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  Wifdom,  Loyalty,  and  meer  Diflike 
Of  our  Proceedings,  kept  the  Had  from  hence. 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  Apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  Tide  of  fearful  Faction, 
And  breed  a  kind  cf  Qiieftio.n  in  our  Caufe: 
For  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  fide, 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  drier  arbitrament, 

And 
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And  flop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  Eye  of  Reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us: 
This  abfence  of  your  Father  draws  a  Curtain, 
That  fliews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot.  You  ftrain  too  far. 
I  rather  of  his  Abfence  make  this  ufe : 

It  lends  a  Luftre,  and  more  great  Opinion, 
A  larger  Dare  to  your  great  Enterprife, 
Than  if  the  Earl  w^re  here :  For  Men  muft  think, 
If  we  without  his  help,  can  make  a  Head 
To  pufh  againft  the  Kingdom;  with  his  help, 

We  (hall  o'erturn  it  topfie-turvy  down. 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Dow.  As  Heart  can  think  : 

There  is  not  fuch  a  word  fpoke  of  in  Scotland, 
As  this  Dream  of  Fear, 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hon  My  Coufin  Vernon,  welcome  by  my  Soul. 
Ver.  Pray  God  my  News  be  worth  a  welcome,  Lord. 

The  Earl  of  Weflmorland,  feven  thoufand  ftrong, 
Is  marching  hither-wards  with  Prince  John. 

Hot.  No  harm;  what  more? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd, 
The  King  himfelf  in  Perfon  hath  fet  forth, 
Or  hither-wards  intended  fpeedily, 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  Preparation. 

Hot.   He  fhall  be  welcome  too, 
Where  is  his  Son  ? 

The  nimble-footed  Mad-cap,  Prince  of  Wales,  \ 
And  his  Comrades,  that  daft  the  World  aflde, 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Ver.  All  furnifht,  all  in  Arms, 

All  plum'd  like  Eftridges,  that  wing  the  Wind, 
Baited  like  Eagles,  having  lately  bath'd, 
Glittering  in  Golden  Coats,  like  Irmgcs, 
As  full  of  Spirit  as  the  Month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  Sun  at  Midfummer, 
Wanton  as  youthful  Goats,  wild  as  young  Bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry  with  his  Beaver  on, 

His  Cufties  on  his  Thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, 
Rife 
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Rife  from  the  Ground  like  feather'd  Mercury 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  Eafe  into  his  Seat, 

As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  Clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Vcgajmy 
And  witch  the  World  with  noble  Horfemaihip. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more; 
Worfe  than  the  Sun  in  March? 
This  Praife  doth  nourifh  Agues;  let  them  come. 

They  come  like  Sacrifices  in  their  trim, 

All  to  the  fire-ey'd  Maid  of  fmoaky  War, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them; 
The  mailed  Mars  mail  on  his  Altar  fit 

Up  to  the  Ears  in  Blood.     I  am  on  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  Repnzal  is  fo  nigh, 
And  yet  not  ours :  Come,  let  me  take  my  Horfe, 
Who  is  to  bear  me  like  a  Thunder-bolt, 

Againfl:  the  Bofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
Harry  to  Harry ,  fhall  not  Horfe  to  Horfe 

Meet,  and  ne'er  parr,  'till  one  drop  down  aCoarfe? 
Oh,  that  Glendower  were  come. 

Ver.  There  is  more  News: 

I  learn'd  in  Worcefter,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  Power  this  fourteen  Days. 

Dow.  That's  the  word  Tidings  that  I  hear  of,  yet. 
Wor.  Ay,  by  my  Faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  Sound. 

Hot.  What  may  the  King's  whole  Battel  reach  unto? 
Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 
Hot.  Forty  let  it  be, 

My  Father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  Power  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  Day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  Mufter  fpeedily : 
Dooms-day  is  near;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Bow.  Talk  not  of  dying,  I  am  out  of  fear 

Of  Death,  or  Death's  Hand,  for  this  one  half  Year, 
■^  {Exeunt. 

s  c  E  n  e  11. 

Enter  FalftafF  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Ccventrey;  fill  me  a 
Bottel  of  Sack,  our  Soldiers  mail  march  through  :  We'll  to 
Smton-cop-hill  to  Night.  Bard. 
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Bard.  Will  you  give  meMony,   Captain? 
FaL  Lay  out,  lay  oat. 
Bard,  This  Bottel  makes  an  Angel. 
FaL  And  if  it  do>  take  it  for  thy  Labour;  and  if  it 

rnake  twenty,  take  them  all,  I'll  anfwer  the  Coynage. 
Bid  my  Lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  Towns  end. 

Bard*  I  will  Captain;   farewel  [Exit. 

FaL  If  I    be    not    afham'd    of  my    Soldiers,    I  am    a 
fowe'd  Gurnet:    I  hive   mifs-us'd   the  King's  Prefs  dam- 

nably.     I  have  got,   in  exchange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty 
Soldiers,    three  Hundred    and   odd   Pounds.     I  prefs  me 
none  but  good  Houfholders,    Yeomens  Sons;    enquire  me 

out   contracted  Batchelors,   fcch  as    had   been  ask'd  twice 
on    the    Banes  :    Suca    a   Commodity    of   warm    Slaves, 
as  had  as  Ihve  hear  the   Devil,  as  a  Drum;    fuch  as  fear 

the  Report  of  a'Caliver,    worfe  than  a  ftruck-Fool,    or   a 
hurt   wild-Duck.      I  preft   me  none  but  fuch  Toites  and 
Butter,  with   Hearts  in  their  Bellies  no  bigger  than  Pins 
Heads,   and  they  have  bought  out  their  Services:     And 
now  my  whole   Charge  confifts  of  Ancients,    Corporals, 
Lieutenants,    Gentlemen     of    Companies    Slaves   as   rag- 

ged as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  Cloath,  where  the   Glut- 
ton's Dogs  licked   his  Sores ;    and  fuch   as   indeed    were 

never  Soldiers,   but  dif-carded  unjuft:   Servingmen,    youn- 
ger   Sons   to   younger  Brothers  :    Revolted  Tapfters  and 

Oftlers,    Trade-fall'n,    the  Cankers  of  a  calm  World,    and 
long  Peace,   ten  times  more  d\ (honourable,   ragged,    than 

an    old-fae'd    Ancient;     and   fuch   have  I  to   nil   up   the 
Rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  Services;  that 

you  would  think,   that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd 
Prodigals,   lately   come   from  Swine-keeping,    from  eating 
Draff  and  Husks.      A  mad  Fellow  met  me  on  the  Way* 
and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  Gibbets,  and  preft  the 

dead    Bodies.      No  Eye  hath  feen  fuch  skar-Crows:    I'll 
not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,    that's  fla%     Nay, 
and  the    Villains     march    wide    betwixt    the  Legs,   as  if 
they  had  Gyves  on;   for  indeed,   I  had  the  moft  of  them 

out  of  Prifon.     There's  but  a  Shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my 
Company;    and  the  half  Shirt  is  two   Napkins  tack'd  to- 

gether,   and  thrown    over  the   Shoulders  like    a  Herald's 
Coatj  without  Sleeves;  and  the  Shirr>   to  fay  the  Truth* ""  "  ftoir'n 
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flol'n  from  my  Hoft  of  S\  Album ;  or  the  Red-Nofe  Inn" 

keeper  of  Daintry.  But  that's  all  one,  they'll  find  Linnen 
enough  on  every  Hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  Weftmorland. 

P.  Henry*  How  now,  blown  Jack, .?  how  now,  Quilt  ? 
Fal.  What,  Hall  How  now,  mad  Wag,  wha:  a  Devil 

do'fr  thou  in  Warwick/hire  ?  My  good  Lord  of  Weftmor- 
land,  I  cry  you  mercy,  I  thought  your  Honour  had  already 
been  at  Shrewsbury . 

Weft.  'Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too;  but  my  Powers  are  there  already.  The 
King,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all;  we  muft  away  all  p 
Night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me,  I  am  as  vigilant  as  a  Cat,  to 
fteal  Cream. 

P.FIenry.  I  think  to  fteal  Cream  indeed,  for  thy  theft 
hath  already  made  thee  Butter;  but  tell  m?,  Jac^  whofe 
Fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after? 

Fal.  Mine  Hal,   mine. 

P.Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  Rafca1?. 
Fal.  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tofs:  Focd  for  Powder, 

food  for  Powder ;  they'll  fill  a  Pit,  as  well  as  better;  tufh 
Man,  mortal  Men,  mortal  Men. 

Weft.  Ay,  but  Sir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceeding  poor 
and  bare,  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  Faith,  for  their  Poverty,  I  know  not  where  they 

had  that;  and  for  their  barenefs,  Iamfure  they  never  learn'd that  of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No,  I'll  be  fworn,  unlefs  you  call  three  Fingers 
on  the  Ribs,  bare.  But,  Sirrah,  make  hafte.  Percy  is  al- 

ready in  the  Field. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  King  encamp'd? 
Weft.  He  is,  Sir  John,  I  fear  we  fhall  ftay  too  long. 

Fal.  Well,  to  the  latter  end  of  a  Fray,  and  the  begin- 
ning of  a  Feaft,  fits  a  dull  Fighter,  and  a  keen  Gueft. 

[Exeunt. 

Vol.  III.  P  SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  Hot-fpur,  Worcefter,  Dowglafs,  and  Vernon. 

Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to  Night. 
Wor.  It  may  not  be. 
Doiv.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 
Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo?  Looks  he  not  for  Supply  ? 
Ver.  So  do  we. 
Hot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor*  Good  Coufin  be  advis'd,  flir  not  to  Night. 
Ver.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 
Dow.  You  do  not  counfel  well ; 

You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  Heart. 
Ver.  Do  me  no  (lander,  Dowglafs :  By  my  Life, 

And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  Life, 
If  weli-refpe&ed  Honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear, 
As  you,  my  Lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  Day  lives. 
Let  it  be  feen  to  morrow  in  the  Battel, 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Dow.  Yea,  or  to  Night. 
Ver.  Content. 

Hot.  To  Night,  fay  I. 
Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

I  wonder  much,  being  Men  of  fuch  great  Leading  as  you  are»' 
That  you  forefee  not  what  Impediments 
Drag  back  our  Expedition;  certain  Horfe 
Of  my  Coufin  Vernon  %  are  not  yet  come  upt 

Your  Uncle  Worcefter's  Horfe  came  but  to  Day, 
And  now  their  Pride  and  Mettle  is  afleep, 
Their  Courage  with  hard  Labour  tame  and  dull, 
Thar  not  a  Horfe  is  ha!f  the  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot.  So  are  the  Horfe  of  the  Enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low: 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  King's  exceedeth  ours : 
For  God's  fake,  Coufin,  ftay  'till  all  come  in. 
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The  Trumpet  founds  a  Parley.     Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt* 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  Offers  from  the  King, 

f  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refped. 
Hot.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt  : 

\.nd  would  to  God  you  were  of  our  Determination* 

!ome  of  us  love  you  well;  and  even  thofe  fbme 

Invy  your  great  Defervings,  and  good  Name, 
lecaufe  you  are  not  of  our  Quality, 
Jut  ftand  againft  us  like  an  Enemy. 
Blunt.  And  Heav'n  defend,  but  ftill  I  fhould  ftand  fo> 

>o  long  as  out  of  Limit,  and  true  Rule, 
fou  ftand  againft  anointed  Majefty. 
3ut  to  my  Charge. 
Hie  King  hath  fent  to  know 
rhe  Nature  of  your  Gritfs,  and  whereupon 
ITou  conjure  from  the  Bread:  of  civil  Peace, 
Such  bold  Hoftility,  teaching  his  dutious  Land 
Audacious  Cruelty.     If  that  the  King 
Save  any  way  your  good  Deferts  forgot, 
Which  he  confefTeth  to  be  manifold, 

He  bids  you  name  your  Griefs;  and  with  all  fpeed 
You  mail  have  your  Defires,  with  Intereft : 
A.nd  Pardon  abfolute  for  your  felf,  and  thefe, 
Herein  mifs-led  by  your  Suggeftion. 

Hot.  The  King  is  kind : 
A.nd  well  we  know,  the  King 
Knows  at  what  time  to  Promife,  when  to  P^v# 

My  Father,  my  Uncle,  and  my  felf, 
Oid  give  him  that  fame  Royalty  he  wears: 
And  when  he  was  net  fix  and  twenty  ftrongj 

Sick  in  tl>e  World's  regard,  wretched  and  low* 
A  poor  unminded  Out-law,  fneaking  home, 
Vly  Father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  Shore: 
And  when  he  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God* 
ric  came  to  be  but  Duke  of  Lancafler, 

"o  fue  out  his  Livery,  and  beg  his  Peace, Vith  Tears  of  Innocency,  and  terms  of  Zealt 

ly  Father,  in  kind  Heart  and  Pity  mov'd, 
wore  him  afliftance,  and  performed  it  too. 
J  Tow,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  Realm 
ercerVd  Narthumbirland  did  lean  to  him* 

V  %  They 
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They  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  Cap  and  Knee, 
Met  him  in  Boroughs,  Cities,  Villages, 
Attended  him  on  Bridges,  flood  in  Lanes, 

Laid  Gifts  before  him,  profTer'd  him  their  Oaths, 
Gave  him  their  Heirs,  as  Pages  followed  him, 
Even  at  the  Heels,  in  golden  Multitudes. 
He  prefently,  as  Greatnefs  knows  it  felf, 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  Vow 
Made  to  my  Father,  while  his  Blood  was  poor, 
Upon  the  naked  Shore  at  Ravenjpurg : 
And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  Edi&s,  and  fome  ftrait  Decrees, 
That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  Commonwealth: 
Cries  out  upon  Abufes,  feems  to  weep 

Over  his  Country's  Wrongs;  and  by  his  Face, 
This  feeming  Brow  of  Juftice,  did  he  win 
The  Hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  further,  cut  me  off  the  Heads 
Of  all  the  Favourites,  that  the  abfent  King 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 
When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irijh  War. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 
Hot.  Then  to  the  poir  t. 

In  fhort  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  King, 
Soon  after  that,  depriv'd  him  of  his  Life: 
And  in  the  Neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  State. 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuffer'd  his  Kinfman  March, 
Who  is,  if  every  Owner  were  right  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  King,  to  be  engag'd  in  Wales, 
Thcie,  without  Kanfom,  to  lie  forfeited: 

Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  Victories, 
Sought  to  intrap  me  by  Intelligence, 
Rated  my  Uncle  from  the  Council  Board, 

In  rage  difmifs'd  my  Father  from  the  Court, 
Broke  Oath  on  Oath,  committing  Wrong  on  Wrong, 
And  in  condufion,  drove  us  to  fetk  out 
This  Head  of  May ;  and  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  Title;  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect,  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  ? 
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Hot*  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter,, 

Well  withdraw  a  while: 

Go  te  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again: 
And  in  the  Morning  early  mail  my  Uncle 

Bring  him  our  purpofe;  and  fo  farewel. 
Blunt*  I  would  you  would  accept  of  Grace  and  Love, 

Hot.  And't  may  be,  fo  we  mall. 
Blunt*  Pray  Heav'n  you  do.  [Exeunt* 

s  c  E  N  E    IV. 

Enter  the  Arch-Bijhop  of  York,  and  Sir  Michell, 

York*  Hie,  good  Sir  Michell,  bear  this  fealed  Brief 
With  winged  hafte  to  the  Lord  Marftial, 
This  to  my  Coufin  Scroop,  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed. 
If  you  knew  how  much  they  do  import, 
You  would  make  hafte. 

Sir  Michell*  My  good  Lord,  I  guefs  their  tenour. 
York*  Like  enough  you  do. 

To  morrow,  good  $ir  Michell,  is  a  Day, 
Wherein  the  Fortune  often  thoufand  Men 

Muft  bide  the  touch.     For,  Sir,  at  Shrewsbury , 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  underftand, 

The  King,  wTith  mighty  and  quick-raifed  Power, 
Meets  with  Lord  Harry;  and  I  fear,  Sir  Michelly 
What  with  the  Sieknefs  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  Power  was  in  the  firft  Proportion ; 
And  what  with  OwenGlendower's  abfence  thence. 
Who  with  them  was  rated  firmly  too, 

And  comes  not  in,  over-rul'd  by  Prophecies, 
I  fear  the  Power  of  Percy  is  too  weak. 
To  wage  an  inftant  Trial  with  the  King., 

Sir  Michell.  Why,  my  good  Lord,  you  need  not  fear. 
There  is  Dowglafs,  and  Lord  Mortimer. 

York,.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Michell.  But  there  is  Mordahe^  Vhrmn]L&ii>  ffarry  Percy, 
And  there  is  my  Lord  of  Worcefter, 
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And  a  H  ad  of  gallant  Warriors, 
Noble  Gentlemen. 

Tork.  And  fo  there  is,  but  yet  the  King  hath  drawa 
The  fpecial  Heid  of  all  the  Land  together: 
The  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafler^ 
The  noble  Westmorland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 
And  many  more  Cornvah,  and  dear  Men 
Qf  Eftmation,  and  command  in  Arms. 

Sir  Michell.  Do^bt  not,  my  Lord,  he  (hall  be  well  oppos'd. 
York?  I  nope  no  lefs:  Yet  needful  'tis  to  fear, 

And  to  prevent  the  worft,  Sir  Michell  fp:ed; 

For  if  Lord  Percy  thrive  not,  e'er  the  King 
Difmjfs  his  Power,  he  means  to  vifit  us; 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  Confederacy, 

And,  'tis  but  Wifdom  to  make  ftrong  againft  him : 
Therefore  make  hafte,  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  Friends ;  and  fo  farewel,  Sir  Michell.         {Exeunt. 

A  C  T   V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wciles,  Lord  John  of  Lancafkr, 
Earl  of  Weihnorland,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  FalftafF. 

K.Henry.  T TOW  bloodily  the  Sun  begins  to  peer 
JLJl  Above  yon  busky  Hill :  The  Day  looks  pale 

At  his  Diftemperature.  x 
P.  Henry.  The  Southern  Wind 

Doth  p;ay  the  Trumpet  to  his  Purpofes, 
And  by  his  hollow  whittling  in  the  Leaves, 

Foretels  a  Tempett,  and  a  blutt'ring  Day. 
K.  Henry.  Then  with  the  Lofers  let  it  fympathiz?, 

for  nothing  can  (I em  fower  to  them  that  win. 

[The  Trumpet  founds. Enter  Worcetter. 

-    K.  Henry.  How  now,  my  Lord  of  Worfter  f  'Tis  not  well* 
That  you  and  I  mould  meet  upon  fuch. terms, 

As  now  we  nret*     You  have  deceiv'd  our  Truft, 
Anci  p$df  p  doff  our  safie  Robe  of  Peace^ 
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To  crufti  our  old  Limbs  in  ungentle  Steel: 
This  is  not  well,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  well. 

What  fay  you  to  it?  Will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlifh  Knot!  of  all-abhorred  War; 
And  move  in  that  obedient  Orb  again, 

Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and -natural  Light, 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  Meteor, 
A  Prodigy  of  Fesr,  and  a  Portent 
Of  broached  Mifchief,  to  the  unborn  Times? 

Wor.  Hear  me,  my  Liege : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  Lag-end  of  my  Life 
With  quiet  Hours :  For  I  do  poteft, 
I  have  not  fom:ht  the  Day  of  this  diflike. 

IC  Henry.  You  have  not  fought  it;  how  comes  it  then  ? 
Fal.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 
P.  Henrj.  Peace,  Chewet,  peace. 

Wor.  It  piejs'd  your  Majefiy,  to  turn  your  Looks 
Of  Favour,  from  my  Self,  and  all  our  Houfe; 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  Lord, 
We  were  the  firft,  and  dearefl:  of  your  Friends: 
For  you,  my  Staff  of  Office  did  I  break 

In  Richard's  time,  and  ported  Day  and  Night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  Hand, 
When  yet  you  were  in  place,  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate,  as  I; 
It  was  my  k\f,  my  Brother,  and  his  Son, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  out-dare 
The  danger  of  the  time.     You  fwore  to  us, 
And  you  did  fwear  that  Oath  at  Doncaftcr, 

That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  State, 
Nor  claim  no  further,  than  your  new-farn  Right, 
The  Seat  of  Gaunt,  Dukedom  of  Lane  after. 
To  this,  we  fwareour  Aid:  But  in  fhort  Space, 

It  rain*d  down  Fortune  fhowring  on  your  Plead, 
And  fuch  a  Flood  of  Greatnefs  fell  on  you, 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  abfent  King, 
What  with  the  Injuries  of  wanton  Time, 

The  feeming  Sufferances  that  you^had  born, 
And  the  contrarious  Winds  that  held  the  King 
So  long  in  the  unlucky  Irijb  Wars, 
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That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead; 
And  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  Advantages, 

You  took  occafion  to  be  quickly  woo'd, 
To  gripe  the  general  fway  into  your  Hand : 
Forgot  your  Oath  to  us  at  Dencafter, 

And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo, 
As  that  ungentle  Gull,  the  Cuckow's  Bird, 
Ufeth  the  Sparrow,  did  opprefs  our  Nefr, 
Grew  by  our  Feeding,  to  fo  great  a  Bulk, 
That  even  our  Love  duril:  not  come  near  your  Sight 
For  fear  of  fwallowing  ;  but  with  nimble  Wing 
We  were  inforc'd  for  fafety's  fake,  to  fly 
Out  of  your  Sight,  and  raife  this  prefect  Head, 
Whereby  we  ftand  oppofed  by  fuch  means 

As  you  your  fdf9  have  forg'd  againft  your  felf, 
By  unkind  Ufage,  dangerous  Countenance, 
And  violation  of  all  Faith  and  Troth 

Sworn  :o  us  in  your  younger  Enterprise. 
K.  Henry.  Thefe  things  indeed  you  have  articulated. 

Proclaimed  at  Market  Croffes,  read  in  Churches, 
To  face  the  Garment  of  Rebellion 

With  fome  fine  Colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  Eye 
Of  fickle  Changelings,  and  poor  Difcontents, 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  Elbow  at  the  News 
Of  hurly  burly  Innovation: 
And  never  yet  did  InfurrecHon  want 
Such  Water-colours,  to  impaint  his  Caufe; 
Nor  moody  Beggan,  flarvingfor  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  Havock,  and  Confufion. 

P.  Henry.  In  both  our  Armies,  there  is  many  a  Soul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  Encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  trial.     Tell  your  Nephew, 
The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  World 

In  praife  of  Henry  Percy:  By  my  Hopes, 
This  prefent  Bnterprize  fet  off  his  Head, 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  Gentleman, 

More  Adive,  Valiant,  or  more  valiant  Young, 
re  darin  7,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 

To  grace  this  latter  Age  with  noble  Deeds, 
my  part,  I  may  (peak  it  to  my  Shame.* 

.,  Truant  been  to  Chivalrys 
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And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too : 

Yet  this  before  my  Father's  Majcily, I  am  concent  that  he  fhall  take  the  odds 

Of  his  great  Name  and  ERimation, 
And  will,  to  fave  the  Blood  on  either  fide, 
Try  Fortune  with  him,  in  a  fingle  Fight. 

K.Henry.  And,  Prince  of  VK*/«,  fo  dare  we  venture  thee, 
Albeit,   Confederations  infinite 

Do  make  agii^ffc  it:  No,  good  Wor'fter,  no, 
We  'oveour  People  well;  even  thofe  we  love 

That  are  mils-led  upon  your  Coufin's  part : 
And  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  Grace ; 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  Man 

Shall  be  my  Friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  Coufin,  and  biing  me  word, 
What  he  will  do.     But  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  Correction  wait  on  us, 

And  they  (hall  do  their  Office.     So  be  gone, 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  Reply, 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly.  [Exit  Worctfler. 

P.  Henry.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  Life, 
The  Dowglafs  and  the  Hot-fpnr  both  together. 
Are  confident  againft  the  World  in  Arms. 

K.  Henry.  Hence  therefore,  every  Leader  to  h's  Charge, For  on  their  Anfwer  will  we  fet  on  them; 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  Caufe  is  juft.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  Prince  Henry  and  Fa  I  (raff. 
Fal.  Hal,  if  thou  ke  me  down  in  the  Battel, 

And  beftride  me,  fo ;  'tis  a  point  of  Friendfhip. 
P.Henry.  Nothing  but  a  ColofTus  can  dothcetl.at  Friend- 

Say  thy  Prayers,  and  farewel.  [m^P  : 
FaL  I  would  it  were  Bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P.Henry.  Why,  thou  oweff.  Heav'n  a  Death. 
Fat.  'Tis  not  due  yet;  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him  be- 

fore his  Day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  him  that 

call's  not  on  me  ?  Wq)]^  'tis  no  matter,  Honour  pricks  me 
on.  But  how  if  Honour  prick  me  off  whn  I  come  on  i 
How  then;  can  Honour  fet  to  a  Leg?  No.  Or  an  Arm?  No. 
Or  take  away  the  Grief  of  a  Wound  ?  No.  Honour  hath 
no  Skill  in  Surgery  then  ?  No.  What  is  Honour  ?  A  word. 

lat  is  that  word  Honour?  Ayre;  a  trim  reckoning.  Who 

hath- 
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hath  it?  He  that  dy'd  a  Wednefday.  Doth  he  feel  it?  No. 
Doth  he  hear  it ?  No.  Is  it  infenfible  then?  Yea,  to  the 
dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with  the  living?  No.  Why  ? 

Detraction  will  not  fuffer  it,  therefore  I'll  none  of  it.  Ho- 
nour is  a  meer  Scutcheon,  and  fo  ends  my  Catechifm.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 
Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Wor.  O  no,  my  Nephew  muft  not  know,  Sir  Richard, 
The  liberal  kind  Offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  'Twere  beft  he  did. 
Wor.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 

It  is  not  poflible,  it  cannot  be, 
The  King  would  keep  his  Word  in  loving  us, 
He  will  fufpeel:  us  &\\\  and  find  a  time 
To  punifti  this  Offence  in  other  Faults : 
Suppofe  then,  all  our  Lives  fhall  be  (truck  full  of  Eyes ; 
For  Treafon  is  but  trufted  like  the  Fox, 

Who  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherinVd,  and  lock'd  up, Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  Ancestors; 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily, 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  Looks, 
And  we  mall  feed  like  Oxen  at  a  Stall, 

The  better  cherifh'd,  (till  the  nearer  death. 
My  Nephew's  Trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  the  excufe  of  Youth,  and  heat  of  BIood> 
And  an  adopted  Name  of  Privilege, 

A  hare-brain'd  Hot-Jpur,  govern'd  by  a  Spleen: 
All  his  Offences  live  upon  my  Head, 
And  on  his  Father's.     We  did  train  him  on, 
And  his  Corruption  being  ta'en  from  us, 
We  as  the  Spring  of  all,  mail  pay  for  all: 
Therefore,  good  Coufin,  let  not  Harry  know, 
In  any  cafe,  the  Offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will,  I'll  fay  'tis  Co. 
Here  comes  your  Confin.  v 

Enter  Hot-fpur  and  Dowglafs. 

Hot.  My  Uncle  is  return'd: 
Deliver  up,  my  Lord  of  Weftmorland* 
Uncle,  what  News? 

Wqu 
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Wor.  The  King  will  bid  you  Battel  prefently. 

Dow.  Defie  him  by  the  Lord  of '  Weftmorland. 
Hot.  Lord  Dowglafs;  go  you  and  tell  him  fo. 
Dow.  Marry  and  mall,  and  very  willingly. 

[Exit  Dowglafs 
Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  Mercy  in  the  King. 
Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid. 
Wor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  Grievances, 

Of  his  Oath-breaking;  which  he  mended  thus, 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworn, 
He  calls  us  Rebels,  Traitors,  and  will  fcourge 
With  haughty  Arms,  this  hafeful  Name  in  us. 

Enter  Dowglafs. 
Dow,  Arm,  Gentlemen,  to  Arms,  for  I  have  thrown 

A  brave  Defiance  in  King  Henry 's  Teeth : 
And  Weftmorland  that  was  ingag'd  did  bear  it, 
Which  cannot  chufe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftept  forth  before  the  King, 

And,  Nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  fingle  Fight. 
Hot.  O,  would  the  Quarrel  lay  upon  our  Heads, 

And  that  no  Man  might  draw  fhort  Breath  to  Day, 
But  I  and  Harry  Monmouth.     Tell  me,  tell  me, 

How  ftiew'd  his  Talking?  Seem'd  it  in  Contempt? 
Ver.  No  by  my  Soul:  I  never  in  my  Life 

Did  hear  a  Challenge  urg'd  more  modeftiy, 
Unlefs  a  Brother  fhould  a  Brother  dare, 
To  gentle  Exercife  and  proof  of  Arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  Duties  of  a  Man, 

Trim'd  up  your  Praifes  with  a  princely  Tongue, 
Spoke  your  Defervings  like  a  Chronicle, 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  Praife, 

By  ftill  difpraifing  Praife,  valu'd  with  you : 
And  which  became  him  like  a  Prince  indeed, 
He  made  a  blu(hing  Cital  of  himfelf, 
And  chide  his  trewant  Youth  fo  with  a  Grace, 

As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  Spirit 
Of  teaching  and  of  learning  inftantly: 
There  did  he  paufe.     But  let  me  tell  the  World, 
If  ̂e  out-live  'he  Envy  of  this  Day, 
England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  Hope, 
§0  rnuch  mifconftrued  in  his  Wantonnefsp 
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Hot,  Coufin,  I  think  thou  art  enamoured 

On  his  Follies;   never  did  I  hear 

Of  any  Prince  fo  wild  at  Liberty. 

But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  e'er  Night, 
1  will  embrace  him  with  a  Soldier's  Aim, 
That  he  mall  (brink  under  my  Courtefie. 
Arm,  arm  with  fyecd.     And  Fellows,  Soldiers,  Friend 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do, 

Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  Gift  of  Tongue, 
Can  lift  your  Blood  up  with  Ferfuafion. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mef  My  Lord,  here  are  Letters  for  you. 
Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. 

O  Gentlemen,  the  time  of  Life  is  (hort; 

To  fpend  that  Shortnefs  bafely  were  too  long, 

ThoLife  did  ride  upon  a  Dial's  Point, 
Still  ending  at  the  Arrival  of  an  Hour. 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings : 
If  die;  brave  Death,  when  Princes  die  with  us. 

Now  for  our  Confciences,  the  Arms  are  fair, 
When  the  Intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 
Mef.  My  Lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  ©n  apace. 
Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  Tale, 

For  I  profefs  not  talking:  Only  this, 
Let  each  Man  do  his  befl.     And  here  I  draw  my  Sword, 
Whofe  worthy  Temper  I  intend  to  ftain 
With  the  beft  Blood  that  I  can  meet  withal, 
In  the  Adventure  of  this  perilous  Day. 
Now  Efperance,  Percy,  and  fet  on : 
Sound  ail  the  lofty  lnftruments  of  War* 
And  by  that  Muiick,  let  us  all  embrace: 

For  Heav'n  to  Earth,  feme  of  us  never  (lull, A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefie. 

They   embrace^    then  Exeunt.   The  Trumpets  found,    the 
King  entreth  with  his  Power,  alarm  unto  the  Battel.  Then 
enter  Dowgias  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Jttunt.  What  is  thy  Name,  that  in  Battel  thus  thou  croiTeft 

What  Honour  dod  thou  feek  upon  my  Head?  ('me? 
Dow.  Know  then,  my  Name  is  Dowglafs, 

And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  Battel  thus, 

Becaufe  fome  tell  me,  that  thou  art  a  King.  Plqntt 
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Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 
Dow.  The  Lord  of  Stafford  dear  to  Day  hath  bought 

Thy  Likenefs;  for  inftead  of  thee,  King  Harry, 
This  Sword  hath  ended  h:m,  fo  ihall  it  thee, 
Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  a  Prifoner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scot, 
And  thou  fhalt  find  a  King  that  will  revenge 

Lord  Stafford's  Death. 
Fight ,   Blunt  is  flaw,  then  enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  O  Dowglafs,    had  ft  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 

I  never  had  triumphed  o'er  a  Scot. 
Dow.  All's  done,  all's  won,  herebreathlefs  lyes  the  King. Hot.  Where? 
Vow.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Dowglafsl  No,   I  know  this  Face  full  well  : 
A  gallant  Knight  he  was,  his  Name  was  Blunt, 

SembJably  fumifh'd  like  the  King  hiirJdf. 
Dow.  Ah  !  Fool    go  with  thy  Soul  whither  it  goes, 

A  borrow'd  Title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  dldfr  thou  tell  me,  that  thou  wert  a  King? 

Hot,  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  Coats. 
Dow.  Now  by  my  Sword,  I  will  kill  all  his  Coatr, 

I'll  murther  all  his  Wardrobe  Piece  by  Piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  King. 

Hot.  Up  and  away. 
Our  Soldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  Day.  [Exeunt* 

^Alarm,  enter  FalftafFyo/#.f. 

Fal.  Though  I  could  fcape  (hot-free  at  London,  I  fear 

the  Shot  here:  Here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  Pate.  Soft, 
who  art  thou  ?  Sir  Walter  Blunt*  there's  Honour  for  3 
here's  no  Vanity;  I  am  as  hot  as  moulten  Lead,  and  a< 
heavy  too:  Heav'n  keep  Lead  out  of  me,  I  need  ro  moie 
Weight  than  mine  own  Bowels.  I  have  led  my  iRag-o* 
Muffians  where  thty  are  pepper'd;  there's  not  three  of  my 
hundred  and  fifty  left  alive,  and  they  for  the  Towns  end 
to  beg  during  Life.  But  who  comes  here  \ 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  What  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here?  lend  me  thy  Sword, 
Many  a  noble  Man  lyes  (lark  and  ftiff 

U'.der  the  Hoofs  of  vaunting  Enemies, 

Whofe  Deaths  are  unreveng'd.    Prithee  lend  me  thy  Swore5. 
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Fal.  O  Hal,  I  prithee  give  me  leave  to  breath  a  while." 
Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch   Deeds  in  Arms,  as  I  have 
done  this  Day.  I  have  paid  Percy,  I  have  made  him  fure. 

P.  Henry.  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee: 
I  prithee  lend  me  thy  Sword. 

Fal,  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not  my 
Sword;  but  take  my  Piftol  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry.  Give  it  me:  What,  is  it  in  the  Cafe? 

Fal.  Ay  Hal.  'tis  hot:  There's  that  will  fack  a  City.  ' 
[The  Prince  draws  ont  a  Bottle  of  Sack.* 

P.  Henry.  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jeft  and  dairy  now? 
[Throws  it  at  him,  and  Exit. 

Fal.  If  Percy  be  alive.  I'll  pierce  him ;  if  he  do  come 
in  my  way,  fo;  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willingly, 
let  him  make  a  Carbonado  of  me,  I  like  not  fuch  grinning 
Honour  as  Sir  Walter  hath  :  Give  me  Life,  which  if  I  caa 

fave,  fo;  if  not,  Honour  comes  unlook'd  for,  and  there's 
an  end.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Alarm,   Excurfions,     Enter  the  King,  the  Prince,  Lord  John 
of  Lancafter,  and  the  Earl  of  Weftmorland. 

K.  Henry. \  prithee,  Harry,  withdraw  thy  fc!f,thou  bleed- 
eft  too  much :  Lord  John  of  Lancafter*  go  you  with  him. 

Lan.  Not  I,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 
P.  Henry.   I  befeech  your  Majefty  make  up, 

Lead  your  Retirement  do  amaze  your  Friends. 
K.  Henry.    I  will  do  fo  : 

My  Lord  of  Weftmorland,  lead  him  to  his  Tent. 

Weft.  Come  my  Lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  Tent. 
P.  Henry.  Lead  me,  my  Lord !  I  do  not  need  your  Help, 

And  Heav'n  forbid  a  (hallow  Scratch  mould  drive 
The  Prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  Field  as  this, 

Where  ftain'd  Nobility  lyes  trodden  on, 
And  Rebels  Arms  triumph  in  MafTacres. 

Lan.  We  breath  too  long;  come  Coufin  Weftmorland^- 

Our  Duty  this  Way  lyes,  for  Heav'ns  fake  come. 
P.  Henry.  By  Heav'n  thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Lancaftef% 

I  did  not  think  thee  Lord  of  fuch  a  Spirit: 
Before* 
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Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  Brother,  John; 
But  now,  I  do  refpect  thee  as  my  Soul. 

K.  Henry.  I  faw  him  hold  Lord  Percy  at  the  Point, 
With  luftier  Maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 

Of  fuch  an  ungrown  Warrior. 
P.  Henry.  O  this  Boy,  lends  Mettle  to  us  all.         [Exit* 

Enter  Dowglafs. 

Dow.  Another  King?  They  grow  like  Hydra?*  Heads: 
I  am  the  Dowglafs  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  Colours  on  them.     What  art  thou 

That  e>unterfeit'ft  the  Perfon  of  a  King  ? 
K.  Henry.  The  King  hirafelf;  who,  Dowglafs,  grieves  at 

So  maity  of  his  Shadows  thou  haft  met,  [Heart 
And  not  the  very  King.     I  have  two  Boys 
Seek  Percy  and  thy  felf  about  the  Field; 

But  feeing  thou  fall' ft  on  me  fo  luckily 
I  will  affay  thee :  So  defend  thy  (df. 

Dow.  I  fear  thou  art  another  Counterfeit ; 

And  yet  in  faith  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  King: 
But  mine  I  am  fure  thou  art,  who  e'er  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  win  thee.  [They  fight :  The  King  being  in  Danger, 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Hold  up  thy  Head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again :  The  Spirits 
Of  valiant  Sherly,  Stafford,  Blunty  are  in  my  Arms; 
It  is  the  Prince  of  Wales  that  threats  thee, 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  means  to  pay. 

[They  fight,  Dowglafs  flyeth. 
Chearly,  my  Lord;  how  fares  your  Grace? 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  Succour  fent, 

And  fo  hath  Clifton''.  I'll  to  Clifton  ftreight. 
K.  Henry.   Stay,  and  breath  a  while. 

I  Thou;  haft  redeem'd  my  loft  Opinion, 
And  fliew'd  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  Life 
In  this  fair  Refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Henry.  O  Heav'n,  they  did  me  too  much  Injury, 
That  ever  faid  I  hearkned  to  your  Death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  infulting  Hand  of  Dowglafs  over  you, 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 

As 



i  too  The  Firjl  Part 
As  all  the  poifonous  Potions  in  the  World, 

And  fav'd  the  treacherous  Labour  of  your  Son, 
JO  Prince.  Make  up  to  Clifton,  I'll  to  Sir  Nicholas  Gawfiy. 

[Exit* 
Enter  Hot-fpur. 

Hot.  If  I  mifhke  not>  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth* 
P.  Henry.  Thou  fpeakeft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  Name. 
Hot.  My  Name  is  Harry  Percy. 
P.  Henry.    Why  then  I  fee  a  very  valiant  Rebel  of  that 

I  am  the  Prince  of  Wales;  and  think, not,  Percy ,         [Name. 
To  fhare  with  me  in  Glory  any  more: 
Two  Stars  keep  not  their  Motion  in  one  Sphere, 
Nor  can  one  Englandbrook  a  double  Reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  Hull  if,  Harry,  for  the  Hour  is  come 

To  end  the  one  of  us;  and  would  to  Heav'n 
Thy  Name  in  Arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine, 

P.  Henry.  I'll  make  it  greater,  e'er  I  part  from  thee, 
And  all  the  budding  Honours  on  thy  Creft, 

I'll  crop,   to  make  a  Garland  for  my  Head. 
Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  Vanities.  [Fight* 

Enter  Falftaff. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Hal,  to  it  Hal.     Nay,  youfliall  find  no 
Boys  Play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 
Enter  Dowglafs,  he  fights  with   Falftaff,    who  falls  down 

as  if  he  were  dead.     The  Prince  kills  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh  Harry  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  Youth: I  better  brook  the  Lofs  of  brittle  Life, 

Than  thofe  proud  Titles  thou  haft  won  of  me, 
They  wound  my  Thoughts  worfe,  than  thy  Sword  my  Flefh: 

But  thought's  the  S'ave  of  Life,  and  Life  Time's  Fool; 
And  Time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  World, 
Muft  have  a  ftop.     O,  I  could  prophefie, 
But  that  the  Earth,  and  the  cold  Hand  of  Death, 

Lyes  on  my  Tongue:  No,  Percy  thou  art  Dull: 
And  Food  for    [Diss, 

P.  Henry.  For  Worms,  brave  Percy.  Farewel,  great  Heart : 

I'11-weav'd  Ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunk ! 
When  that  this  Body  did  contain  a  Spirit, 
A  Kingdom  for  it  was  too  (mall  a  Bound: 
But  now  two  Paces  of  the  vileft  Earth 

Is 
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Is  room  enough.     This  Earth  that  bears  thee  dead, 
Bears  not  ali  e  fo  ftout  a  Gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  Courtefie, 

I  fhould  not  make  fo  great  a  fhow  of  Zeal. 
But  let  my  Favours  hide  thy  m**gJed  Face, 

And  even  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  think  my  feti 
For  doing  thefe  fair  Rites  of  Te.^dernefs. 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  praifewith  thee  to  Heav'n, 
Thy  ignominy  (hep  with  thee  in  the  Grave, 
But  not  remembred  in  thy  Epitaph. 
What!  Old  Acquaintance!  Could  not  all  this  fle/h. 
Keep  in  a  little  Life?  Poor  Jac   ?  farewel  : 

I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  Man. 
O,  I  mould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee, 
If  I  were  muc!   in  love  with  Vanity. 
Derh  hath  not  {truck  fo  fat  a  Deer  to  Day, 
Though  many  dearer  in  this  bloody  Fray: 

ImjoweU'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  ard  by, 
'Till  then,  in  Blood  by  noble  Percy  lye.  [Exit. FalftafT  rifeth  up. 

Fal.  ImboweU'd  !  If  thou  imbowel  me  to  D2V,  I'll  give 
you  leave  to  Powder  me,  and  eat  me  too  to  Morrow.  'Twas 
time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  Termagant  Scot  had  paid 
me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit— I  dm  no  counterfeit;  to 
die,  is  to  be  a  Counterfeit,  for  he  is  but  the  Counterfeit  of 
a  Mao,  who  hath  not  the  Life  of  a  Man  :  But  to  counter- 

feit dying,  when  a  Man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  Coun- 
terfeit, but  the  true  and  perfect  image  of  Life  indeed.  The 

better  part  of  Valour,  is  Difcretion ;  in  the  which  better 
part,  I  have  faved  my  Life.  I  am  afraid  of  this  Gun- 
Powder  Percy*  though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he  fhould 
Counterfeit  too,  and  rife,  I  am  .afraid  he  would  prove  the 

better  Counterfeit;  therefore  I'll  make  him  fure;  yea,  and 
I'll  fwear  I  have  kill'd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife  as  well 
as  I  ?  Nothing  confutes  me  but  Eyes  and  no  Body  fees 
roe.  Therefore,  Sirrah,  with  anew  Wound  in  your  Thigh 
come  you  along  with  me.  [Takes  Hot-fpur  on  his  Back. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  John  of  Lancafter. 
P,  Henry.  Come  Brother  John,    full  bravely  hift  thou 

fl?ftit  thy  Maiden  S^/ord. 
Vol,  III.  O  Zs> 
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Lan.  But  foft,  who  have  we  here? 

Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  Man  was  dead? 
P.  Henry,  I  did,  I  faw  him  dead, 

Breathlefs,  and  bleeding  on  the  Ground:  Art  thou  alive* 
Or  is  it  Fantafie  that  piays  upon  our  Eye-fight? 
I  prethee  fpeak,  we  will  not  truft  our  Eyes 

Without  our  Ears.     Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft 
Fal.  No,  that's  certain ;  I  am  not  a  double  Man ;  but  if 

I  am  not  Jack^Falftajf,  then  am  I  a  Jack, '  There  is  Percy, 
if  your  Father  will  do  me  any  Honour,  fo  ;  if  not,  let  him 
kill  the  next  Percy  himfelf.  I  look  either  to  be  Earl  or 
Duke,  I  can  affure  you. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  Percy  I  kilPd  my  felf,  and  faw  thee  dead. 

Fal.  Did'R  thou?  Lord,  Lord,  how  the  World  is  given 
to  Lying!  I  grant  you  I  was  down,  and  out  of  Breath, 
and  io  was  he,  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought 
a  long  Hour  by  Shrewsbury  Clock :  If  I  may  be  believed,  fo ; 
if  nor,  let  them  that  mould  reward  Valour  bear  the  Sin  up- 

on their  own  Heads.  I'll  take't  on  my  Death  I  gave  him 
this  Wound  in  the  Thigh:  if  the  Man  were  alive,  and 
would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of  my  Sword. 

Lan.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 
P.Henry.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Fellow,  Brother  John. 

Come  bring  your  Luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  part,  if  a  Lie  may  do  thee  grace, 

I'll  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have. 
£  A  Retreat  is  founded. 

The  Trumpets  found  Retreat,  the  Day  is  ours: 

Come  Brother,  let's  to  the  higheft  of  the  Field, 
To  fee  what  Friends  are  \ivingy  who  are  dead.        [Exeunt. 

Fal.  I'll  follow  as  they  fay,  for  Reward.  He  that  re- 
wards me,  Heav'n  reward  him.  If  1  do  grow  great  again, 

I'll  grow  lefs;  for  Vll  purge,  and  leave  Sack,  and  live 
cleanly,  as  a  noble  Man  fhould  do.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

The  Trumpets  found :  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales, 

Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Wefhnorland,  m;/'//?  Wor- cefter and  Vernon  Prifoners* 

K.  Henry.  Thus  ever  did  Rebellion  find  Rebuke. 
Ul-fpirited  Worcefter,  did  we  not  tend  Grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  Love  to  all  of  you  ? 

And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  Offers  contrary  ? 
Mifufe  the  Tenor  of  thy  Kinfman's  Truft? 
Three  Knights  upon  our  Party  {lain  to  Day, 
A  noble  Earl  and  many  a  Creature  elfe 
Had  been  alive  this  Hour, 

If  like  a  Chriftian  thou  had'ft  truly  born, 
Betwixt  our  Armies,  true  Intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to, 
And  I  embrace  this  Fortune  patienrly, 
Since,  not  to  be  avoided,  it  falls  on  me. 

K.Henry.  Bear  Worcefter  to  death,  and  Vernon  too.  ! 
Other  Offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. 

[Exit  Worcefter  and  Vernon. 
How  goes  the  Field? 

P.  Henry.  The  noble  Scot,  Lord  Dowglafs,  when  he  faw 

The  Fortune  of  the  Day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  Men, 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  reft ; 

And  falling  from  a  Hill,  he  was  fo  brui^'d  *  , 
That  the  Purfuers  took  him.     At  my  Tent 
The  Dowglafs  is,  and  I  befeech  your  Grace, 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  With  all  my  Heart. 
P.  Henry.  Then  Brother  John  of  Lancafter^ 

To  you  this  Honourable  Bounty  fhall  belong : 
Go  to  the  Dowglafs,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  Pleafure,  ranfomlefs  and  free4: 
His  Valour  fhe^n  upon  our  Crefts  to  Day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifh  fuch  high  Deeds, 
Eves  in  the  Bofom  of  our  Adverfaries. 

Ql  *  /C  Hem  j 
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K.Henry.  Then  this  remains;  that  we  divide  our  Power* 

You  Son  J-ohn9  and  my  Coufin  Weftmorland, 
Towards  Ton^fhall  bend  you,  with  your  deareft  fpeed 
To  meet  Northumberland,  and  the  Prelate  Scroop? 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  Arms. 
My  felf  and  Son  Harry  will  towards  Wales, 
To  fight  with  Glendower,  and  the  Earl  of  March. 

Rebellion  in  this  Land  (hall  lofe  his  way,- 
Meeting  the  Check  of  fuch  another  Day; 
And  fince  this  Bufmefs  fo  far  is  done, 

Let  us  not  leave  'till  all  our  own  be  won.  [Exeunt* 
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ACTL     SCENE    I 

INDUCTION. 

Enter  RUMOUL 

PEN   your  Ears:    For  which  of  you  
will 

flop  r     T    - 

The  vent  of  hearing.when  loud**w*r  Ipe
aks , 

I,  from  the  Orient,  to  the  drooping  We»* 

Making  the  Wind  my  Poft-horfe,  ftill  unfold 
The  Ads  commenced  on  this  Bill  of  Earth, 

Upon  my  Tongue  continual  Slanders  ride, 
The  which,  in  e,very  Language,  I  pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  Ears  of  them  with  falfe  Report*! 
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I  fpeak  of  Peace,  while  covert  Enmity, 
Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  World : 
And  who  but  Rumor,  who  but  piily  I 

Make  fearful  M lifters,  and  prepar'd  Defence; 
Whilft  the  big  Year,  fwol'n  with  fome  other  Griefs, 
Is  thought  with  Child,  by  the  ftern  Tyrant  War; 
And  no  fuch  matter.     Rumor  is  a  Pipe 
•Blown  by  S  irmife,  and  Jealoufies  Conjectures; 
And  of  fo  eafie,  and  fo  plain  a  ftop, 
That  the  blunt  Monfter,  wirh  uncounted  Heads 
The  ftili  difcordant,  wavering  Multitude, 
Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus 
My  well-known  Body  to  Anatomize 
Amang  my  Houfhold?  Why  is  Rumor  here? 

I  run  before  King  Harry's  Victory, 
Who  in  a  bloody  Field  by  Shrewsbury 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hot-Jpury  and  his  Troops, 
Quenching  the  Flame  of  bold  Rebellion, 
Even  with  the  Rebels  Blood.     But  what  mean  I 

To  Ipeak  of  Truth  at  firft?   My  Office  is 
To  noife  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 

Under  the  Wrath  of  noble  Hot-Jpur's  Sword: 
And  that  the  King,  before  the  Dowglafs  Rage, 

Sto  p'd  his  anointed  Head,  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  rumor'd  through  the  Peafant  Towns, 
Between  the  Royal  Field  of  Shrewsbury, 
And  this  Worm-eaten  hole  of  ragged  Stone, 

Where  Hot-fpHr's  Father,  old  Northumberland, 
Lves  crafty  Sick.     The  Pods  come  tyring  on, 
And  not  a  Man  of  them  brings  other  News 

Than  they  have  learn'd  of  me.     From  Rumor's  Tongues 
Thsy  bring  fmooth-comforts-falfe,  worfe  than  true  Wrongs, 

[Exit, SCENE     II. 

Enter  Lord  Bardolf,  and  the  Porter* 

Bard,  Who  keeps  the  Gate,  hoa  ? 
Where  is  the  Earl? 

Porter.  What  Hull  I  fay  you  are I 
BarcL 
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Bard.  Tell  thou  the  Earl, 

That  the  Lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Porter.  His  Lordfhip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  Orchard, 
Pleafe  it  your  Honour,  -knock  but  at  the  Gate, 
And  he  himfcif  will  anfwer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Bard.  Here  comes  the  Earl. 

North.  What  news,  Lord  Bardolph*  Ev'ry  minute  now 
Should  be  the  Father  of  fome  Stratagem. 
The  Times  are  wild:  Contention,  like  a  Horfe 

Full  of  high  Feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofc, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  N  ble  Earl, 

I  brifuT  yoii  ce  tain  News  from  Shrewsbury. 
North.  G  >od,  and  Heav'n  will. 
Bard.  As  good  as  Heart  can  wifh  : 

The  King  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  Death: 
And  in  the  Fortune  of  my  Lord  your  Son, 
Prince  Harry  (lain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kilfd  by  the  Hand  of  Dowglafs,  young  Prince  John, 
And  Weftmorlandy  and  Stafford,  fled  the  Field. 

And  Harry  Monmouth's  Brawn,  the  Hulk  Sir  John, 
Is  Prifoner  to  your  Son.     O,  fuch  a  Day, 

So  fought,  fofbllow'd,  and  fo  fairly  won, 
Came  not,  'till  now,  to  dignifie  the  Times 
Since  Cafar's  Fortunes* 

North*  How  is  this  deriv'd? 
Saw  you  the  Field  ?  Came  you  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Bard.  I  fpake  with  one,  my  Lord,  that  came  from  thence, 
A  Gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  Name, 

,That  freely  render'd  me  this  News  for  true. 
N&rth.  Here  comes  my  Servant  Travers,  whom  I  fent 

On  Tuefday  laft,  to  liften  after  News. 
Enter  Travers. 

'    Bard,  My  Lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way. 
And  he  is  furnifti'd  with  no  Certainties, 
More  than  he,  happily,  may  retail  from  me. 

North.  Now  Travers^  what  good  Tidings  comes  from  you? 

Tra*  My  Lord,  John  Vmfrevil  turn'd  me  back 
With  joyful  Tidings;  and  being  better  hors'd 
Outrode  me.    Alter  him,  came  fpurring  hard 
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A  Gentleman,  almoft  fore-fpent  with  fpeed, 

That  ftopp'd  by  me,  to  breathe  his  bloodied  Horfe* 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Cbefter:   And  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  News  from  Shrewsbury  : 
He  told  me,  that  Rebellion  had  ill  Luck, 
And  that  young  Harry  Percfs  Spur  was  cold. 
With  that  he  gave  his  able  Horfe  the  Head, 
And,  bending  forward,  ftrook  his  able  Heels 
Againft  the  panting  Sides  of  his  poor  Jade, 
Up  to  the  Rowel-head,  and  ftarting  fo, 

He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  queftion. 

North,  Ha?  Again: 

Said  he  young  Harry  Percy's  Spur  was  cold  ? 
Of  Hot-fpur,  cold  Spur,  that  Rebellion 
Had  met  ill  Luck  ? 

Bard.  My  Lord,  I'll  tell  you  what, 
If  my  young  Lord,  your  Son,  have  not  the  Dayi 
Upon  mine  Honour,  for  a  filken  Point 

I'll  give  my  Barony.     Never  talk  of  it. 
North.  Why  mould  the  Gentleman  that  rode  by  Trtvers 

Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  Lofs  ? 
Bard.  Who  he? 

He  was  fome  hielding  Fellow,  that  had  ftol'n 
The  Horfe  he  rode  on ;  and  upon  my  Life 
Spake  at  adventure.     Look,  here  comes  more  News. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  Man's  Brow,  like  to  a  Title-leaf, 
Foretels  the  Nature  of  a  Tragick  Volume : 
So  looks  the  Strond,  when  the  Imperious  Flood 

Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  Ufurpation. 
Say,  Mortow%  did'ft  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Mort.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury^  my  noble  Lora, 
Where  hateful  Death  put  on  his  uglieft  Mask 
To  fright  our  Party. 

North.  How  doth  my  Son,  and  Brother? 
Thou  trembpft;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  Cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  Tengue,  to  tell  thy  Errand. 
Even  fuch  a  Man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs, 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  Look,  fo  woe-be-gone, 

Drew  Priam's  Curtain,  in  the  dead  of  Night, 
And 
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And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  burn'd. 

But  Priam  found  the  Fire,  e'er  he  his  Tongue: 

And  I,  my  Percy's  Death,  e'er  thou  report'ft  it. 
This,  thou  would'ft  fay:  Your  Son  did  thus,  and  thus; 
Your  Brother,  thus.     So  fought  the  noble  Dowglafs, 

Stopping  my  greedy  Ear  with  their  bold  Deeds. 
But  in  the  end,  to  flop  my  Ear  indeed, 

Thou  haft  a  Sigh,  to  blow  away  this  Praife, 

Ending  with  Brother,  Son,  and  all  are  dead. 
Mort.  Dowglafs  is  living,  and  your  Brother,  yet ; 

But  for  my  Lord,  your  Son. 
North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 

See  what  a  ready  Toneue  Sufpicion  hath; 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing,  he  would  not  know, 
Hath  by  Inftincl:,  knowledge  from  others  Eyes, 

That  what  he  fear'd  is  chane'd.     Yet  fpeak,  Morton, 
Tell  thou  thy  Earl,  his  Divination  Jier, 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  Difgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich,  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mort.  You  are  too  great,  to  be,  by  me,  gainfaid : 
Your  Spirit  is  too  true,  your  Fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
I  fee  a  ftrange  Confeflion  in  thine  Eye : 

Thou  mak,ft  thy  Head,  and  hold'fi:  it  Fear,  or  Sin, 
To  fpeak  a  truth.    If  he  be  (lain,  fay  fo : 
The  Tongue  offends  nor,  that  reports  his  Death : 
And  he  doth  Sin  that  doth  belie  the  dead ; 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive: 
Yet  the  firft  Bringer  of  unwelcome  News 
Hath  but  a  lofing  Office:  And  his  Tongue, 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  Bell 

Remembred,  knolling  a  departing  Friend. 
Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  Lord,  your  Son  is  dead. 
Mort.  I  am  forty  I  fhould  force  you  to  believe 

That,  which  I  would  to  Heav'n  I  had  not  feen. 
But  thefe  mine  Eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  State, 

Rendering  faint  [quittance,  wearied  and  out-breath  *d, 
To  Henry  Monmomh^  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  Earth, 
From  whence,  with  Life,  he  never  more  fprung  up» 
In  few;  his  Death,  whofe  Spirit  lent  a  Fire 

Even 



I II  2, Tloe  Second  Part, 

Even  to  the  dulleft  Peafant  in  his  Camp, 
Being  bruited  once,  took  Fire  and  Heat  away 

From  the  bed  tempered  Courage  in  his  Troops* 
For  from  his  Metal  was  his  Party  fteel'd; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 

Turn'd  on  thernfelvcs,  like  dull  and  heavy  Lead  s 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  it  felf9 
Upon  enforcement,  flies,  with  greateft  fpeed ; 
So  did  our  Men,  heavy  in  Hotfpurs  lofs, 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  fear*- 
That  Arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim, 

Than  did  our  Soldiers,  aiming  at  thrir  fare*v, 
Fly  from  the  Field.     Then  w^s  that  n  be  IVoreefier 

Too  foon  ta'en  Prifoner:  And  that  fanous  Scott 
The  bloody  Dvwglafs,  whofe  well-labouring  Sword 

Had  three  times  ilain  ths  Appearance  of  the  King, 
'Gan  vail  his  Stomach,  and  did  grace  the  Shame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  back :  And  in  his  flight, 
Stumbling  in  Fear,  was  took.     The  fum  of  all, 
Is,  that  the  King  hath  won :  And  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  Power,  to  encounter  you,  my  Lord, 
Under  the  Conduct  of  young  Lancafier 
And  Weflmorland.     This  is  the  News  at  fulh. 

North.  For  this,  I  fhall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  Poifon  there  is  Phyfick:  And  this  News, 
Having  been  well,  that  wou^d  have  made  me  fick, 
Being  fick,  hath  in  fome  meafure  made  me  well. 
And  as  the  Wretch,  whofe  Feaver-weakened  Joints^ 
Like  ftrengthlefs  Hinges,  buckle  under  Life, 
Impatient  of  his  Fit,  breaks  like  a  Fire 

Out  of  his  Keeper's  Arms;  even  fo,  my  Limbs, 
Weakned  with  grief,  being  now  inrag'd  with  grief, Are  thrice  themfelves.  Hence  therefore  thou  nice  Crutch, 

A  fcaly  Gauntlet  now,  with  Joints  of  Steel 
Muft  glove  this  Hand.     And  hence  thou  fickly  Quoif, 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  Head, 

Which  Princes  flefh'd  with  Conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 
.  Now  bind  my  Brows  with  Iron,  and  approach 

The  ragged'ft  Hour  that  Time  and  Spight  dare  bmngi 
To  frown  upon  th*  enrag'd  Northumberland. 
Let  Heav'n  kifs  Earth;  Now  let  not  Nature's  Hand 

Keep 
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Kelp  the  wild  Flood  coitfin'd;  let  Order  die, 
Ar.d  let  the  World  no  longer  be  a  Stage 
To  feed  Contention  in  a  iingring  Ad: 
But  let  o ne  S r'   it  of  the  firfl-bom  Gsz;7r, 
Reign  in  all  B<  f  rns,  that  each  Heart  being  fet 
On  bloody  Couifes,  the  rude  Scene  may  end, 
And  Darknefs  be  the  Hui^r  of  the  Dead. 

Bard.  Sweet  Ear),  divorce  not  VVifdom  from  your  Honour* 
Mort.  The  Lives  of  all  your  loving  Complices 

Lean  on  your  Health,  the  which  if  you  give  o'er 
To  ftoimy  Paffion,  muft  pei force  decay. 

You  caft  th' Event  of  War,  my  noble  Lord, 
And  fum'd  the  account  of  Chance,  before  you  fa  id 
Let  us  make  H^ad:  It  was  your  Prefurmife, 
That  in  the  dole  of  Blowf,  your  Son  might  drop0 

You  knew  he  walk'd  o'er  Perils,  on  an  Edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  then  to  get  o'er : 
You  were  advis'd  his  Flefh  was  capable 
Of  Wounds  and  Scars;  and  that  his  forward  Spirit 

Would  lift  him,  where  moft  trade  of  Danger  rangsd, 
Yet  did  you  fay,  Go  f  »rth:  And  none  of  this, 
Though  ftrongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 

The  fhff-born  Action:  What  hath  then  befall'n? 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  Entei  prize  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  Being,  which  was  like  to  he? 

Bard.  We  all  that  are  engaged  to  this  Lofs, 

Knew  that  we  ventur'd  on  fuch  dangerous  Seas, 
That  if  we  wrought  out  Life,  was  ten  to  one; 

And  yet  we  ventur'd  for  the  Gain  propos'd, 
Choak'd  the  Refpcft  of  likely  Peril  feai'd, 
And  fince  we  are  o'er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth,  Body  and  Goods. 

Mort.  'Tis  more  than  time;  and,  my  moft  noble  Lord* 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  Truth: 
The  gentle  Arch-Bi (hop  of  Tork^h  up 
With  well  appointed  Powers :  He  is  a  Man 
Who  with  a  double  Surety  binds  his  Followers. 
My  Lord,  your  Son,  had  only  but  the  Corps, 
But  Shadows,  and  the  Shews  of  Men  to  fight. 
For  that  fame  Word,  Rebellion,  did  divide 
The  A&ion  of  their  Bodies,  from  their  Souls, And 



1 1 1 4  The  Second  Part 

And  they  did  fight  with  Queafinefs,  conftrain5d, 
As  Men  drink  Potions;  that  their  Weapons  only 

Seem'd  on  our  Side:  But  for  their  Spirits  and  Souls, 
This  Word,  Rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  Fifti  are  in  a  Pond,     But  now  the  Biihop 
Turns  Infurre&ion  to  Religion  ; 

Suppos'd  fincere,  and  holy  in  his  Thoughts, 
He's  fo-Iow'd  both  with  Body,  and  with  Mind  : 
And  doth  enlarge  his  rifing,  with  the  Blood 

Of  fair  King  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  Stones, 
Derives  from  Heav'n  his  Quarrel,  and  his  Caufe: 
Tells  them,    he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  Land, 
Gafping  for  Life,  under  great  Bnllingbroke, 
And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before.     But  to  fpeak  Truth, 

This  prefent  Grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  Mind. 
Go  in  with  me,  and  counfel  every  Man 
The,  apteft  Way  for  Safety,  and  Revenge : 
Get  Polls,  and  Letters,  and  make  Friends  with  fpeed, 
Never  fo  few,  nor  never  yet  more  need.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  FalfbfF,   and  Page. 

FaL  Sirrah,  you  Giant,  what  fays  the  Doctor  to  my  Wan 
tcr? 

Page.  He  faid,  Sir,  the  Water  it  felf  was  a  good  heal- 

ing Water :  But  for  the  Party  that  own'd  it>  he  might  have snore  Difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 
FaL  Men  of  ail  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me  .     The 

Brain  of  this  foolilh  compounded  Clay-man*  is  not  able 
to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  Laughter,    more  than  I 
invent,    or  is    invented    on  me.     I  am  not  only  witty  in 
say  felf,  but  the  Caufe  that  Wit  is  in  other  Men.     I  do  here 
walk  before  thee,  like  a  Sow,    that  hath  overwhelmed  all 

her  Litter,  but  one.     If  the  Prince  put  thee  into  my  Ser- 
vice for  any  other  Reafon,  than  to  fet  me  off,  why  then  I 

have  no  Judgment.      Thou  Horfon  Mandrake,    thou  art 
fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  Cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  Heels*    I 

was  never  mann'd  with  an  Agot  'till  now  t    But  I  will  fet 
you  neither  in  Gold  nor  Silver,  but  in  vile  AppareJ,  and 
fend  you  back  again  to  your  Mafter,  for  a  JeweL     The 

jfuvcnalt 
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Juvenal!  the  Prince  your  Matter !  whofe  Chin  is  not  yet 

fledg'd;  I  willfooner  have  a  Beard  grow  in  the  Palm  of  my 
Hand,  then  he  fhall  get  one  on  his  Cheek:  Yet  he  will  not 

flick  to  fay,  his  Face  is  a  Face-Royal.  Heav'n  may  finifli 
it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  Hair  amifs  yet  :  He  may  keep 

it  ftill  as  a  Face-Royal,  for  a  Barber  fhall  never  earn  Six- 
pence out  of  it  j  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had 

writ  Man  ever  fince  his  Father  was  a  Batchelcr.  He  may 
keep  his  own  Grace,  but  he  is  almoft  out  of  mine,  I  can 
affure  him.  What  faid  Mr.Dombledon>  about  the  Satten  for 

my  fhort  Closk,  and  Slops? 
Page.  He  faid,  Sir,  you  lTiould  procure  him  better  affurance 

than  Bardolph :  He  would  not  take  his  Bond  and  yours,  he 

lik'd  not  the  Security, 
Fal.  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  Glutton,  may  his  Tongue 

be  hotter,  a  horfon  Achitoyhel^  a  Rafcally-yea-forfooth- 
knave,  to  bear  a  Gentleman  in  Hand,  and  then  ftand  upon 

Security?  The  horfon  fmooth-pates  do  now  wear  nothing 
but  high  Shooes,  and  Bunches  of  Keys  at  their  Girdles; 
and  if  a  Man  is  through  with  them  in  honeft  taking  up,  then 
they  muft  ftand  upon  Security :  I  had  as  lief  they  would 
put  Rats-bane  in  my  Mouth,  as  offer  to  (top  it  with  Secu- 

rity. I  look'd  he  mould  have  fent  me  two  and  twenty 
Yards  of  Satten,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight,  and  he  fends  me 
Security.  Well,  he  may  fleep  in  Security,  for  he  hath 
the  horn  of  Abundance:  And  the  lightnefs  of  his  Wife 
fhines  through  it,  and  yet  cannot  he  fee,  though  he  have 

his  own  Lanthorn  to  light  him.     Where's  Bardolph* 
Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield  to  buy  your  Worfhip  i Horfe. 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Pauls,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  Horfe 
in  Smithfield.  If  I  could  get  me  a  Wife  in  the  Stews,  J 

were  Mann'd,  Hors'd,  and  Wiv'd. 
Enter  Chief  Juftice,  and  Servant. 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  Nobleman  that  committed  the 
Prince  for  ftriking  him,  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.Juft.  What's  he  that  goes  there? 
Serv.  Falftaff,  and't  pleafe  your  Lordilup.' 
Qh.Jnft*  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  Robbery? Servl 
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Serv*  He,  my  Lord.  But  he  hath  fince  done  good  Ser- 
vice at  Shrewsbury:  And,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  withfome 

Charge  to  the  Lord  John  of  Lancafter. 
Ch.  Juft.  What,  to  TorhJ  Call  him  back  again. 
Serv.   Sir  John  Fdftaff. 
FaL  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 
Page.  You  muft  fpeak  iowder,  my  Matter  is  deaf. 
Ch.Jtift.  I  amfure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good. 

Go  pluck  him  by  the  Elbow.     I  muft  fpeak  with  him. 
Serv.  Sir  John. 
FaL  What !  A  young  Knave  and  beg !  Are  there  not  Wars  2 

Is  there  not  Employment!  Doth  not  the  King  lack  Subject^ 
Do  not  the  Rebels  want  Soldiers  I  Though  it  be  a  ftiame 
to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  (hame  to  beg,  than  to 
be  on  the  worft  fide,  were  it  worfe  than  the  Name  of  Re- 

bellion can  tell  how  to  make  it. 
Serv.  You  miftake  me,  Sir. 

FaL  Why,  Sir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  Man  ?  Set- 
ting my  Knight-hood,  and  my  Soldierfhip  afide*  i  had  lied 

in  my  Throat,  if  I  had  faid  fo* 
Serv.  I  p- ay  you,  Sir,  then  fet-your  Knight-hood  and 

your  Soldier- (hip  afide,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you 
lie  in  your  Throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than  an  ho- 

neft Man, 
FaL  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo!  I  lay  afide  that 

which  grows  to  me!  If  thou  gett'ft  any  leave  of  me,  hang 
me;  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wer'e  better  be  hang'd:  You 
Hunt  counter,   hence ;  avaunt. 

Serv.  Sir,  my  Lord  would  fpeak  with  you, 

Ch.Jnft.  Six  John  Falfiaff*,  a  word  with  you. 
FaL  My  good  Lord  1  give  your  Lordfhip  good  time  of 

the  Day.     I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Lord  (hip  abroad;  I  heard 
fay,  your  Lordfhip  was  fick.     I  hope  your  Lordfhip  goes 
abroad  by  advice.     Your  Lordfhip,  though  not  clean  paft 
your  Youth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack  of  Age  in  you:  Somere- 
lilh  of  the  Saltnefs  of  time;   and  I  rnoft  humbly  befeech 
your  Lordfhip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  Health. 

Ck  Juft.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  Expedition 
to  Shrewsbury. 

FaL  If  it  pleafe  your  Lord  (hip,  I  heai  hia  Majefty  is  re- 
turn'd  with  fome  difcomfort  from  Wales* 
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Ch.  Jufl.  I  talk  not  of  his  Majefty :  You  would  not  come 

when  I  fent  for  you  ? 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  Highnefs  is  fall'n  into  this 
fame  whorfon  Apoplexy. 

Ch.Juft.  WciJ,  Heav'n  mend  him.  I  pray  let  me  fpeak 
with  you. 

Fal.  This  Apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  Lethargy, 
a  fleeping  of  the  Blood,  a  whorfon  Tingling. 

Ch.Jufl.  What  tell  you  me  of  it?  Be  it  as  it  is. 
Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  Grief;  from  Study 

and  Perturbation  of  the  Brain.  I  have  read  the  Caufe  of 
its  Effects  in  Galen.     It  is  a  kind  of  Deafnefs. 

Ch.Juft.  I  think  you  are  faFn  into  that  Difeafe :  Foryou 
hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Fal.  Very  well,  my  Lord,  very  well :  Rather,  an*t  pleafe 
you,  it  is  the  Difeafe  of  not  Liftning,  the  Malady  of  not 
Marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.Juft.  To  punifh  you  by  the  Heels,  would  amend 
the  attention  of  your  Ears,  and  I  care  not  if  I  be  your 
Phyfician. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  Lord;  but  not  fo  patient : 
Your  Lordfliip  may  minifter  the  Potion  of  Imprifonment 
to  me,  in  refpecl:  of  Poverty:  Bit  how  I  mould  be  your 
Patient  to  follow  your  Prescriptions,  the  Wife  may  make 
fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or  indeed,  a  fcruple  it  felf. 

Ch.  Jufl.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters  againft 
you  for  your  Life,  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advis'd  by  my  learned  Counfel,  in 
the  Laws  of  this  Land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Jufi.  Well,  the  truth  is,  Sir  John,  you  live  in  great 
Infamy. 

Fal.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  Belt,  cannot  live  in  left. 
Ch.  Jufi.  Your  Means  is  very  (lender,  and  your  Wafte 

great. 
Fal.  I  would  it  were  otherwife :  I  would  my  Means  were 

greater,  and  my  Wafte  flenderer. 
Ch.  Jufl.  You  have  mifs-led  the  youthful  Prince. 
Fal.  The  young  Prince  hath  mifs-led  me.  I  am  the  Fel- 

low with  the  great  Belly,  and  he  my  Dog. 

Ch.  Jufl.  Well,  I  am  loth  t©  gall  a  ne w-heal'd  Wound ; 
yoitr  Day's  Service  at  Shrewsbury,  hath  a  little  gilded  over 

Vol.  III.  R,  your 
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vour  Night's  Exploit  on  Gads-hill.     You  may  thank  the  un» 
qukt  time,  for  your  quitt  o'er-pofting  that  Action. 

FaL  My  Lord? 
Ch.Juft.  But  fince  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo:    Wake  not  a 

fleeping  Wolf. 
FaL  To  v/ake  a  Wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  Fox. 

Ch.Jttft.  What?    You  are  as  a  Candle,  the  better  part 
burnt  our. 

Fal.  A  Waffel-Candel,  my  Lord;    all  Tallow:  If  I  did 
fay  of  Wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.Jufi.  There  is  not  a  white  Hair  on  your  Face,  but 
fhould  have  his  Effect  of  Gravity. 

FaL  His  Effect  of  gravy,  gravy*  gravy. 
Ch.Juft*  You  follow  the  young  Prince  up  and  down,  like 

his  evil  Angel. 
FaL  Not  fo,  my  Lord,  your  ill  Angel  is  light:  But  I 

hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without  weigh- 
ing ;  and  yet,  in  fome  refpecfo  I  grant,  I  cannot  go  ;  I  can- 
not tell— -Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  inthefe  Coftor-mong- 

ers  Days,  that  true  Valour  is  turn'd  Bear-herd.  Pregnancy 
is  made  a  Tapfter,  and  hath  his  quick  Wit  wafted  in  giving 
Reckhing  ;  all  the  other  Gifts  appertinent  to  Man,  as  the 
malice  of  this  Age  ftiapes  them,  are  not  worth  a  Goofe-ber- 
ry.  Yon  that  are  old,  confider  not  the  Capacities  of  us 
that  are  young ;  you  meafure  the  heat  of  our  Livers,  with 
the  bitternefs  of  your  Galls ;  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward 
of  our  youth,  I  muft  confefs,  are  Wags  too. 
.  Ch.  Juft.  Do  you  fet  down  your  Name  in  the  Scrowl  of 
youth,  that  are  written  down  old,  with  all  the  Characters 
of  Age?  Have  you  not  a  moift  £ye?  a  dry  Hand?  a  yel- 

low. Cheek?  a  white  Beard?  a  decreasing  Leg?  anincreafing 
Belly  ?  is  not  your  Voic?  broken  ?  your  Wind  iliort?  your 
Wit  fingle?  and  every  part  about  you  bJafted  with  Anti- 

quity? and  will  you, call  your  fe!f  young?  fie,  fie,  fie,  Sir 

John. 
FaL  My  Lord,  I  was  born  with  a  white  Head,  and  fome- 

thing  a  round  Belly.  For  my  Voice,  I  have  loft  it  with 
hollowing  and  finging  of  Anthems.  To  approve  my  youth 
further,  I  will  not;  The  truth  is,  I  am  only  old  in  Judg- 

ment and  Underftanding;  and  he  that  will  caper  with  me 
for  a  thoufaad  Marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  Mony,  and  have 

at 
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at  Kim.  For  the  Box  o'th'Ear  that  the  Prince  gave  you* 
he  gave  it  like  a  rude  Prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a  fenfible 
Lord.  I  have  checkt  him  for  it,  and  the  young  Lion  re- 

pents :  Marry  not  in  Sack-cloth,  but  in  new  Silk,  and  old 
Sack. 

Ch.Jufl.  Well,  Heav'n  fend  the  Piince  a  better  Compa- nion. 

FaL  Heav'n  fend  the  Companion  a  better  Prince  :  I  xan- 
not  rid  my  Hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Jnfl.  Well,  the  King  hath  fever'd  you  and  Prince 
Harry,  I  hear  you  are  going  with  Lord  John  of  Lancaftcr, 
againft  the  Archbifhop,  and  the  Earl  of  NorthttmberlanJ.. 

FaL  Yes,  I  thank  your  pretty  fweetWit  for  it;  but  look 
you  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  Lady  Peace  at  home,  that 
our  Armies  join  not  in  a  hot  Day:  For  I  take  but  two  Shirts 

out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to  '"weat  extraordinarily  :  If 
it  be  a  hot  Day,  if  I  brandilh  any  thing  but  my  Bottle, 
would  I  might  never  fpit  white  again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous 
AcHon  can  peep  out  his  Head,  but  I  am  thru  ft  upon  it, 
Well,  I  cannot  laft  ever. 

Ch.  Jufl.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft,  and  HcsvVi  blcfs 
your  Expedition. 

FaL  Will  your  L©rdmip  lend  me  a  thoufand  Pound,  to 
furnilh  me  forth? 

Ch.  Jtifl.  Not  a  Penny,  not  a  Penny;  you  are  too  impa- 
tient to  bear  Croffes.  Fare  you  well.  Commend  me  to  my 

toufin  Weftmorland.  [Exit* 
FaL  If  I  do,  fillop  me  with  a  three-man-Beetle.  A  Man 

can  no  more  feparate  Age  and  Covetoufnefs,  than  he  can  part 
young  Limbs  and  Letchery  :  But  the  Gout  galls  the  one, 
and  the  Pox  pinches  the  other,*  and  fo  both  the  Degrees 
prevent  my  Curfes.  Boy, 

Page.  Sir* 
FaL  What  Mony  is  in  my  Purfe  ? 
Page.  Seven  Groats,  and  two  Pence. 
FaL  I  can  get  no  Remedy  againfl:  thisConfumption  of  the 

Purfe.  Borrowing  only  lingers,  and  lingers  it  out,  but  the 
Difeafe  is  incurable.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  my  Lord  of 
Lancafter,  this  to  the  Prince,  this  to  the  Earl  of  Weftmor- 

land, and  this  to  old  Miftrefs  Vrfula,  whom  I  have  weekly 
fworn  to  marry,   fince  I  perceiv'd  the  firft:  white  Hair  on R  &  my 
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my  Chin._  About  it;  you  know  where  to  find  me.  A  Pox 

of  this  Gour,  or  a  Gout  of  this  Pox  ;  for  the  one  or  th'o- 
ther  plays  the  Rogue  with  my  great  Toe:  It  is  no  matter, 
if  I  do  halt,  I  have  the  Wars  for  my  Colour,  and  my  Pen- 
fion  fhall  feem  the  more  reafonable:  A  good  Wit  will  make 

ufe  of  any  thing  j  I  will  turn  Difeafes  to  commodity.  ' 

[Exeunu 
SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Arch-Bijhop  of  York,  Haftings,  Mowbray,   and 
Lord  Bardolph. 

York*  Thus  have  you  heard  our  Caufes,  and  know  our 
And  my  moft  noble  Friends,  I  pray  you  all  [Means: 
Speak  plainly  your  Opinions  of  bur  Hopes, 
And  firft,  Lord  Mar  111  al,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 
Mow.  I  well  allow  the  occafion  of  our  Arms, 

But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied, 
How,  in  our  Means,  we  mould  advance  our  felves, 
To  look  with  Forehead  bold  and  big  enough, 
Upon  the  Power  and  Puiffance  of  the  King? 

Haft.  Our  prefent  Mufters  grow  upon  the  File 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  Men  of  choice: 
And  our  Supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland*  whofe  Bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfed  Fire  of  Injuries. 

Bard.  The  queftion  the%  Lord  Haftings^  ftandeth  thus, 
Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  Head  without  Northumberland*. 

Haft.  With  him  we  may- 

Bard.  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point: 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  Judgment  is,  we  iliould  not  ftep  too  far 

5  Fill  we  had  his  Affiftance  by  the  Hand. 
For  in  a  Theam  fo  bloody  fac'd  as  this, 
Conjecture,  Expectation,  and  Surmife 
Of  Aids  uncertain,  iliould  not  be  admitted. 

York*  'Tis  true,  Lord  Bardolph*  for  indeed 
It  was  young  Hot-fpurs  cafe  at  Shrewsbury. 

Bard. 
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Bard.  It  was,  my  Lord,  who  lind  himfelf  with  hope, 

Eating  the  Air,  on  promife  of  Supply, 
Flattering  himfelf  with  Project  of  a  Power, 
Much  fmaller  than  the  fmalleft  of  his  Thoughts, 
And  fo  with  great  Imagination, 
Proper  to  mad  Men,  lead  his  Powers  to  Death, 

And,  winking,  kap'd  into  Defr/ruction. 
Haft.    Bur,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt, 

To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 
Bard,  Yes,  i(  this  prefent  quality  of  War, 

Indeed  the  inftant  Action,    a  Caufe  on  foot, 

Lives  fo  in  hope,    as  in  an  early  Spring 

We  fee  th' appearing  Buds,  which  to  prove  Fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  Defpair 
That  Frofts  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to  build, 

We  flrft  furvey  the  Plot,  then  draw  the  Model, 
And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  Houfc, 
Then  mult  we  rate  theCoft  of  the  Erection, 

Which  if  we  find  out-wei^hs  Ability, 
What  do  we  th^n,  but  draw  a-new  the  Model 
In  fewer  Offices;  or  at  leaft,  defift 

To  build  at  ah?    Much  more,  in  this  great  work, 
Which  is,  almofl,  to  pluck  a  Kingdom  down, 
And  fet  another  up,   ill o  Id  we  furvey 
Th;?  Plot  of  Situation,  and  the  Model, 

Confent  upon  a  fure  Foundation, 
Queftion  Surveyors,  know  our  own  Eftate, 
How  able  fiich  a  Work  to  undergo, 
To  weigh  againfr.  his  Onpofite?  or  elfe, 
We  forrifle  in  Paper,  and  in  Figures, 
Ufing  the  Names  of  Men,  inftead  of  Men: 
Like  one  that  draws  the  Model  of  a  Houfe 

Beyond  his  Power  to  build  it;  who,  half  through, 

Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  Coft 
A  naked  fubjeft  to  the  weeping  Clouds, 
And  wafte,  for  churlifh  Winters  tyranny. 

Haft.  Grant  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth, 
Should  be  ftill-born  ;  and  that  we  now  pofTeft 
The  utmoft  Man  of  Expectation : 
I  think  we  are  a  Body  ftrong  enough, 
Even  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  King. 

R.  $  Bsrd* 
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Bard.  What,  is  the  King  but  five  and  twenty  thoufand  ? 
Haft.  To  us  no  more;  nay  not  fo  much,  Lord  Bardolph* 

For  his  Divisions,  as  the  Times  do  brawl, 
Are  in  three  Heads;  ©ne  Power  againft  the  French, 
And  one  againft  Glendower;  perforce  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us:  So  is  the  unfirm  King 
In  three  divided;  and  his  Coffers  found 
With  hollow  Poverty,  and  Emptinefs. 

York.  That  he  mould  draw  his  feveral  ftrengths  together^ 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  Puiffance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  mould  do  fo, 

He  leaves  his  Back  unarm'd,  the  French,  and  Weljh 
Baying  him  at  the  Heel;  never  fear  that. 

Bard.  Who  is  it  like  ihould  lead  his  Forces  hither? 

Haft.  The  Duke  of  Lam after  and  Wejtmorland: 
Againft  the  Wei  fa  himfelf  and  Harry  Monmouth* 

But  who  is  fubftituted  'gainft  the  French, I  have  no  certain  notice. 
York.  Let  us  on  : 

And  publifh  the  Occafion  of  our  Arms. 
The  Commonwealth  is  lick  of  their  own  choice, 

/Their  over-greedy  Love  hath  forfeited, 
An  Habitation  giddy  and  unfure 
Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  Heart. 
O  thou  fond  Many !  with  what  loud  Applaufe 

Did'ft  thou  beat  Heav'n  with  blefling  Bullwgbrokc, 
Before  he  was,  what  thou  would'ft  have  him  be  \ 
And  being  now  trim'd  up  in  thine  own  defircs, 
Thou,  beaftly  Feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him, 

That  thou  provok'ft  thy  felf  to  caft  him  up. 
So,  fo,  thou  common  Dog^  didft  thou  difgorge 
Thy  gluttpn-bofom  of  the  Royal  Richard, 

And  now  thou  would'ft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howPft  to  find  it.    What  truft  is  in  thefe  Times? 

They,  that  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die. 
Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  Grave. 
Thou  that  threwft  Dull:  upon  his  goodly  Head, 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  fighing  ona 

After  th'admired  Heels  of  Bn$ngbrQk$t 
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Cry'ft  now,  O  Earth  yield  us  that  King  again,' 
And  take  thou  this.     O  thoughts  of  Men  accdrs'd, 
Vaft,andto  come,feems  beft;  things  pre  ferity   worft. 

Mow,  Shall  we  go  draw  our  Numbers,  and  fet  on  I 

Haft.  We  are  Time's  Subjects,  and  Time  bids,  be  gone. 

A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Hoftefs,  with  two  Officers,  Fang,  and  Snare. 

Hoft.  ̂ K  MR.  Fang,  have  you  entred  the  Action? 
JLVJL  Fang.  It  is  enter'd. 

Hoft.  Where's  your  Yeoman?  Is  it  a  lufty  Yeoman! Will  he  ftand  to  it? 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  ? 
Hoft.  Ay,  ay,  good  Mr.  Snare. 
Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  muft  Arreft  Sir  John  Falftajf. 

Hoft.  Ay,  good  Mr.  Snare,  I  have  entei'd  him,  and  all. 
Snare.  It  may  chance  coft  fome  of  us  our  Lives :  He 

will  flab. 

Hoft.  Alas-the-day;  take  heed  of  him;  he  ftab'd  me  m 
mine  own  Houfe,  and  that  moil:  beaftly;  he  cares  not  what 
mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  Weapon  be  out.  He  will  foin  like 
like  any  Devil,  he  will  fpare  neither  Man,  Woman,  nor 
Child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thrufr. 

Hoft.  No,  nor  I  neither;  I'll  be  at  your  Elbow. 
Fang.  If  I  but  fift  him  once;  if  he  come  but  within  my 

Vice. 

Hoft.  I  am  undone  with  his  going;  I  warrant  he  is  an  in- 
finitive thing  upon  my  fcore.  Good  Mr.  Fang,  hold  him 

fure;  good  Mr.  Snare,  let  him  not  fcape,  he  comes  continu- 
ally to  Pie-corner,  faving  your  Manhoods,  to  buy  a  Saddle, 

and  he  is  invited  to  dinner  to  the  Lubbarsrhead  in  Lombard- 

ftreet  to  Mr.  Smooths  the  Silkman.  I  pray  ye  fince  my  Acti- 

on is  enter'd,  and  my  Cafe  fo  openly  known  to  the  World, 
let  him  be  brought  into  his  anfwer,  A  hundred  Mark  is  a 
Jong  one,  for  a  poor  lone  Woman  to  bear;  and  I  tave  born, 

R  4  and 
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and  born,  and  born ;  and  have  bin  fub'd  off,  and  fub'd  off,  from 
this  Day  to  that  Day,  that  it  is  a  fhme  to  be  thought  on. 
There  is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing,  unlefs  a  Woman  fhould 
be  made  an  Afs  and  a  Beaft,  to  bear  every  Knaves  wrong. 

Enter  Falftaff  and  Bardolp  h, 
Yonder   he    comes,    and  that  arrant  Malmfey-Nofe  Bar' 
dolph  with  him.  Do  your  Offices,  do  your  Offices:    Mr. 
Fang,  and  Mr.  Snare,  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your  Offices. 

FaU  How  now?  whofe  Mare's  dead?  what's  the  mat- ter? 

Fang.  Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuit  of  Miftrefs 
Quickly. 

Fal.  Away  Varlets,  draw  Bardolph  :  Cut  me  off  the  Vil- 
lain's Head:  Throw  the  Quean  in  the  Channel. 

Heft.  Throw  me  in  the  Channel?  I'll  throw  thee  there. 
Wilt  thou?  wilt  thou?  thou  baftardly  Rogue.  Murder, 

murder:  O  thou  Hony-fuckle  Villain,  wilt  thou  kill  God's 
Officers  and  the  King's?  O  thou  hony-feed  Rogue,  thou 
art  a  Hony-fecd,  a  Man-queller,  and  a  Woman-queiler. 

FaU  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 
Fang.  A  Refcue,  a  Refcue. 
Hoft.  Good  People  bring  a  Refcue.  Thou  wilt  not  ?  thou 

wilt  not?  do,  do  thou  Rogue :  Do  thou  Hempfeed. 
Fal.  Away  you  Scullion,  you  Rampallian,  you  Fuftiliri- 

an :  I'll  tuck  your  Cataftrophe. 
Enter  Chief  Jtiftecc. 

Ch.  Jufl.  What's  the  matter  .<*  Keep  the  Peace  here,  hoa. 
Hoft.  Good  my  Lord,  be  good  to  me.  I  befeech  you 

ftand  to  me. 

Ch.  Jnft.  How  now,  Sir  John?   what  are  you  brawling 
here?  Doth  this  become  your  place,   your  time,   and  bufi- 
nefs?  You  fhould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. 

Stand  from  him  Fellow,  wherefore  hang' ft  upon  him? 
Hoft.  Oh  my  moft  worfhipf  il  Lord,'  and't  pleafe  your 

Grace,  I  am  a  poor  Widow  of  E aft cheap,  and  he  is  arretted 
at  my  Suit. 

Ch.Jfift.  For  what  Sum? 
Hoft.  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  Lord,  it  is  for  all;  all 

I  have,  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  Houfeand  Home;  he  hath 

put  all  my  Subftance  into  that  fat  Belly  of  his;  but  I  will 

have 
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have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I  will  ride  thee  o'Nights,  like the  Mare. 
FaL  I  think  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  Mare,  if  I  have  any 

vantage  of  Ground  to  get  up. 
Ch.  Juft*  How  comes  this,  Sir  John?  Fie,  what  Man 

of  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempeft  of  Exclamation? 

Are  you  not  afham'd  to  inforce  a  poor  Widow  to  fo  rough 
a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

FaL  What  is  the  grofs  Sum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Hoft.  Marry,  if  thou  wer't  an  honeft  Man,  thy  felf,  and 
the  Mony  too.  Thou  didft  fwear  to  me  upon  a  parcel-gilt 
Goblet,  fitting  in  my  Dolphin-chzmber,  at  the  round  Ta- 

ble, by  a  Sea-coal  Fire,  on  Wednefday  in  Whitfon-lVeek^  when 
the  Prince  broke  thy  Head  for  likening  him  to  a  Singing- 
man  of  Wtndfor ;  thou  didft  fwear  to  me  then,  as  I  was 
warning  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  Lady 

thy  Wife.  Canft  thou  deny  it  ?  Did  not  Good-wife  Keechy 
the  Butcher's  Wiff,  come  in  then,  and  call  meGoffipte^- 
ly\  coming  in  to  borrow  a  Mefs  of  Vinegar;  telling  us,  fhe 
had  a  good  Difh  of  Prawns ;  whereby  thou  didft  defire  to  eat 
fome;  whereby  I  told  thee  they  were  ill  for  a  green  Wound? 
And  didft  not  thou,  when  fhe  was  gone  downStairc,  defire 
me  to  be  no  more  familiar  with  fuch  poor  People,  faying, 

that  e'er  long  they  fhould  call  me  Madam?  And  didft  thou 
not  kifs  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  Shillings ?  I  put 
thee  now  to  thy  Book-oath,  deny  it  if  thou  canft? 

FaL  My  Lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  Soul;  and  fhe  fays  up 
and  down  the  Town,  that  her  eldeft  Son  is  like  you.  She 
hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath  di- 

ffracted her;  but  forthefe  foolifh  Officers,  I  befeech  you, 
I  may  have  redrefs  againft  them. 

Ch.Jttft.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  Caufe,  the  falfe  Way. 
It  is  not  a  confident  Brow,  nor  the  throng  of  Words,  that 
come  with  fuch,  more  than  impudent,  fawcinefs  from  you, 

can  thruft  me  from  a  level  confederation.  I  know  you  ha* 
pracliis'd  upon  the  eafie-yielding  Spirit  of  this  Woman. 

Hofi.  Yes  in  troth,  my  Lord. 
Ch.Jnfl.  Prethee,  peace;  pay  her  the  Debt  you  owe  her, 

and  unpay  the  Villany  you  have  done  her ;  the  one  you  may 
do  with  fterling  Mony,  and  the  other  with  currant  Repentance. FaL 
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Fal.  My  Lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  without 
reply.  You  call  honourable  Roldnefs  impudent  Saweiiiefs.  If 

a  Man  will  curt'fie,  and  fay  nothing,  he  is  Virtuous :  No, 
my  Lord,  your  humble  duty  remembred,  I  will  not  be  your 

Sutor.  I  fay  to  you,  I  delire  deliv'rance  from  thefe  Offi- 
.  cers,  being  uponhafty  Employment  ia  the  King's  Affairs. 

Ch.Jufl.  You  fpeak,  as  having  Power  to  do  wrong:  But 
anfwer  in  the  Effect  your  Reputation,  and  fatisfie  the  poor 
Woman. 

Fal.  Come  hither,  Hoftefs. 
Enter  Mr.  Gower. 

Ch.Jufi.  Now,  M after  Goivery  what  News? 
Gower.  The  King,  my  Lord,  and  Henry  Prince  of  Wales 

are  near  at  Hand :  The  reft  the  Paper  tells. 
Fal.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman   

Hofl.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 
Fal.  As  I  am  a  Gentleman,  come,  no  more  words  of  \tl 

Hofi.  By  this  heavenly  Ground  I  tread  on,   I  muft  be 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  Plate,  and  the  Tapeftry  of  my  Di- 

ning Chambers. 
Fal.  GlalTes,  Glaffes,  is  the  only  drinking;  and  for  thy 

Walls  a  pretty  {light  Drollery,  or  the  Story  of  the  Prodigal, 
or  the  German  hunting  in  Water-work,  is  worth  a  thoufand 
of  thefe  Bed-hangings,  and  thefe  Fly-bitten  Tapeftries.  Let 
it  be  ten  Pound,  if  thou  canft.  Come,  if  it  were  not  for 
thy  Humours,  there  is  not  a  better  Wench  in  England.  Go9 
wafh  thy  Face,  and  draw  thy  Action:  Come,  thou  muft 
not  be  in  this  humour  with  me,  come,  I  know  thou  waft 
fet  on  to  this. 

Hofi.  Prethee,  Sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  Nobles, 
am  loth  to  pawn  my  Plate,  in  good  earneft  la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone,  I'll  make  other  fhifc;  you'll  be  a  Fool flill. 

Hofi.  Well,  you  ihall  have  it,  although  I  pawn  my 

Gown.  I  hope  you'll  come  to  Supper:  You'll  pay  me  all 

together  ?v Fal.  Will  I  live?  Go  with  her,  with  her;  Hook  on, 
hook  on. 

Hofi.  Will  you  have  Dell  Tear-pea  meet  you  at  Sup- 
per ? 
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Fal.  No  more  words.     Let's  have  her. 
Ch.Juft.  I  have  heard  bitter  News. 

Fal.  What's  the  News,  my  good  Lord? 
Ch.Juft.  Where  lay  the  King  laft  Night? 
Gower.  At  Bafeng-floke,  my  Lord. 
Fal.  I  hope,  my  Lord,  all  s  well.  What  is  the  News* 

my  Lord  ? 
Ch.  Juft.  Come  all  his  Forces  back  ? 
Cower.  No;  fifteen  hundred  Foot,  and  five  hundred  Horfe, 

are  march'd  up  to  my  Lord  of  Lancafter>  againft  Northum- 
berland and  the  Arch-Bifhop. 

Fal.  Comes  the  King  back  from  Wales,  my  noble  Lord  ? 
Ch.Juft.  You  fhall  have  Letters  of  me  prefently. 

Come,  go  a'ong  with  me,  good  Mr.  Gower* 
Fal.  my  Lord. 

Ch.  Juftr  WW's  the  matter? 
Fal.  Matter  Gower,  I  fhall  entreat  you  with  me  to  din- 

ner. 

Gower.  I  mud  wait  upon  my  good  Lord  here. 
I  thank  you,  good  Sir  John. 

v  Ch.  Juft.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you 
are  to  take  Soldiers  up  in  Countreys  as  you  go. 

Fal.  Will  you  Sup  with  me,  Mafter  Gower? 
Ch.Jufi.  What  foolifh  Mafter  taught.you  thefe  manners, 

Sir  John  f 
Fal.  Mafter  Gower,    if  they  become  me  not,    he  was 

Fool  that  taught  them  me.     This  is  the  right  Fencing  grace 

my  Lord,  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair.  ■ 
Ch.Juft.  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee,  thou  art  a  great 
Fool.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.Henry.  Trull:  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary, 
Poins.  Is  it  come  to  that?    I  had  thought  wearinefs  durft 

not  have  attach'd  one  of  fo  high  Blood. 
P.  Henry.  It  doth  me,  though  it  difcolours  the  Complexi- 
on of  my  Greatnefs  to  acknowledge  if,  Doth  it  pot  fhew 

vil'ejy  in  me,  to  defire  fmall  Beer? 
Poinu 
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Poins.  Why,  a  Prince  fliould  not  be  fo  loofly  ftudied,  as 

to  remember  fo  weak  a  Compofition. 

P.  Henry,    Belike  then,   my  Appetite  was   not  Princely 

got  *  for,  m  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  Creature, 

fmall  Beer.     But  indeed  thefe  hum  1:  confiderations  make 

me  out  of  love  with  my  Greatnefs.      What  a  difgrace  is  it 

to  me    to  remember  thy  Name?  or  to  know  thy  Face  to 

morrow?  or  to  take  notice  how  many  pair  of  Silk  Stockings 

thou  haft?  (viz,,  thefe,    and  thofe  that  were  the  peach-co- 

lour'd  ones*J  or  to  bear  the  Inventory  of  thy  Shirts;  as  one 

for  fuperfluity,  and  one  other  for  ufe;  but  that  the  Tennis- 

Court  Keeper  knows  better  than  I,    for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of 

Linnen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepeft   not  Racket  there,   as 

thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the  reft  of  thy 

Low  Countreys  have  made  a  Shift  to  eat  up  thy  Holland. 

Poins.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  labour'd  fo 

hard,  you  mould  talk  foidleiy?  Tell  me  how  many  good 

young  Princes  would  do  fo,  their  Fathers  lying  fo  Tick,   as 

•  yours  is  ? 

P.  Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins* 

Poins.  Yes ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.Henry.  It  fhall  ferve  among  Wits  of  no  higher  breed- 

ing than  thine. 
Poins.  Go  to;  I  ft  and  the  pufh  of  your  one  thing,   that 

You'll  tell.  t  n 
P.Henry.  Whv,  I  tell  thee,  it  is  not  meet  that  I  mould 

be  fad  now  my  Father  is  Tick;  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee,  as 

to  one  it  pleafesme,  for  fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my  Friend, 

I  could  be  fad,  and  fad  indeed  too. 

Poins.  Very  hardly  upon  fuch  a  Subject. 

P.Henry.  Thouthink'ft  me  as  far  in  the  Devil's  Book,  as 
thou  and  Falflaf,  for  obduracy  and  perfiftency.  Let  the 

end  try  the  Man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  Heart  bleeds  i
n- 

wardly,  that  my  Father  is  fick;  and  keeping  fuch  vile  C
om- 

pany as  thou  arr,  hath  in  Reafon  taken  from  me,  all  often- 
tation  of  forrow. 

Poins.  The  Reafon.  _ 

P.  Henry.  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me,   if  I  lhould 

weep  ? 

'   Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  moft  Princely  Hypocrite. -         -  P.  Henry. 
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P.Henry.  It  would  be  every  Man's  thought;  and  thou art  a  blefled  Fellow,  to  think  as  every  Man  thinks ;  never  a 

Man's  thought  in  the  World  keeps  the  Road-way  better 
than  thine;  every  Man  would  think  me  an  Hypocrite  in- 

deed. And  what  excites  your  moil:  worfhipful  thought  to 
think  fo  $ 

Poins.  Why,  becaufeyou  have  beenfo  lewd,  and  fo  much 
ingraflfed  to  Falftajf. 

P.Henry.  And  to  thee. 
Poins.  Nay,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  can  hear  it  with  mine 

own  Ears ;  the  worfl:  that  they  can  fay  of  me  is,  that  I  am 
a  fecond  Brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper  Fellow  of  my 
Hands;  and  thofe  two  things  I  confefs  I  cannot  help.  Look, 
look,  here  comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Henry.  And  the  Boy  that  I  gave  Falflajf\  he  had  him 
from  me  Chriftian,  and  fee  if  the  fat  Villain  have  not 

transform'd  him  Ape. 
Enter  Bardolph,  and  Page. 

Bard.  Save  your  Grace. 
P.  Henry.  And  yours,  mod  noble  Bardolph. 
Poins.  Come,  you  pernicious  Afs,  you  baffrful  Fool, 

rauft  you  be  blufhing?  wherefore  bluili  you  now  ?  what  a 
Maidenly  Man  at  Arms  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  fuch  a  mat- 

ter to  get  a  Pottle-pots  Maiden-head  ? 

Page.  He  catl'd  me  even  now,  my  Lord,  through  a  red 
Lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  Face  from  the 

Window;  at  laft  I  fpy'd  his  Eyes,  and  methought  he  had 
made  two  Holes  in  the  Ale-wives  new  Petticoat,  and  peeped 
through. 

P.Henry.  Hath  not  the  Boy  profited? 
Bard.  Away,  you  whorfon  upright  Rabbet,  away. 
Page.  Away  you  rafcally  Altheas  Dream,  away. 
P.Henry.  Inftrucl:  us,  Boy,  what  Dream,  Boy? 

Page.  Marry,  my  Lord,  Althea  dream' d  fhe  was  deli- 
vered of  a  Firebrand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

P.  Henry.  A  Crowns-worth  of  good  Interpretation ;  there 
it  is,  Boy, 

Poins.  O  that  this  good  BloiTom  could  be  kept  from  Cank- 
ers: Well,  there  is  Six-pence  to  preferve  thee. 

Bard.  If  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  ameng  you^ 
the  Gallows  fhall  be  wrong'd. P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  And  how  doth  thy  Matter,  Bardolph  ? 
Bard.  Well,  my  good  Lord ;  he  heard  of  your  Graces 

coming  to  Town.     There's  a  Letter  for  you. 
P.  Henry.  Deliver'd  with  good  refpe<5t;  and  how  doth  the 

Martlemas,  your  Mafter? 
Bard.  In  bodily  health,  Sir- 
Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  Phyfician ;  but 

that  moves  not  him ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies  not* 
P. Henry.  I  do  allow  this  Wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me 

as  my  Dog.  And  he  holds  his  p!ace>  for  look  you  how  he 
writes. 

Poins  reads.  John  Falftaff,  Knight   Every  Man  muft 
know  that,  as  oft  as  he  hath  occafion  to  Name  himfelf : 

Even  like  thofe  that  are  Kin  to  the  King,  for  they  never  prick 

their  Finger,  but  they  fay  there  is  fome  of  the  King's  blood 
fpilt.  How  comes  that?  fays  he  that  takes  upon  him  not 
to  conceive :  The  Anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a  borrowed  Cap ;  I 

am  the  King's  poor  Coufin,  Sir. 
P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  Kin  to  us,  but  they  will  fetch 

it  from  Japhet.     But  to  the  Letter:   Sir  John  Falftaff, 
Knight^  to  the  Son  of  the  King>  near  eft  his  Father^  Harry  Prince 
of  Wales,  greeting. 

Poins.  Why  this  is  a  Certificate. 
P.  Henry.  Peace. 

/  will  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  in  brevity* 
Poins.  Sure  he  means  brevity  in  breath ;  ill ort- winded. 

/  commend  me  to  theey  I  commend  thee9  and  I  leave  thee.  Be 
not  too  familiar  with  Poins,  for  he  mifufes  thy  Favours  fb 
much,  that,  he  fivears  thou  art  to  marry  his  Sifter  Nell.  Re- 

pent at  idle  times  as  thou  may  ft,  and  Jo  fareweU  Thine,  by 
yea  and  no :  Which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  as  thou  ufeft  him. 
Jack  Falftaff  with  my  Familiars:  John  with  my  Brothers  and 
Sifters:  And  Sir  John  with  all  Europe. 
My  Lord,  I  will  fteep  this  Letter  in  Sack,  and  make  him 
eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make!  him  eat  twenty  of  his  Words. 
But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned\  Muft  I  marry  your  Si-' fter? 

Poins.  May  the  Wench  have  no  worfe  Fortune.     But  I 
never  faid  fo* 

P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  Fool  with  the  time, 
and  the  Spirits  of  the  Wife  fit  in  the  Clouds,  and  mock  us: 

Is  your  Matter  here  in  London  ? 
Bard.  Yes,  my  Lord. 
P.  Henry.  Where  fups  he?  Doth  the  old  Boor  feed  in  the 

old  Frank? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  Lord,  in  Eafi-cheap. 
T.Henry.  What  Company? 

Page.  Ephefians,  my  Lord,  of  the  old  Church. 
P.Henry.  Supany  Women  with  him? 
Page.  None,  my  Lord,  but  old  Miftrcfs  Quickly  >  and 

Mrs.  Dot  Tear-fleet. 
P.  Henry.  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? 
Page.  A  proper  Gentlewoman,  Sir,  and  a  Kinfvvoman  of 

my  Matter's. 
P.  Henry.  Even  fuch  Kin,  as  the  Parifli  Heyfars  are  to 

the  Town- Bull. 
Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Ned,  at  Supper? 

Poins.  I  am  your  Shadow,  my  Lord,  I'll  follow  you. 
P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  you  Boy,    and  Bardolph^    no  word  to 

your  Matter  that  I  am  yet  in  Town. 

There's  for  your  Silence. 
Bard.  I  have  no  Tongue,  Sir. 
Page.  And  for  mine,  Sir,  I  will  govern  it. 
P.  Henry.  Fare  ye  well :  Go. 

This  Dot  Tear- fleet  fhould  be  fome  Road. 
Poins.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between  St. 

Alb  am  and  London. 

P.  Henry.  How  might  we  fee  Falflajf  beftow  himfelf  to 
Night  in  his  true  Colours,  and  not  our  ielves  be  feen? 

Poins.  Put  on  two  Leather  Jerkins,  and  Aprons,  and  wait 
upon  him  at  his  Table,  like  Drawers, 

P.Henry.  From  a  God  to  a  Bull?  A  heavy  declenfion: 

It  was  Jove's  Cafe.  From  a  Prince  to  a  Prentice,  a  low 
transformation,  that  ihall  be  mine:  For  in  every  thing,  the 
Purpofe  muft  weigh  with  the  Folly.     Follow  me,  Ned. 

\Exeunti 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Enter  Northumberland,  Lady  Northumberland  and  Lady Percy. 

North.  I  prethee,  loving  Wife,  and  gentle  Daughter, 
Give  an  even  way  unto  my  rough  Affairs. 
Put  not  you  on  the  Vifage  of  the  Times* 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy,  troublefome. 

L. North.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  more; 
Do  what  you  will:  Your  Wifdom  be  your  Guide. 

North.  Alas,  fweet  Wife,  my  Honour  is  at  Pawn, 
And  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

L.  Percy.  Oh  yet,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  go  not  to  thefe  Warsi 
The  time  was,  Father,  when  you  broke  your  word, 

When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it,  than  now, 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  Heart-dear  Harryt 
Threw  many  a  Northward  look,  to  fee  his  Father 
Bring  up  his  Powers:  But  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  perfuaded  you  to  flay  at  home? 

There  were  two  Honours  loft;  yours  and  your  Son's, 
For  yours,  mayheav'nly  Glory  brighten  it: 
For  his,  it  ftuck  upon  him,  as  the  Sun 

In  the  grey  Vault  of  Heav'n:  And  by  his  Light 
Did  all  the  Chevalry  of  England  move 

To  do  brave  Ac"h.     He  was,  indeed,  the  Glafs Wherein  the  noble  Youth  did  drefs  themfelves. 

He  had  no  Legs,  that  pra&is'd  not  his  Gate: 
And  fpeaking  thick,  which  Nature  made  his  blemifli, 
Became  the  Accents  of  the  Valiant, 
For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low,  and  tardily, 
Would  turn  their  own  Perfection  to  Abufe, 
To  feem  like  him.     So  that  in  Speech,  and  Gate, 
In  Diet,  in  Affections  of  delight, 
In  Military  Rules,  Humors  of  Blood, 
He  was  the  Mark,  and  Glafs,  Copy,  and  Book, 

That  fafhion'd  others.     And  him,  O  wondrous  him ! 
O  Miracle  of  Men !  Him  did  you  leave 
Second  to  none,  un-feconded  by  you, 

To 
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To  look  upon  the  hideous  God  of  War, 
In  difadvantage,  to  abide  the  Field, 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hot-fpur'sNime 
Did  feem  defenfible:  So  you  left  him. 
Never,  O  never  do  his  Choft  the  wrong, 
To  hold  your  Honour  more  precife  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him.     Let  them  alone  : 
The  Marfhal  and  the  Archbiihop  are  ftrong. 
Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  Number, 
To  day  might  I  (hanging  on  Hot-fpurs  Neck) 
Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  Grave. 

North.  Bern. re w  your  Heart, 
Fair  Daughter,  you  do  draw  my  Spirits  from  me, 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  Over-fights. 
But  I  muft  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there; 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place, 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

L.  North.  O  fly  to  Scotland^ 

'Till  that  the  Nobles,  and  the  armed  Commons* 
Hare  of  their  PuifTance  made  a  little  tafte. 

L,  Percy.  If  they  get  Ground,  and  'vantage  of  the  King, 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  Rib  of  Steel, 
To  make  Strength  ftronger.     But,  for  all  our  loves, 
Firft  Jet  them  try  themfelves.     So  did  your  Son, 
He  was  fo  fufFer'd;  fo  came  I  a  Widow: 
And  never  (hall  have  length  of  Life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  Remembrance  with  mine  Eyes, 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout,  as  high  as  Heaven, 
For  Recordation  to  my  Noble  Husband. 

North.  Come,  come*  go  in  with  me:  'tis  with  my  Mind 
As  with  the  Tyde,  fwell'd  up  unto  his  height, 
That  makes  a  ftili-ftand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  Archbiihop, 
But  many  a  thoufand  Reafons  hold  me  back : 
I  will  refolve  for  Scotland*  there  am  I, 

*Till  Time  and  Vantage  crave  my  Company,  [Exeunt  9 

You  III.  S  SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enter  two  Drawers. 

i  Draw.  What  haft:  thou  brought  there  ?  Apple- Johns* 

Thou  know'ft  Sir  John  cannot  endure  an  Apple- John. 
2  Draw.  Thou  fay'ft  true;  the  Prince  once  feta  Difli  of 

Apple- Johns  before  him,  and  told  him  there  were  five  more 
Sir  Johns;  and,  putting  off  his  Hat,  faid,  I  will  now  take 

my  leave  of  thefe  fix  dry,  round*  old  wither'd  Knights. 
Itanger'd  him  to  the  Heart ;  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

i  Draw.  Why  theri  cover*  and  fet  them  down  ;  and  fee  if 
thou  canft  find  out  JW<*/^sMoife;  Miftrefs  Tear-Jloeei  would 
fain  have  fome  Mufick. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  Prince,  and  Mafter  Poins, 
anon;  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  Jerkins  and  Aprons 
and  Sir  John  muft  not  know  of  it.  Bardolph  hath  brought 
word. 

i  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  Vtis :  it  will  be  an  ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  fee  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak*  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Ho  fiefs  and  Dol. 

Hofi.  Sweet  heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in  an  excellent 
good  temperality;  your  Pulfidge  beats  as  extraordinarily  as 
Heart  would  defire;  and  your  Colour,  I  warrant  you,  is  as 
red  as  any  Rofe:  But  you  have  drank  too  much  Canary,  and 
thafs  a  marvellous  fearching  Wine;  and  it  perfumes  the  Blood 

e'er  we  can  fay  what's  this.     How  do  you  now? Dol.  Better  than  I  was :  Hem. 

Hofi.  Why,  that  was  well  faid :  A  good  Heart's  worth 
Gold.     Look,  here  comes  Sir  Jj>hn. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Fal.  When  Arthur  firfl  in  Co ttrt, —  empty  thejordan— -  and 
was  a  worthy  King:  How  now,  Miftrefs  Doll 

Hofi.  Sick  of  a  Calm :  yea,  good-footh. 
FaL  So  is  her  Se£r,  if  they  be  once  in  a  Calm  they  are 

fick. 
Dol.  You  muddy  Rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 

give  me  ? 
Ed.  You  make  fat  Rafcals,  Miftrefs  D&h 

j  Dol. 
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Dol.  I  make  them!  Gluttony  and  Difeafes  make  them,  I 

inake  them  not. 

FaL  If  the  Cook  make  the  Gluttony,  you  help  to  make 
the  Difeafes,  Dol;  we  catch  of  you,  Dol,  we  catch  of  you : 
Grant  that,  my  poor  Virtue,  grant  than, 

Dol.  Ay  marry,  our  Chains,  and  our  Jewels. 
FaL  Your  Brooches,  Pearls,  and  Owches :  For  to  ferve 

bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know;  to  come  ofFjthe 
Breach  with  his  Pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  Surgery  bravely ; 
to  venture  upon  the  chargd  Chambers  bravely 

Hofi.  Why,  this  is  the  old  fafhion  ;  you  two  never  meet 
but  you  fall  to  fomedifcord  :  you  are  both,  in  good  troth, 
as  Rheumatick  as  two  dryToafts,  you  cannot  one  bear  with 
anothers  Confirmities.  What  the  good-year?  One  muft  bear, 
and  that  muft  be  you:  you  are  the  weaker  Veffel,  ss  they 
fay,  the  emptier  Veffel.  .      [To  Dol. 

Dol.  Can  a  weak  empty  Veffel  bearfuch  a  huge  fu*l  Hogs- 
head ?  there's  a  whole  Merchants  Venture  of  Bourdeaux  ft u  ft 

in  him;  you  have  not  feen  a  Hulk  better  ftufc  in  the  Hold, 

Come,  I'll  be  Friends  with  thee,  Jack:  Thou  art  going  to 
the  Wars,  and  whether!  fhall  ever  fee  thee  again  or  no,  there 
is  no  body  cares. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir*  Ancient  Pijiol  is  below,  and  would  fpeak  with 

you. 
Dol.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  RafcaJ,  let  him  not  come 

hither;  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  Rogue  in  England. 
Hofi.  If  he  fwagger  let  him  not  come  here:  I  muft  live 

amongft  my  Neighbours,  I'll  no  Swaggerers  .*  I  am  in 
good  Name  and  Fame  with  the  very  Beft :  Shut  the  Door, 

there  comes  no  Swaggerers  here  :  I  have  not  liv'd  all  this 
while  to  have  fwaggering  now  :  Shut  the  Door,  I  pray  you. 

FaL  Do'ft  thou  hear,  Hoftefs   
Hofi.  Tray  you  pacifie  your  felf>  Sir  John,  there  comes 

no  Swaggerers,  here. I'D' 

FaL  Do'ft  thou  hear-^ —  it  is  mine  Ancienre  ' 
Hofi.  Tilly-faliy,  Sir  John,  never  tell  mr\,  your  ancient 

Swaggerer  comes  not  in  my  Doors.  I  was  before  Mafter 
Tifivl^  the  Deputy  the  other  day ;  and  as  he  faid  to  me  #--  it  was 
ho  longer  ago  than  Wednefday  laft;  Neighbour  Quickly*  fays 
lb;  Mafter  Domk  our  Minifter  was  by  then  i  Neighbour 

S  %  Q#icJ<l?> 
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Quickly,  fays  he,  receive  thofe  that  are  Civil ;  for,  faith  he, 
you  are  in  an  ill  Name:  Now  he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereup- 

on ;  for,  fays  he,  you  are  an  honeft  Woman,  and  well  thought 
on,  therefore  take  heed  what  Guefts  you  receive:  Receive, 
fays  he,  nofwaggeriog  Companions,  There  come  none  here. 

You  would  blefs  you  to  hear  what  he  faid.  No,  I'll  no 
Swaggerers. 

Fal.  He's  no  Swaggerer,  Hoftefs ;  a  tame  Cheater,  he  ; 
you  may  ftroak  him  as  gently  as  a  Puppey-Greyhound ;  he 
will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  Hen ,  if  her  Feathers  turn 
back  in  any  (hew  of  refinance.     Call  him  up,  Drawer. 

Hofi.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honeft  Man 
my  Houfe,  nor  no  Cheater;  but  I  do  not  love  fwaggering  ; 
I  am  the  worfe   when    one  fays   fwagger:  Feel,  Matters, 
how  I  fhake;  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 

Dol.  So  you  do,  Hoftefs.  - 
Hofi.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  Truth  do  I,  if  it  were  an  Af- 

penLeaf :  I  cannot  abide  Swaggerers. 
Enter Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Pifi.  'Save  you,  Sir  John. 
Fal.  Welcome,  ancient  PifioL  Here,  Piftol,  I  charge 

you  with  a  Cap  of  Sack:  Do  you  difcharge  upon  mine 
Hoftefs. 

Pifi.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  with  two 
Bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  Pifto!  proof,  Sir,  you  fhall  hardly  offend 
her. 

Hofi.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  Proofs,  nor  no  Bullets  :  I 
will  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good  for  no  Man's  plea- 
fure,  I. 

Pifi.    Then   to   you,   Miftrefs   Dorothy,    I   will  charge 
'you. 

Dol.  Charge  me  I  I  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  Companion !  What  ? 
You  poor,   bafe,    rafcally,  cheating,  lack-Linnen-Mate  ;    a- 
way,   you   mouldy  Rogue,   away,    I  am   Meat  for  your 
Matter. 

Pifi  I  know  you,  Miftrefs  Dorothy. 
Dol.  Away,  you    cut-purfe   RafcaJ,  you  filthy  Bung  a- 

way  :    By  this  Wine,  Til  thruft  my  Knife  in  your  moul- 
dy Chaps  if  you  play  the  fawcy  Cuttle  with  me.     Away 

you  Battle-ale  RafcaJ,  you  Basket-hilt  ftale  Jugler  you.     Since wher, 
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when,  I  pray  you,  Sir  f  what,  with  two  Points  on  your 
Shoulder?  much. 

Pift.  I  will  murther  your  Ruff  for  this. 
Hoft.  No,  good  Captain  Pifiol  :  Not  here,  fweet 

Captain, 
Dol.  Captain  !  thou  abominable  damr/d  Cheater,  art  thou 

not  afham'd  to  be  call'd  Captain  ?  If  Captains  were  of  my 
mind  they  would  truncheon  you  out,  for  taking  their  Names 

upon  you,  before  you  have  eam'd  them.  You  a  Captain  I 
you  flay]  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a  poor  Whore's  Ruff  in  a 
Bawdy  Houfe?  He  a  Captain  !  hang  him,  Rogue,  he  lives 

upon  mouldy  ftew'd  Prunes  and  dry'd  Cakes.  A  Captain ! 
Thefe  Villains  will  make  the  word  Captain  odious:  There- 

fore Captains  had  need  look  to  it. 
Bard.  Pray  thee  go  down,  good  Ancient. 
Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  Miftrefs  Dol. 
Pift.  Not  I :  I  tell  thee  what,  Corporal  Bardolph,  I  could 

tear  her :  1*11  be  reveng'd  on  her. 
Page.  'Pray  thee  go  down. 
Pift.  I'll  fee  her  damn'd  firft  :  To  Pluto's  damned  Lake,  to 

the  Infernal  Deep,  where  Erebus  and  Tortures  vile  alfo. 
Hold  Hook  and  Line,  fay  I :  Down  /  Down  Dog,  down 
Fates ;  Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hoft.  Good  Captain  Peefdbz  quiet,  it  is  very  late  :  Ibe- 
tbek  you  now,  aggravate  your  Choler. 

Pift.  Thefe  be  good  Humours  indeed.  Shall  Pack- Horfes, 

and  hollow  pampcr'd  Jades  of  jfjia,  which  cannot  go  but 
thirty  Miles  a  day,  compare  with  Cxfar9  and  with  Cannibal, 
and  Trojan  Greeks*  Nay,  rather  damn  them  with  King 
Cerberus,  and  let  the  Welkin  roar :  Shall  we  fall  foul  for 
Toys  ? 

Hoft.  By  my  troth,  Captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter 
Words. 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  Ancient :  This  will  grow  to  a  Brawl 
anon. 

Pift.  Die  Men,  like  Dogs;  give  Crowns  like  Pins:  Have 
we  not  Hiren  hire  \ 

Hoft.  On  my  word,  Captain,  there's  none  fuch  here. 
What  the  good-year  do  you  think  I  would  deny  her  I  I 
pray  be  quiet. 

S  i  JfVfc 
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Pi/},  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis;  come,  give 
me  fome  Sack,  Si  fortune  me  tormente.,  fperato  me  contento* 
Fear  we  broad-fides?  No,  let  the  Fiend  give  Fire  :  Give  me 
fome  Sack:  And  Sweet-heart,  lye  thou  there:  Come  we  to 
full  Points  here;  and  are  &  coeteras  nothing? 

FaL  Plftoly  I  would  be  quiet, 
Pift.  Sweet  Knight,  kifs thy  Neaffe  :  What!  we  have  feen 

the  feven  Stars. 

DoL  Thruft  him  down  Stairs,  I  cannot  endure  fuch  aFu- 
ftian  Rafcal. 

Pift.  Thruft  him  down  Stairs  ?  know  we  not  Galloway 
Naps? 

FaL  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  move-groat  mil- 
ling :  Nay,  i£  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he  mall  be 

nothing  here. 
Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  Stairs. 
Pift.  Whit  mall  we  have  Incifion  ?  (hall  we  embrew  ? 

then  Death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  Days: Why 
then  let  grievous,  ghaftly,  gaping  YVounds,  untwine  the  Sifters 
three:  Come,  Atropos,  I  fay.  [Drawing  his  Sword* 

Hoft.  Here's  good  ftuff  toward. 
FaL  Give  me  my  Rapier,  Boy. 
DoL  I  prethee,  Jack^  I  prethee  do  not  draw. 
FaL  Get  you  down  Stairs.  [Drawings  and  driving  Piftoi  out. 

Hoft.  Here's  a  goodly  Tumult ;  I'll  forfwear  keeping 
Houfe,  before  I'll  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights,  So;  Mur- 
ther,  I  warrant  now.  Alas,  putojp  your  naked  Weapons,  put 
up  your  naked  Weapons. 

DoL  I  prethee,  Jacl^  be  quiet,  the  Rafcal  is  gone ;  Ah 
you  whorfon,  little  valiant  Villain,  you. 

Hoft.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'th*  Groin  ?  Methought  he 
made  a  (hrewd  thruft:  at  your  Belly. 

Fd.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  Doors? 
Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  the  Rafcal's  drunk :  You  have  hurt  hiai, 

Sir,  in  the  Shoulder, 
s    FaL  A  Rafcal  to  brave  me ! 

DoL  Ah,  you  {wett  little  Rogue  you  :  Alas,  poor  Ape, 
how  thou  fweat'ft?  come,  let  me  wipe  thy  Face- — Come  on, 
you  whorfon  Chops -.-Ah  Rogue,  I  love  thee—Thou  art  as 

valorous  zsHeffor  of  Troy,  worth  fifty  of  Agamemnon',  and 
ten  times  better  than  the  nine  Worthies:  Ah  Villain. 

FuL 
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FaL  A  rafcally  Slave,  I  will  tofs  the  Rogue  in  a  Blanker, 

DoL  Do,  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  Heart:  If  thou  do'ft  tft\ 
canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  Sheets. 

Enter  Mufick* 

Page.  The  Muflck  is  come,  Sir. 
FaL  Let  them  play;  play,  Sirs.     Sit  on  my  Knee,  I 

A  Rafcal,  bragging  Slave:   The  Rogue  fled  from  me  like 
Quick-filver. 

DoL  And  thou  followd'fr.  him  like  a  Church:  Thou  v.  hor- 
fon  little  tydie  Bartholomew  Boor-pig,  when  wile  thou  1 
fighting  on  Days,  and  fryning  on  Nights,  and  begin  to  paa:. 
up  thine  old  Body  for  Heaven  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins  difguifd. 
FaL  Peace,  good  Dot,  do  not  fpeak  like  a  Deaths-head  . 

Do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 
DoL  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  Prince  of? 

FaL  A  good  fhallow  young  Fellow  :  He  would  havem. 

a  good  Pantler,  he  would  have  chipp'd  Bread  well. 
DoL  They  fay  Poins  hath  a  good  Wir. 

FaL  He  a  good  Wit?  hang  him,  Baboon,  his  Wit  is  as  th:t" 
as  Tewksbury  Muftard :  There  is  no  more  conceit  in  him,  t\\, . 
is  in  a  Mallet. 

DoL  Why  doth  the  Prince  love  him  fo#then? 
FaL  Becaufc  their  Legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs :  And 

plays  at  Quoits  well,  and  eats  Conger  and  Fennel,  and  d; 
off  Candles  ends  for  Flap-dragons,  and  rides  the  wild  I. 
with  the  Boys,  and  jumps  upon  joint  Stools,  and  fwears 
a  good  Grace,  and  wears  his  Boot  very  fmooth,  like  ur.to  r 
Sign  of  the  Leg,  and  breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  diicv- 
Stories ;  and  fuch  other  Gambol  faculties  he  hath  that  fl 
a  weak  Mind  and  an  able  Body,  for  the  which  thePn 
admits  him  :  For  the  Prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another  : 
weight  of  an  Hair  will  turn  the  Scales  between  their  j 
berde-pois. 

P.  Henry.  Would  not  this  Nave  of  a  Wheel  have  his  L .:: 
cutoff? 

Poins.  Let  us  beat  him  before  his  Whore. 

P.Henry.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  Elder  hath  not  his  Pw/i 
claw'd  like  a  Parrot. 

Poin.  Is  it  not  ftrange  that  Defire  fhould  fo  many  yess 
out-live  Performance  ( 

S  4.  FL 
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Fal.  Kifs  me,  DoL 
F.  Henry,  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  Conjunction  ! 

What  fays  the  Almanack  to  that  ? 
Poins.  And  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon  his  Man  be  not 

lifping  to  his  Matter's  old  Tables,  his  Note-Book,  his  Coun- 
fel-keeper? 

Fal.  Thou  doft  give  me  flatt'ring  Buffes. 
DoL  Nay,  truly,  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moft  conft  ant  Heart. 
FaL  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Dot.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy  young 
Boy  of  them  all. 

FaL  What  Stuff  wilt  thou  have  a  Kirtle  of  *  I  (hall  re- 

ceive Mony  on  Thurfday :  Thou  ihalt  have  a  Cap  to  mor- 
row. A  merry  Song,  come :  It  grows  late,  we  will  to  Bed. 

Thou  wilt  forget  me  when  I  am  gone. 

Dot.  Thou  wilt  fet  me  a  weeping  if  thou  fay'ft  fo :  Prove 
that  ever  I  drefs  my  felf  handfom  'till  thy  return-— Well, hearken  the  end. 

Fal.  Some  Sack,  Francis. 
P.  Henry.  Poins.  Anon,  anon,  Sir. 

FaL  Ha !  a  Baftard  Son  of  the  King's !  And  art  not  thou Poins  his  Brother  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  Globe  of  finful  Continents,  what  a 
Life  doll:  thou  lqad  ? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou :  I  am  a  Gentleman,  thou  art  a 
Drawer. 

P.Henrj.  Very  true,  Sir:  And  I  come  to  draw  you  out 
by  the  Ears. 

Hofi.  Oh,  the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  Grace:  Wel- 
come to  London.  Now  Heaven  blefs  that  fwcet  Face  of  thine : 

What,  are  you  come  from  Wales*. 
FaL  Thou  whorfon,  mad  compound  of  Majefty,  by  this 

light  Fie fli  and  corrupt  Blood  thou  art  welcome. 
(  [Leaning  his  Hand  upon  Dol, 

DoL  How!  you  fat  Fool,  I  fcornyou. 
Poins.  My  Lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge, 

and  turn  all  to  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 
P.  Henry.  You  whorfon  Candle-myne  you,  how  vilely  did 

you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  horieft,  vertuous,  ci- 
vil Gentlewoman? 

Hofl.  'Blefling  on  your  good  Heart,  and  fo  me  is  by  my ♦with,  Fat% 
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FaL  Didftthou  hear  me? 

P.  Henry*  Yes;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when  you 
ran  away  by  Gads-hill;  you  knew  I  was  at  your  back,  and 
fpoke  it  on  purpofe,  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no;  not  fo:  I  did  not  think  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.  Henry.  I  mall  drive  youthen  to  confefs  the  wilful  abufe, 
and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

FaL  No  abufe,   Hal,  on  my  Honour,  no  abufe. 
P.  Henry.  Not  to  difpraife  me,  and  call  me  Pantler,  and 

Bread-chopper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 
Fal.  No  abufe,  Hal. 
Poins.  No  abufe! 
Fal.  No  abufe,  Ned,  in  the  World;  honefl  Ned,  none, 

I  difprais'd  him  before  the  Wicked,  that  the  Wicked  might 
not  fall  in  love  with  him:  In  which  doing,  I  have  done  the 
part  of  a  careful  Friend,  and  true  Subject,  ai  d  rhy  Father 
is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abufe,  Hal,  none,  Ned, 
none;,  no  Boys,  none. 

P.  Henry.  See  now  whether  pure  Fear,  and  entire  Cow- 
ardife,  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  Gentlewo- 

man, to  clofe  with  us?  Is  (he  of  the  Wicked  ?  Is  thine 
Hoftefs  here  of  the  Wicked  f  Or  is  the  Boy  of  the  Wick- 

ed? Or  honeft  Bardolph,  whofezeal  burns  inhisnofe,  of  the 
Wicked? 

Poins.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  Elm,  anfwer. 
FaL  The  Fiend  hath  Prickt  down  Bardolph  ii  recoverable, 

and  his  face  is  Lucifer  s  Privy-Kitchin,  where  he  doth  no- 
thing but  roaft  M ault- Worms :  for  the  Boy,  there  is  a  good 

Angel  about  him,  but  the  Devil  out-bids  him  too. 
P.  Henry.  For  the  Women  ? 
FaL  For  one  of  them,  me  is  in  Hell  already,  and  burrs 

poor  Souls:  for  the  other,  I  owe  her  Money;  and  whether 

lhe  be  damn'd  for  that,  I  know  not. 
Hofi.  Nos  I  warrant  you, 
FaL  No,  I  think  thou  art  not:  I  think  thou  art  quit 

for  that.  Marry,  there  is  another  Indictment  upon  thee, 
for  fuffering  flefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  contrary  to  the 
Law,  for  the  which  I  think  thou  wilt  howl; 

Hofi.  All  Victuallers  do  fo:  What  is  ̂ Joynt  of  Mutton 
pr  two  in  a  whole  Lent§ 

P.  Henry.  You^  Gentlewoman,  Bsl, 
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DoL  What  fays  your  Grace? 
FaL  His  Grace  fays  that,  which  his  flerti  rebels  againfh 
Hofi.  Who  knocks  foloud  at  the  door?  Look  to  the  door 

there,  Francis  I 
Enter  Peto. 

P.  Henry .JPetQy  how  now  ?  what  News  ? 
Veto.  The  King,  your  Father,  is  ̂ Wefiminfler^ 

And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  Pofts, 
Come  From  the  North;    and  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  over-took  a  dozen  Captains, 
Bare-headed,  {wearing,  knocking  at  the  Taverns, 
And  asking  every  one  for  Sir  John  Falfiajf. 

P.  Henry.  By  Heaven,  Poinsy  I  feel  me  much  to  blamea 
So  idly  to  prophane  the  precious  time : 
When  Tempeft  of  Commotion,  like  the  South 
Born  with  black  Vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  Heads, 
Give  me  my  Sword,  and  Cloak: 
Falfiajfy  goodnight.  [Exit. 

FaL  Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  Morfelof  the  night,  and 
we  muft  hence,  and  leave  it  unpickt.  More  knocking  at  the 

door?  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 
Bard.  You  muft  away  to  the  Court,    Sir,  prefently, 

A  dozen  Captains  flay  at  the  door  for  you. 
FaL  Pay  the  Muficians,  Sirrah :  farewel  Hoftefs,  farewel 

DoL  You  fee,  my  good  Wenches,  how  men  of  Merit  are 
fought  after ;  the  Undeferver  may  deep,  when  the  man  of 

A&ion  is  call'd  on.  Farewel,  good  Wenches;  if  I  be  not 
fent  away  poft,  I  will  fee  you  again,  e're  I  go. 

DoL  I  cannot  fpeak;  if  my  heart  be  not  ready  to  burft— 
Well,  fweet  Jack^  have  a  care  of  thy  feif. 

FaL  Farewel3  farewel.  [Exit? 
Hofi.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe 

twenty  nine  years,  comePefcod-time;  but  an  honefter^  and, 
truer-hearted  Man.     Well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  Miftrefs  Tear-Jheet. 

Hofi.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Bard.  Bid  Miftrefs  Tear-peep  come  to  my  Mafter« 
Hofi.  O  run,  Dol,  run ;  run,  good  DoL 

\Exettn$0 ACT 
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ACT  III.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  King  Henry  with  a  Page. 

),  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey ,  at 

But  e'er  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  thefe 
K.  Henry.  f~^  O,  call  the  Earls  of  Surrey,  m&Warwkkj 

Letters, 
And  well  confider  of  them  :  make  good  fpeed.   [Exit  Tage* 
How  many  thoufands  of  my  pooreft  Subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  afleep !  O  Sleep,  O  gentle  Sleep, 

Nature's  foft  Nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  Eye-lids  down, 
And  fteep  my  Senfes  in  Forgetfulnefs  ? 
Why  rather,  Sleep,  lyeft  thou  in  fmoaky  Cribs, 
Upon  uneafie  Pallads  ftretching  thee, 

And  hullit  with  buzzing  Night,  fly'ft  to  thy  {lumber, 
Than  in  the  perfumed  Chambers  of  the  Great, 
Under  the  Canopies  of  coftly  State, 

And  lull'd  with  founds  of  fwectefl:  Melody? 
O  thou  dull  God,  why  ly'ft  thou  with  the  vile, 
In  loathfom  Beds,  and  leav'ft  the  Kingly  Couch 
A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  Larum-Bell? 
Wilt  thou,  upon  the  high  and  giddy  Matt, 

Seal  up  the  Ship-boy's  Eyec,  and  reck  his  Brains, 
In  Cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  Surge, 
And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  Winds, 
Who  take  the  Ruffian  Billows  by  the  top, 
Curling  their  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deaPning  Clamours  in  the  flip'ry  Clouds, 
That  with  the  hurley,  Death  it  felf  awakes? 
Canftthou,  O  partial  Sleep,  give  thy  Repofe 
To  the  wet  Sea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude? 
And  in  the  calmeft,  and  meft  ftillcft  Night, 
With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 
Deny  it  to  a  King?  Then  happy  Low,  lye  down* 
Uneafie  lyes  the  Head,  that  wears  a  Crown, 

Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey. 

War,  Many  good-morrows  to  your  Majefty, 
JC  Henry,  Is  it  good-morrow,  Lords  ? 

War.  *Tis  one  a  Clock,  and  part, K*  Henry* 
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K.  Henry.  Why  then  good-morrow  to  you  all,  my  Lords  i 

Have  you  read  o'er  the  Letters  that  I  feat  you? 
War.  We  have,>.my  Liege. 
K.  Henry.  Then  you  perceive  the  Body  of  our  Kingdom, 

How  foul  it  is;  whit  rank  Difeafes  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

War.  It  is  but  as  a  Body,  yet  diftemper'd, 
Which  to  the  former  ftrength  may  be  reftor'd, 
With  good  Advice,  and  little  Medicine; 

My  Lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cool'd. 
K.  Henry. Oh  Heav'n,  that  one  might  read  the  Book  of  Fate, And  fee  the  Revolution  of  the  Times 

Make  Mountains  level,  and  the  Continent, 
Weary  of  folid  firmnefs,  melt  it  felf 
Into  the  Sea  j  and  other  Times,  to  fee 
The  beachy  Girdle  of  the  Ocean 

Too  wide  {ox Neptune* %  Hips;  rnw  Chances  mock 
And  Changes  fill  the  Cup  of  Alteration 

With  divers  Liquors.     'Tis  not  ten  years  gone, 
Since  Richard  and  Northumberland,    great  Friends, 
Did  feaft  together;   and  in  two  years  after, 
Were  they  at  Wars.     It  is  but  eight  years  fince, 
This  Percy  was  the  man  neareft  my  Soul ; 

Who  like  a  Brother,  toil'd  in  my  Affairs, 
And  laid  his  Love  and  Life  under  my  foot : 
Yea,   for  my  fake,    even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard 
Gave  him  defiance.    But  which  of  you  was  byf 
You  Coufin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember,  [to  Warwick, 
When  Richard,  with  his  Eye,  brim-full  of  Tears, 

Then  checked  and  rated  by  Northumberland, 
Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  prov'd  a  Prophecy. 
Northumberland,  thou  Ladder,  by  the  which 
My  Coufin  Bullinbrokc  afcends  my  Throne: 
(Though  then,  Heaven  knows,  I  had  no  fuch  intent, 

But  that  neceflity  fo  bow'd  the  State, 
That  I  and  Greatnefs  were  compelPd  to  kifs) 
The  time  fhall  come,  thus  did  he  follow  it, 
The  time  will  come,  that  foul  Sin  gathering  head 
Shall  break  into  Corruption:  So  went  on, 

Fore-telling  this  fame  Time's  Condition, 
And  the  divifion  of  our  Amity. Wkr. 
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War.  There  is  a  Hiftory  in  all  Mens  Lives, 

Figuring  the  nature  of  the  Times  deceas'd; 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  Man  may  prophifie, 
With  a  near  aim,   of  the  main  Chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  Life,  which  in  their  Seeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lieentrcafured. 
Such  things  become  the  Hatch  and  Brood  of  Time; 
And  by  the  neccfTary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  gueft, 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  falfe  to  him, 
Would  of  that  Seed  grow  to  a  greater  falfenvft, 
Which  mould  not  find  a  Ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

K.  Henry.  Arethefe  things  then  Neceflities? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  Neceflities; 
And  that  fame  word,  even  now  cries  out  on  us: 
They  fay  the  Bifhop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  Lord : 
Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  Voice  of  Eccho, 
The  number  of  the  Feared.   Pleafc  it  your  Grace 
To  go  to  bed,  upon  my  Life,  my  Lord, 

The  Pow'rs  that  you  already  have  fent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  Prize  in  very  eafily. 

To  comfort  you  the  more,   I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inftance  that  Glendoiver'is  dead. 
Your  Majefty  hath  been  this  Fort-night  ill, 

And  thefe  unfeafon'd  Hours  perforce  muft  add 
Unto  your  Sicknefs. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  take  your  Counfel : 
And  were  thefe  inward  Wars  once  out  of  Hand, 

We  would,  dear  Lords,  unto  the  Holy-Land.         [Exeunt* 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,   with  Mouldy,   Shadow,  Wart, 
Feeble,   and   Bull-calf. 

Shal.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on;  give  me  your  Hand, 
Sir,  give  me  your  Hand,  Sir;  an  early  ftirrer,  by  the  Rood. 
And  how  doth  my  good  Coufin  Silence  f Sit. 



£  2,4^  The  Second  Part 

SiL  Good  Morrow,  good  Coufin  Shallow. 
ShaL  And  how  doth  my  Coufin,  your  Bed-fellow? 

and  your  faireft  Daughter*  and  mine,  my  God-Daughter 
Ellin  f 

SiL  Alas,  a  black  Ouzel,  Coufin  Shallow. 
ShaL  By  yea  and  nay,  Sir,  I  dare  fay  my  Coufin  William 

is  become  a  good  Scholar?  He  is  at  Oxford  Rill,   is  he  not? 
SiL  Indeed,  Sir,  to  my  Cod. 
ShaL  He  mud  then  to  the  Inns  of  Court  lhortly:  I  was 

once  ofClement's-Inn;  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk  of  mad 
Shallow  yet. 

SiL  You  were  cali'd  Lufty  Shallow  then,  Coufin. 
ShaL  I  was  call'd  any  thing,  and  I  would  have  done  any 

thing  indeed  too,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I,  and  little 
John  Doit  of  Stafford fl)irey  and  black  George  Bare,  and  Francis 
Fickpone,  and  WUL  Squele  a  Cot-fal-man;  you  had  not  four 
fuch  Swinge-bucklers  in  all  the  Inns  of  Court  again :  And  I 
may  fay  to  you,  we  knew  where  the  Bona-Robas  were,  and 
had  the  bed  of  them  all  at  Commandment.  Then  was  Jack^ 
Falftajfy  now  Sir  John,  a  Boy,  and  a  Page  to  Thomas  Mew 
bray*  Duke  of  Norfolk* 

Sil.  This  Sir  John%  Coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about 
Soldiers? 

ShaL  The  fame  Sir  John,  the  very  fame:  I  faw  him 

break  Schoggans  Head  at  the  Court-Gate,  when  he  was  a 
Crack,  not  thus  high ;  and  the  very  fame  day  did  I  fight 
with  one  Sampfon  Stock-fifb*  a  Fruiterer,  behind  Grays-Inn. 
Oh  the  Mad  Days  that  I  have  fpent  ?  and  to  fee  how  many 
of  mine  Old  Acquaintance  are  Dead? 

SiL  We  (hall  all  follow,  Coufin. 

ShaL  Certain,  'tis  certain,  very  fure,  very  fure :  Death 
is  certain  to  all,  all  fhall  Die.  How  a  good  Yoke  of  Bul- 

locks at  Stamford  Fair? 
SiL  Truly,  Coufin,  I  was  not  there. 
ShaL   Death  is  certain.     Is  Old  Double  of  your  Town 

living  yet? 
SiL  Dead,  Sir. 
ShaL  Dead  !  See,  fee,  he  drew  a  good  Bow :  And 

Dead?  He  ihot  a  fine  Srnot.  Johnoi  Gaunt  loved  him 

well,  and  betted  much  Mony  on  his  Head.  Dead/*  He 
would  have  clapt  in  th;  Clowt  ac  Twelve  Score*   and  car* 

rie4 
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ried  you  a  fore-hand  Shaft  at  fourteen,  and  fourteen  and  a 

half,  that  it  wou^d  have  done  a  Man's  Heart  good  to  fee. 
How  a  Score  of  Ewes  now  ? 

SiL  Thereafter  as  they  be:  a  Score  of  good  Ewes  may 
be  worth  ten  Pounds. 

ShaL  And  is  Old  Double  Dead  ? 
Enter  Bardolph  and  Page, 

SiL  Here  come  two   of  Sir  John  Falftaff's  Men,    as  I 
think. 

ShaL  Good  Morrow,  Honeft  Gentlemen. 
Bard.  I  befeech  you,  which  is  Juftice  Shallow  ? 
ShaL  I  am  Robert  Shallow,    Sir,    a  poor  Efquire   of  this 

County,  one  of  the  King's  J  .ftices  of  the  Peace: 
What  is  your  good  Pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  Captain,  Sir,  Commends  him  to  you:  My 
Captain,  Sir  John  Falftajf;  a  tall  Gentleman,  and  a  moil 
gallant  Leader. 

ShaL  He  greets  me  well:  Sir>  I  knew  him  a  good  Back- 
Sword  Man.  How  doth  the  good  Knight  ?  May  I  ask,  how 
my  Lady  his  Wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  Pardon,  a  Soldier  is  better  Accommodated, 
than  with  a  Wife. 

ShaL  It  is  well  faid,  Sir;  and  it  is  well  faid indeed,  too: 

Better  accommodated — It  is  good,  yea  indeed  is  it;  good 
Phrafes  are  furely  and  every  where  very  commendable.  Ac- 

commodated—it comes  of  Accommodo^  very  good,  a  good 
Phrafe. 

Bard.  Pardon,  Sir,  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe, 
call  you  it?  By  this  Day,  I  know  not  the  Phrafe:  But 
I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  Sword,  to  be  a  Soldier- 

like Word,  and  a  Word  of  exceeding  good  Command, 
Accommodated,  that  is,  when  a  Man  is,  as  they  fay,  Ac- 

commodated; or,  when  a  Man  is,  being  whereby  he  thought 
to  be  Accommodated,  which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  FalfraflF. 

ShaL  It  is  very  juft :   Look,   here  comes  good  Sir  John, 

Give  me  your  Hand,   give  me  your  Worfhip's  good  Hand: 
Truft  me,    you  look  well,    and  bear  your  years  very  well* 
Welcome,  good  Sir  John. 
FaL  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  Mafter  Robert 

Shallow:  Matter  Sure-card,  as  I  think? 
ShaL 
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Shal.  No,  Sir  John,  it  is  my  Coufin  Silence ;  in  Com* 
miffion  with  me, 

FaL  Good  Mafter  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  mould  be 
of  the  Peace. 

SiL  Your  good  Worfhip  is  welcome. 
FaL  Fie,  this  is  hot  weather,  Gentlemen,  have  you  pro* 

vided  me  here  half  a  do2en  of  fufficient  Men? 
ShaL  Marry  have  we,  Sir:   Will  you  fit? 
FaL  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  you. 

Shal.  Where's  the  Roll?  Where's  the  Roll?  Where's 
the  Roll?  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee:  So,  fo,  fo, 
fo:  Yea  marry,  Sir,  to  Ralph  Mouldy :  Let \  them  appear  as  I 
call:  Let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do  fo.  Let  me  fee,  Where 
is  Mouldy  f 
MouL  Here,  if  it  pleafe  you. 

Shal.  What  think  you,  Sir  John,  a  good  limb'd  Fellow : 
Young,  Strong,  and  of  good  Friends. 

FaL  Is  thy  Name  Mouldy  f 
Mould.  Yea,  if  it  pleafe  you. 
FaL  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  us'd. 
ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  moft  excellent.  Things  that  are  moul- 

dy, lack  ufe :  very  lingular  good.  Well  faid,  Sir  John, 
very  well  faid, 

FaL  Prick  him. 
MohL  I  was  prickt  well  enough  before,  if  you  could 

have  let  me  alone :  My  old  Dame  will  be  undone  now, 
for  one  to  do  her  Husbandry,  and  her  Drudgery ;  you 
need  not  to  have  prickt  me,  there  are  other  Men  fitter  to  go 
out  than  I. 

FaL  Goto:  Peace  Mouldy,  you  (hall go  Mouldy,  it  is 
time  you  were  fpent. 

MouL  Spent? 
ShaL  Peace,  Fellow,  Peace;  ftand  afide:  Know  you 

where  you  are?  For  the  other,  Sir  John.  Let  me  fee:  Simon 
Shadow. 

FaL  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under :  He's  like  to be  a  cold  Soldier. 

ShaL  Where's  Shadow* 
Shad.  Here,  Sir, 
FaL  Shadow,  whofe  Son  art  thou? 
Shad.  My  Mother  s  Son,  Sir. 

Fats 
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FaL  Thy  Mother's  Son !  like  enough  ;  and  thy  Father's Shadow  :  So  the  Son  of  the  Female  is  the  Shadow  of  the 

Male :  It  is  often  fo  indeed,  but  not  of  the  Father's  Subftance. 
ShaL  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  John\ 
Fal.  Shadow  will  ferve  for  Summer,  prick  him ;  for  wt 

have  a  number  of  fliadows  to  fill  up  the  Mufter-Book. 
ShaL  Thomas  Wart. 

Fal.  Where's  he  ? 
Wart.  Here,  Sir. 
Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wartl 
Wart.  Yea,  Sir. 
Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  Wart, 
ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him  down, 

Sir  John  ? 
Fal.  It  were  fuperfluous ;  for  his  Apparel  is  built  upon 

his  Back,  and  the  v/hole  Frame  ftands  upon  Pins :  Prick  him 
no  more. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you  can  do  it,  Sir ;  you  can  doit:  I  com- 
mend you  well. 

Francis  Feeble. 
Feeble.  Here,  Sir. 
ShaL  What  Trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

Feeble.  A  Woman's  Tailor,  Sir. 
ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  Sir? 
FaL  You  may: 

But  if  he  had  been  a  Man's  Tailor  he  would  have  prick'd  you* 
Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  an  Enemies  Battel,  as  thou 

haft  done  in  a  Woman's  Petticoat  ? 
Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  Sir;  you  can  have  no  more. 

FaL  Well  faid,  good  Woman's  Tailor;  Well  faid,  couragi- 
©us  Feeble:  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful  Dove,  or 

rnoft  magnanimous  Moufe.  Prick  the  Woman's  Taylor  well* 
Matter  Shallow,  deep,  Mafter  Shallow. 

Feeble.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone*  Sir* 

FaL  I  would  thou  wert  a  Man's  Tailor,  that  thou 
might'ft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go,  I  cannot  put 
him  to  be  a  private  Soldier,  that  is  the  Leader  of  fo  many 
thoufands.     Let  that  fuffice,  moft  forcible  Feeble* 

Feeble.  It  fhall  fuffice. 

FaL  I  am  round  to  thee*  reverend  Feeble.  Who  is  the 
jpext  ? 

Vol.  IIL  T  ShaL 
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ShaL  Peter  Bnlcalf  of  the  Greer. 
FaL  Yea  marry,  let  us  fee  Bulcalf. 
Bet  I.  Here,  Sir. 

FaL  Truft  me,  a  likely  Fellow.  Come  prick  me  Bulcalf, 
'till  he  roar  again. 

BhL  Oh,  good  my  Lord  Captain. 
Fal.  What,  doft  thou  roar  before  th/art  prickt  ? 
BhL  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  a  difeafed  Man. 
FaL  What  Difeafe  baft  thou? 

BhL  A  whorfon  cold,  Sir;  a  Cough,  Sir,  which  I  caught 

with  Ringing  in  the  King's  Affairs,  upon  his  Coronation 
day,  Sir. 

FaL  Come,  thou  (halt  go  to  the  Wars  in  a  Gown  :  We 
will  have  away  thy  Cold,  and  I  will  take  fuch  order  that  thy 
Friends  (hall  ring  for  thee.     Is  here  all? 

ShaL  There  is  two  more  called  than  your  number,  you 
rouft  have  but  four  here,  Sir,  and  fo,  I  pray  you,  go  in  with 
me  to  Dinner. 

FaL  Come,  I  will  go  drink  v/ith  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  Dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth,  Matter 
Shallow. 

ShaL  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all  Night 

in  the  Wind-mill  in  Saint  George's  Fields? 
FaL  No  more  of  that,  good  Mafter  Shallow  >  no  more  of 

that. 

ShaL  Ha !  it  was  a  merry  Night.  And  is  Jane  Night* 
Tvork^  alive  t 

FaL  She  lives,  Mafter  Shallow. 
ShaL  She  never  could  away  with  me. 
FaL  Never,  never:  She  would  always  fay  me  could  not 

abide  Mafter  Shallow. 
ShaL  I  could  anger  her  to  the  Heart :  She  was  then  a 

Bona-roba.     Doth  ihe  hold  her  own  well? 
FaL  Old,  old,  Mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  Nay,  ihe  muft  be  old,  ihe  cannot  chufe  but  be  old; 

certain  fhe*s  old,  and  had  Robin  N-ight-workJoy  old  Nighty 
workj  before  I  came  to  Clemen fs  Inn. 

SiL  That's  fifty  five  years  ago. ShaL  Hah,  Coufin  Silence,  that  thou  hadft  feen  that, 
that  this  Knight  and  I  have  feen  ;  Hah,  Sir  John,  faid  I 
well  ? 

FaL  W« 
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Pal.  We  have  heard  the  Chimes  at  midnight,  M  after 

Shallow. 

Sbal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  in  faith,  Sir  John,  we 

have.*  Our  watch  word  was  Hem-Boys.  Come,  let's  to  din- 
ner; come,  let's  to  dinner :  Oh  the  days  that  we  have  feen  ! 

Come,  come. 
Bui.  Good  Matter  Corporate  Bardolph  ftand  my  Friend, 

and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  Shillings  in  French  Crowns  for 

you:  In  very  truth,  Sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hang'd,  Sir,  as 
go;  and  yet  lor  mine  own  part,  Sir,  I  do  not  care,  but  ra- 

ther becaufc  I  am  unwilling,  and,  for  mine  own  part,  ha^ea 
defire  to  ftay  with  my  Friends,  elfe,  Sir,  I  did  not  care  for 
mine  own  partfo  much. 

Bard.  Go  too ;  ftand  afide. 

Moul.  And  good   M  after  Corporal  Captain,  for  my  ol  1 

Dame's  fake  ftand  my  Friend  :  She  hath  no  body  to  do  a 
thing  about  her  when  I  am  gone,  and  /he  is  old  and  cannot 
help  her  fdf :  You  (hall  have  forty,  Sir. 

Bard.  Go  too ;  ftand  afide. 
Feeble.  I  care  not,  a  Man  can  die  but  once;  we  owe  a 

death.  I  will  never  bear  a  bafe  Mind:  If  it  be  my  deftiny, 
fo;  if  it  be  not,  fo,  No  Man  is  too  good  to  ferve  his  Prince; 
and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year  is  quit 
for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  faid,  thou  art  a  good  Fellow. 

Feeble.  "Nay,  I  will  bear  no  bafe  Mind. 
Fal.  Come,  Sir,  which  Men  fhall  I  have? 
Shal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 
Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you:  I  have  three  pound  to  free 

Mouldy  and  Bulcalf. 
Fal.  Go  too :  Well. 

Shal.  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have? 
Fal.  Do  you  chufe  for  me. 

Shal.  Marry  then,  Mouldy,  Bulcalf,  Feeble  and  Shadow. 

^  Fal.  Mouldy  and  Bulcalf ':  For  you,  Mouldy,  ftay  at  home 
'till  you  are  paft  Service  :    And  for  your  part,  Bulcalf  grow 
'till  you  come  unto  it:  I  will  none  of  you. Shal.  Sir  John,  Sir  Jehn,  do  not  your  felf  wrong,  they 
are  your  MMki\  Men,  and  I  would  have  vou  ferv'd  with the  beft* 

T  *  Fal.  Will 
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FaL  Will  you  tell  me,  M  after  Shallow,  how  to  ehufe  a 
Man?  Care  I  for  the  Limb,  the  Thewes,  the  Stature/  Bulk 
and  big  affemblance  of  a  Man  ?  Give  me  the  Spirit,  Matter 

Shallow*  Where's  Wart  ?  You  fee  what  a  ragged  appearance 
it  is:  He  (hall  charge  you  and  difcharge  you  with  the  mo- 

tionof  a  Pewterer's  Hammer  ,*  come  off  and  on,  fwifter  than 
he  that  gibbets  on  the  Brewers  Bucket.  And  this  fame  half- 

fac'd  Fellow  Shadow,  give  me  this  Man,  he  prefents  no  mark 
to  the  Enemy,  the  fo-man  may  with  as  great  aim  level  at 
the  edge  of  a  Pen-knife :  And,  for  a  Retreat,  how  fwiftly 

will  this  Feeble,  the  Woman's  Tailor,  run  off.  O  give  me 
the  fpare  Men,  and  fpare  me  the  great  ones.  Put  me  a  Ca- 

lyver  into  Wart's  Hand,  Bardolph. 
Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  Traverfe ;   thus,  thus,  thus. 
FaL  Come,  manage  me  your  Caly ver :  So,  very  well,  go 

to,  very  good,  exceeding  good.  O  give  me  always  a  little, 
lean,  old,  chopt,  bald  Shot.  Well  faid,  Wart,  thou  art  a  good 

Scab :  Hold,  there's  a  Tefter  for  thee. 
ShaL  He  is  not  his  Craft-mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it  right. 

I  remember  at  Mile-End-Green,  when  I  lay  at  Clement's  Inn, 
I  was  then  Sir  Dagenet  in  Arthur's  Show,  there  was  a  little 
quiver  Fellow,  and  he  would  manage  you  his  Piece  thus  ; 
and  he  would  about,  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come 
you  in:  Rah,  tah,  tah,  would  he  fay;  Bownce,  would  he  fay, 
and  away  again  would  he  go,  and  again  would  he  come  :  I 
ihall  never  fee  fuch  a  Fellow. 

FaL  Thefe  Fellows  will  do  well,  Mafter  Shallow.  Fare- 
wel,  Mafter  Silence,  I  will  not  ufe  many  Words  with  you  : 
Fare  you  well,  Gentlemen  both,  I  thank  you,  I  muft  a  dozen 
miles  to  Night.     Bardolph,  give  the  Soldiers  Coats. 

ShaL  Sir  John,  Heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your  Affairs, 
and  fend  us  Peace.  As  you  return,  vifit  my  Houfe.  Let 
our  old  Acquaintance  be  renewed:  Peradventure  I  will  with 
you  to  the  Court. 

FaL  I  would  you  would,  Mafter  Shallow. 
ShaL  Go  to :  I  have  fpoke  at  a  word.  Fare  you  well.  [Exit. 
FaL  Fare  you  well,  Gentlemen.  On,  Bardolph,  lead 

the  Men  away.  As  I  return  I  will  fetch  off  thefe  Jufti- 
ces:  I  do  fee  the  bottom  of  Juftice  Shallow.  How  fub- 

jecT:  we  old  Men  are  to  this  Viceof  Lying?  This  fame  ftarv'd 
Juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to  me  of  the  wildenefs of 
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of  his  Youth,  and  the  Feats  he  hath  done  about  Tumbd- 
Jtreet,  and  every  tkird  word  a  Lie,  duer  paid  to  the  hearer 
than  tfie  Turks  Tribute.  I  do  remember  him  at  Clements  Inn, 

like  a  Man  made  after  Supper  of  a  Cheefe- paring.  When  he  was 
naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  World,  l:ke  a  forked  Radiih,  with  a 

Head  fantaftically  carv'd  upon.it  with  a  Knife.  He  was  fo  for- 
lorn, that  his  Dimenfions,  to  any  thick  fight,  were  inviflble. 

He  was  the  very  Genius  of  Famine ;  he  came  ever  in  the  rear- 

ward of  the  faihion :  And  now  is  this  Vice's  Dagger  become 
a  Squire,  and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John  of  Gaunt  as  if  he 
had  been  fworn  Brother  to  him  :  And  I'll  be  iworn  he  never 
faw  him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard,  and  then  he  burft  his 
Head,  for  crouding  among  the  Marfhals  Men.  I  faw  it,  and 
told  Johnot  Gaunt  he  beat  his  own  Name,  for  you  might 

have  trufs'd  him  and  all  his  Apparel  into  an  Eel-skin:  The 
Cafe  of  a  Treble Hoboy  was  a  Manfion  for  him ;  a  Court; 
and  now  hath  he  Land  and  Beeves.  Well,  I  will  be  acquaint- 

ed with  him,  if  I  return  ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard  but  I  will 

make  himaPhilofopher'stwoStontstome.  If  the  young  Dace 
be  a  Bait  for  the  old  Pike,  I  fee  no  reafi:n,  in  the  Law  of  Na- 

ture, but  I  may  fnap  at  him.  Let  time  fh  ape,  and  there's  an  end. 

[Exeunt, 

A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  the,  Archbifliop  of  York,    Mowbray,    Haftings,  and 
Colevile. 

#rk\T7Hat  is  theForeft  call'd? 
VV   HaJt.'Tis  Gualtree Foreft,  and't  pleafeyour  Grace. 

Torks  Stand  here,  my  Lords,  and  fend  discoveries  forth, 
To  know  the  number  of  our  Enemies. 

Haft.  We  have  fent  already. 
Tork*  'Tis  well  done. 

My  Friends  and  Brethren,  in  thefe  great  Affairs, 

I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  receiv'd 
New-dated  Letters  from  Northumberland'. 
Their  cold  intent,  tenure  and  fubftance  thus. 
How  doth  he  wifh  his  Perfon,  with  fuch  Powers 

As  rnight  hold  fortance  with  his  Quality, 

T  j         '  The 
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The  which  he  could  not  levy ;  whereupon 

He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  Fortunes, 
To  Scotland:  And  concludes  in  hearty  Prayers, 
That  your  Attempts  may  overlive  the  hazard, 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  Oppofite. 

Mew.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch  ground3 
And  dam  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger* 
Haft.  Now,  what  News  ? 
Mejf.  Weft  of  this  Foreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 

In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  Enemy: 
And  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand. 

Adow.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out, 
Let  us  (way  on,  and  face  them  in  the  Field. 

Enter  Weftrnorland. 

Tork.  What  well  appointed  Leader  fronts  us  here? 
Mow.  I  think  it  is  my  Lord  of  Weftmorland. 
Weft.  Health  and  fair  Greeting  from  our  General, 

The  Prince,  Lord  John,  and  Duke  of  Lancafter. 
Tor!^.  Say  on,  my  Lord  of  Weftmorland,  in  peace: 

What  doth  concern  your  coming/ 
Weft.  Then,  my  Lord, 

Unto  your  Grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  Jubilance  of  my  Speech.     If  that  Rebellion 
Came  like  it  felf,  in  bafe  and  abject  Routs, 
f-ed  on  by  bloody  Youth,  guarded  with  Rage, 

And  countenane'd  by  Boys  and  Beggary  : 
I  fay,  if  damn'd  Commotion  fo  appear 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  fhape, 
You,  Reverend  Father,  and  thefe  Noble  Lords? 
H%d  not  been  here  to  drefs  the  ugly  Form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  Infurre&ion, 
With  your  fair  Honours.  You,  Lord  Archbifhop, 

Whofe  See  is  by  a  Civil  Peace  maintain'd, 
Whofe  Beard  the  Silver  Hand  of  Peace  hath  touch'd, 

Whofe  "Learning  and  good  Letters  Peace  hath  tutor 9ds Whofe  white  Inveftments  figure  Innocence, 
The  Dove,  and  very  bleuTed  Spirit  of  Peace; 
Wherefore  dp  you  fo  ill  tranflate  your  felf, 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  Peace.,  that  bears  fuch  Grace, 

fntq 
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Into  the  harfli  and  boift'rous  Tongue  of  War? 
Turning  your  Books  to  Graves,  your  Ink  to  Blood, 
Your  Pens  to  Launces,  and  your  Tongue  divine 
To  a  lowd  Trumpet,  and  a  Point  of  War? 

Torkj  Wherefore  do  I  this?  SotheQueftion  (lands. 

Briefly  to  this  end :  We  are  all  difeas'd, 
And,  with  our  furfeiting  and  wanton  hours, 
Have  brought  our  felves  into  a  burning  Feaver, 
And  wc  muff  bleed  for  it :  Of  which  Difeafe 

Our  late  Kin»  Richard^  being  infected,  dy'd. 
But,  my  moll  Noble  Lord  of  WeflmorUr.d^ 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  Phyfician, 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  Enemy  to  Peace, 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  Men : 
But  rather  fhew  a  while  like  fearful  War, 
To  diet  rank  Minds,  fick  of  Happinefs, 

And  purge  th'obftru&ions  which  begin  to  flop 
Our  very  Veins  of  Life.    Hear  me  more  plainly. 

I  have  in  equal  Ballancejuftly  weigh'd, 
What  Wrongs  our  Arms  may  do,  what  Wrongs  we  fuffer 
And  find  our  Griefs  heavier  than  our  Offences. 

WefcQ  which  way  the  Scream  of  Time  doth  run, 

And  are  infore'd  from  our  moft  quiet  there, 
By  the  rough  Torrent  of  Occafion, 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  Griefs, 
When  time  fhall  ferve,  to  fhew  in  Articles, 

Which  long  e'er  this  we  offer'd  to  the  King, 
And  might  by  no  Suit  gain  our  Audience: 

When  wearewrong'd  and  would  unfold  our  Grief?, 
We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  Perfon, 
Even  by  thofe  Men  that  moft  have  done  us  wrong. 

The  dangers  of  the  Day's  but  newly  gone, 
Whofe  Memory  is  written  on  the  Earth 
With  yet  appearing  Blood  ;  and  the  Examples 
Of  every  minutes  inftance,  prefent  now, 
Hath  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  Arms : 
Not  to  break  Peace,  or  any  Branch  of  ir5 
But  to  eftablifh  here  a  Peace  indeed, 

Concurring  both  in  Name  and  Quality. 

Wefl,  Whenever  yet  was  your  Appeal  deny'd? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  King? 

T  4  What 
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What  Peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to' grate  on  you, 
That  you  mould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  Book 

Of  forg'd  Rebellion  with  a  Seal  divine? 
Tork*  My  Brother  General,  the  Commonwealth 

I  make  my  Quarrel  in  particular. 

Weft.  There* is  no  need  of  any  fuchRedrefs; Or  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 
Mow.  Why  not  to  him  in  part,  and  to  us  all, 

That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  Days  before, 
And  fuffer  the  Condition  of  thefe  Times 

To  lay  an  heavy  and  unequal  Hand  upon  our  Honours  1 
Weft.  O  my  good  Lord  Mowbray, 

Conftrue  the  Times  to  their  Neceffities, 
And  you  (hall  fay,  indeed,  it  is  the  Time, 
And  not  the  King,  that  doth  you  Injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me, 
Either  from  the  King,  or  in  the  prefent  Time, 
That  you  fhould  have  an  inch  of  any  Ground 

To  build  a  Grief  on  :  Were  you  not  reftor'd 
To  all  the  Duke  of  Norfolk?*  Seignories, 

Your  noble  and  right  well  remembred  Father's? 
Mow.  What  thing,  in  Honour,  had  my  Father  loft 

That  need  to  be  reviv'd  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  King  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  State  flood  then, 
Was  forc'd,  perforce  compell'd  to  baniih  him : 
And  when,  that  Henry  Bttllingbroke  and  he 
Being  mounted,  and  bothrowfed  in  their  Seats, 
Their  neighing  Courfers  daring  of  the  Spur, 
Their  armed  Staves  in  charge,  their  Beavers  down, 
Their  Eyes  of  Fire,  fparkling  through  fights  of  Steel* 
And  the  loud  Trumpet  blowing  them  together: 
Then,  then^  when  there  was  nothing  could  haveftaid 
My  Father  from  the  Breaft  of  Bttllingbrakei 
O,  when  the  King  did  throw  his  Warder  down^ 
His  own  Life  hung  upon  the  Staff  he  threw, 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf  and  all  their  Lives, 

That  by  Indictment,  and  by  dint  of  Sword, 
Have  fince  mifcarried  under  Bxllingbroke* 

Weft.  You  fpeak,  Lord  Mowbray  now  you  know  not  what* 
The  Earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  mof|  valiant  Gentleman, 

*  ""  Who 



of  King  Henry  IV.  *  M  7 

Who  knows,  on  whom  Fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd? 
But  if  your  Father  had  been  Vi dor  there, 

He  ne'er  had  born  it  out  of  Coventry. 
For  all  the  Country,  in  a  general  Voice, 

Cry'd  hate  upon  him ;  and  all  their  Prayers,  and  Love^ 
Were  fet  on  Hereford)  whom  they  doted  on, 

And  blefs'd,  and  grac'd,  more  than  the  King  himfelf. 
But  this  is  meer  digreflion  from  my  Purpofe. 
Here  come  I  from  our  Princely  General, 
To  know  your  Griefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  Grace, 
That  he  will  give  you  Audience;  and  wherein 
It  mail  appear,  that  your  Demands  arc  juft, 
You  (hall  enjoy  them,  every  thing  fet  off 
That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  Enemies. 

Mow.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  Offer* 
And  it  proceeds  from  Policy,  not  Lo\  e. 

Weft*  Mowbray,  you  over- ween  to  take  it  fo: 
This  Offer  comes  from  Mercy,  not  from  Fear. 
Forlo,  within  a  Ken  our  Army  lyes; 
Upon  mine  Honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  Fear. 
Our  Battel  is  more  full  of  Names  than  yours. 
Our  Men  more  perfect  in  the  ufe  of  Arms, 
Our  Armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  Caufe  the  bell  ; 
Then  Reafon  will,  our  Hearts  mould  be  as  good* 

Say  you  not  then  our  Offer  is  compell'd. 
Mow.  Well,  by  my  Will  we  fhall  admit  no  Parley, 
Weft.  That  argues  but  the  mame  of  your  Offence; 

A  roten  Cafe  abides  no  handling. 
Haft.  Hath  the  Prince  John  a  full  CommiGTion, 

In  very  ample  Virtue  of  his  Father, 
To  hear,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  Conditions  we  iliall  ftand  upon? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  General's  Names 
I  mufe  you  make  fo  flight  a  Queftion. 

Torkf  Then  take,  my  Lord  of  Weftmorlandy  this  Schedule^ 
For  this  contains  our  general  Grievances: 

Each  feveral  Article  herein  redrefs'd, 
All  Members  of  our  Caufe,  both  here,  and  hence3 
That  are  infinewed  to  this  Action, 
Acquitted  by  3  trye  fubfl^ntial  Foot3 And 



i  zj  8  The  Second  Part 
And  prefent  Executions  of  our  Wills, 

To  us,  and  to  our  Purpofes  confin'd, 
We  come  within  our  awful  Banks  again, 
And  knit  our  Powers  to  the  Arm  of  Peace^ 

Weft*  This  will  I  mew  the  General,     Pleafe  you,  Lords* 
In  fight  of  both  our  Battels,  we  may  meet 
At  either  end  in  Peace;  which  Heav'n  fo  frame, 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  Swords, 
Which  muft  needs  decide  it. 

Tork*  My  Lord,  we  will  do  fo,  \jExit.  Weft, 
■Mow,  There  is  a  thing  within  my  Bofom  tells  me, 

That  no  Condition  of  our  Peace  can  ftand. 

Hoffim  Fear  you  not  that,  if  we  can  make  our  Peace 
Upon  fuch  large  Terms,  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  Conditions  (hall  infift  upon, 
Our  Peace  mail  ftand  as  firm  as  Rocky  Mountains. 
Mow.  Ay,  but  our  Valuation  fhall  be  fuch, 

That  every  flight,  and  falfe-derived  Caufe, 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  Reafon, 
Shall  to  the  King  tafte  of  this  A&ion; 

That  were  our  Royal  Faiths,  Martyrs  in  Love,' 
We  fhall  be  winnowed  with  fo  rough  a  Wind, 
That  even  our  Corn  Hi  all  feem  as  light  as  Chaff, 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

YorJ^.  No,  no,  my  Lord,  note  this ;  the  King  is  weary 
Of  dainty,  and  fuch  picking  Grievances: 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  Death, 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  Heirs  of  Life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  Tables  clean, 
And  keep  no  Tell-tale  to  his  Memory, 
That  may  repeat,  and  Hiftory  his  Lofs, 
To  new  Remembrance.     For  full  well  he  know 

He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  Land, 
As  his  rnifdoubts  prefent  occafion : 
His  Foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  Friends, 
That  plucking  to  unfix  an  Enemy, 
He  doth  unfa  (ten  fo,  and  make  a  Friend. 
So  that  this  Land,  like  an  oifenfive  Wife, 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on,  to  offer  ftrokes^ 
As  he  is  finking^  holds  his  Infant  upa 

And 
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And  hangs  refolv'd  Correction  in  the  Arm, 
That  was  uprear'd  to  Execution. 

Haft*  Befides,  the  King  hath  wafted  all  his  Rods 
On  late  Offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  Inftruments  of  Chaftifement: 
So  that  his  Power,  like  to  a  Fanglefs  Lion 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

York*  'Tis  very  true: 
And  therefore  be  aflur'd,  my  good  Lord  Mar fhal, If  we  do  now  make  our  Atonement  well, 
Our  Peace  will,  like  a  broken  Limb  united, 
Grow  ftronger,  for  the  breaking. 

Mow.  Be  it  fo. 

Here  is  return'd  my  Lord  of  Weftmorland. Enter  Weftmorland. 

Weft.  The  Prince  ish?reat  hand:  Pleafeth  yourLordlhip 

To  meet  his  Grace,  juft  diftance  'tween  our  Armies? 
Mow.  Your  Grace  of  Yorl^  in  Heav  Vs  Name  then  for- 

ward. 
York*  Before,  and  greet  his  Grace,  my  Lord,  we  come. 

Enter  Prince  John  0/Lancafter. 
Lan.  You  are  well  encountred  here,  my  Coufin  Mowbray  \ 

Good  Day  to  you,  gentle  Lord  Arch-Bifliop, 
And  fo  to  you,  Lord  Haftings,  and  to  all. 

My  Lord  of  Yorf^  it  better  fhew'd  with  you, 
When  that  your  Flock,  aiTembled  by  the  Bell, 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  Expofition  on  the  holy  Text, 
Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  Iron  Man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  Rebels  with  your  Drum, 
Turning  the  Word  to  Sword,  and  Life  to  Death. 

That  Man  that  fits  within  a  Monarch's  Heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  Sun-mine  of  his  Favour, 
Would  he  abufe  the  Countenance  of  the  King, 
Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 
In  fhadow  of  fuch  greatnefs?  With  you,  Lord  Bifhop, 
It  is  even  fo.     Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  Books  of  Heav'n  ? 
To  us,  the  Speaker  in  his  Parliament; 

To  us,  the  imagine  Voice  of  Heav'n  it  felfg 
The  very  Opener,,  and  Intelligencer 

Between 
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Between  the  Grace,  the  Sandities  of  Heav'n, 
And  our  dull  workings.     O,  who  mall  believe. 
But  you  mifufe  the  reverence  of  your  Place, 

Employ  the  Countenance  and  Grace  of  Heav'n, 
As  a  falfe  Favourite  doth  his  Prince's  Name,  - 
In  Deeds  dishonourable?  You  have  taken  up, 

Under  the  counterfeited  Zeal  of  Heav'n, 
The  Subjects  of  Heav'n's  Subftitute,  my  Father, 
And  both  againft  the  Peace  of  Heav'n,  and  him, 
Have  here  up-fwarmed  them. 

York*  Good  my  Lord  of  Lancafter, 

I  am  not  here  againft  your  Father's  Peace: 
But,  as  I  told  my  Lord  of  WeftmorUndy 

The  time,  mif-order'd,  doth  in  common  Senfe 
Crowd  us,  and  crufli  us,  to  this  monftrous  Form, 
To  hold  our  fafety  up.     I  fent  your  Grace 
The  Parcels  and  Particulars  of  our  Grief, 

The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  fhov'd  from  the  Court : 
Whereon  this  Hydra-Son  of  War  is  born, 

Whofe  dangerous  Eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep, 
With  grant  of  our  moil:  juft  and  right  defirej 

And  true  Obedience,  of  this  Madnefs  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  focr  of  Majefty. 
Mow.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  Fortunes 

"fo  the  laft  Man. 
Haft.  And  though  we  here  fall  down, 

We  have  Supplies  to  fecond  our  Attempt: 
If  th°y  mifcarry,  theirs  (hall  fecond  them. 
And  fo,  fuccefs  of  mifchief  mall  be  born, 
And  Heir  from  Heir  mail  hold  this  Quarrel  up, 
W"iles  England  (hall  have  Generation. 

Lm.  You  are  too  fliallow,  Haflingsy 
Much  too  ihallow, 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

Wefl*  Pleafeth  your  Grace,  to  anfwer  them  iirecHjr, 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  Articles  ? 

Lan.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well: 
And  fwear  here,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Blood, 

My  Father's  purpofes  have  been  miftook, 
And  fome,  about  him,  have  too  lavifhly 
Wrefted  his  Meaning  and  Authority^ 
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My  Lord,  thefe  Griefs  fliall  be  with  fpeed  redreft  ; 

Upon  my  Life,  they  fliall.     If  this  may  pleafe  you, 
Difcharge  your  Powers  urto  iluir  fereral  Counties, 
As  we  will  ours;  and  here  between  the  Armies, 

Let's  drink  together  friendly,  ard  embrace, 
That  all  their  Eyes  may  bear  thofe  Tokens  home, 

Of  our  reftored  Love  and  Amity, 

York*  I  take  your  Princely  word,  for  thefe  redrefTcs. 
Lan.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word; 

And  thereupon  I  drii  k  untcycur  Grace. 
Haft*  Go  Captain,  and  deliver  to  the  Army 

This  News  of  Peace;  let  them  have  Pay,  and  part: 
I  know  it  will  well  pleafe  them. 

Hie  thee,  Captain.  [Exit  Colevita 
York*  To  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  WcftmorUnd. 

Weft.  I  pledge  your  Grace: 

And  if  you  knew  what  pains  I  have  beftow'd, 
To  breed  this  prefent  Peace, 
You  would  drink  freely ;  but  my  Love  to  ye 
Shall  (hew  it  felf  more  openly  hereafter. 

York:  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weft,  I  am  glad  of  it. 
Health  to  my  Lord,  and  gentle  Coufin  Mowbray* 

Mow.  You  wifh  me  Health  in  very  happy  Seafon, 
For  I  am  on  the  fudden  fomething  iJJ. 

York:  Againft  ill  Chances  Men  are  ever  merry, 
But  Heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  Event. 

Weft.  Therefore  be  merry,  Coz,  fince  fudden  Sorrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus;  fome  good  thing  comes  to  morrow. 

York.  Believe  me,  I  am  pafling  light  in  Spirit. 
Mow.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  Rule  be  true* 

Lm.  The  word  of  Peace  is  render'd;   hark  how  they fliout. 

Mow.  This  had  been  chearful  after  Victory. 
York:  A  peace  is  of  the  Nature  of  a  Conqueftj 

For  then  both  Parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd, 
And  neither  Party  lofer. 

Lan.  Go,  my  Lord, 
And  let  our  Army  be  difcharged  too.  {Exit*  Weft, 
And,  good  my  Lord*  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  Trains 

March 
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March  by  us,  that  we  may  Perufe  the  Men, 

We  fhould  have  cop'd  withal. 
Bifi.  Go,  good  Lord  Haftings  : 

And  e'er  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by,  \_ExitHott* Lan.  I  truft,  Lords,  we  (hall  to  night  lye  together. 
Enter  Weftmorland. 

Now  Coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  Army  (till? 
Wefi.  The  Leaders,  having  Charge  from  you  to  ftand, 

Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 
Lan.  They  know  their  Duties. 

Enter  Haftings. 

Hafi.  Our  Army  is  difpers'd: 
Like  Youthful  Steers  unyoak'd,  they  took  their  Courfe 
Eaft,  Weft,  North,  South  :  Or  like  a  School  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  Home,  and  fporting  Place. 

Wefi.  Good  Tidings,    my  Lord  Haftings,  for  the  which 
I  do  arreft  thee,  Traitor,  of  High  Treafon : 
And  you  Lord  Arch-biihop,  and  you  Lord  Mowbray, 
Of  Capital  Treafon,  I  attach  you  both. 
Mow.  Is  this  Proceeding  juft  and  honourable? 
Weft.  Is  your  AfTembly  fo  ? 
Tork.  Will  you  thus  break  your  Faith  ? 

Lan.  I  pawn'd  you  none: 
I  promised  you  Redrefs  of  thefe  fame  Grievances 
Whereof  you  did  complain;  which  by  mine  Honour^ 
I  will  perform,  with  a  moft  Chriftian  Care. 
But  for  you,  Rebels,  looktotafte  the  Due 
Meet  for  Rebellion,  and  fuch  Acts  as  yours, 
Moft  fh alio wly  did  you  thefe  Arms  commence, 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolifhly  fent  hence. 

Strike  up  our  Drums,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftray, 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  have  fafely  fought  to  Day. 
Some  guard  thefe  Traitors  to  the  Block  of  Death, 
Treafons  true  Bed,  and  yielder  up  of  Breath.         [Ex$unf. 

Enter  Falftaffe  and  Colevile. 

Fat.  What's  your  Name,  Sir?  Of  what  Confideration  are 
you?  And  of  what  place,  I  pray? 
.  Col.  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir: 
And  my  Name  is  Colevile  of  the  Dale. 

Fal.  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  Name,  a  Knight  is  your 
Degree,   and  your  Piace,  the  Dale.     CiUvilt  fhall  ftill  be 

your 
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your  Name,  a  Traitor  your  Degree,  and  the  Dungeon  your 

Place,  a  place  deep  enough:  So  fhall  you  dill' be  CokviU of the  Dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falftaff? 

Fal.  As  good  a  Man  as  he,  Sir,  who  e'er  I  am :  Do  ye 
yield,  Sir,  or  fhall  I  fweatfor  you?  If  1  do  fwear,  they  are 
the  drops  of  thy  Lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  Death, 
therefore  rowze  up  Fear  and  Trembling,  and  do  obfervance 
to  my  Mercy. 

Cole.  I  think  you  are  Sir  John  Falftajfy  and  in  that  thought 
yield  me. 

FaL  I  have  a  whole  School  of  Tongues  in  this  Belly  of 
mine,  and  not  a  Tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other  word 
but  my  Name:  And  I  had  but  a  Belly  of  any  lndifferency, 
I  were  (imply  the  moft  active  Fellow  in  Europe  :  My 
Womb,  my  Womb,  my  Womb  undoes  me.  Here  comes  our 
General. 

Fnter  Prince  John  o/Lancafter^W  Weftmorland. 
Lan.  The  Heat  is  paft,  follow  no  farther  now, 

Call  in  the  Powers,  good  Coufin  Weftmorland.    [Exit  Wed. 
Now  Falftajf,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come. 
Thefe  tardy  Tricks  of  yours  wilf,  on  my  Life, 
One  time  or  other,  break  fome  Gallow's  Back. 

FaL  I  would  be  forry,  my  Lord,  but  it  fhould  be  thus: 
I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward  of 
Valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  Swallow,  an  Arrow,  or  a  Bul- 

let? Have  L  in  my  poor  and  old  Motion,  the  expedition  of 
Thought?  I  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very  extremeft  Inch 
of  Poflibility.  I  have  foundred  ninefcore  and  odd  Ports : 
And  here,  Travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have,  in  my  pure  and 
immaculate  Valour,  taken  Sir  John  Colevile  of  the  Dale,  a 
moft  furious  Knighr,  and  valorous  Enemy:  But  what  of 
that?  He  faw  me,  and  yielded;  that  I  may  juftly,  fay  with 
the  hook-nos'd  Fellow  of  F.omey  I  came,  faw,  and  over- came. 

Lan.  It  was  more  of  his  Courtefle,  than  your  Deferving. 
FaL  I  know  not;    here  he  isy  and  here  I  yield  him;    and 

I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  it  be  bcok'd  with  the  reft  of  this 
days  deeds;  or,    I  fwear,    I  will  have  it  in  a  particular, 
Ballad,   with  mine  own  Picture  on  the  top  of  ir,  Colevile killing 
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killing  my  foot:  To  the  which  courfe,  if  I  be  enforced,  if 
you  do  not  all  (hew  like  gilt  two-pences  to  me;  and  J,  in 

the  clear  Sky  of  Fame,  o'er-fhine  you  as  much  as  the  full 
Moon  doth  the  Cynders  of  the  Element,  which  mew  like 
Pins  Heads  to  her,  believe  not  the  word  of  the  Noble ;  there* 
fore  let  me  have  right,  and  let  Defert  mount. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  heavy  too  mount. FaL  Let  it  mine  then. 

Lam  Thine's  too  thick  to  mine. 
FaL  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  Lordj  that  may  do 

me  good,    and  call  it  what  you  will. 
Lan.  Is  thy  Name  Colevile  ? 
Cole.  It  is*  my  Lord. 
Lan.  A  famous  Rebel  art  thou,  Colevile. 
FaL  And  a  famous  true  Subject  took  him. 
Cole.  I  am,  my  Lord,  but  as  my  Betters  are* 

That  led  me  hither;    had  they  been  rul'd  by  me^ 
You  mould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves;  but  thou* 

like  a  kind  Fellow,  gav'ft  thy  felf  away;  and  I  thank  thee, for  thee. 
Fnter  Weftmorland* 

Lan.  Have  you  left  purfuit? 

Wefi.  Retreat  is  made,  and  Execution  ftay'd* Lan.  Send  Coleviley  with  his  Confederates, 
To  Yorkj  to  prefent  Execution. 
Blmty  lead  Jiim  hence,  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure* 

\Exit  Colevile* 
And  now  difpatch  we  toward  the  Court,  my  Lords; 
I  hear  the  King,  my  Father,  is  fore  fick; 
Our  News  mail  go  before  us  to  his  MajeftyV 
Which,  Coufin,   you  mail  bear,  to  comfort  himi 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

Fal.  My  Lord,  Ibefeechyou,  give  me  leave  to  go  throtigh 
Glocefter(lrire\  and  when  you  come  to  Court,  ftandmygood 

Lord,  'pray,  in  your  good  report. 
Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Falfiaff;  I,  in  my  condition, 

Shall  better  fpeak  of  you*  than  you  deferve.  [Exitl 

FaL  I  would  you  had  but  the  Wit ;  'twere  better  than 
your  Dukedome.  Good  faith*  this  fame  young  fober- 
blooded  Boy  doth  not  love  me*    nor  a  Man  cannot  make 

him 
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him  laugh;  but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  Wine.  There's never  any  of  thefe  demure  Boys  come  to  any  proof;  for  rhin 
drink  doth  fo  over-cool  their  blood,  and  making  many  Fifh- 

Meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kind  of  Male  Green- ficknef,;  and 
then,  when  they  marry,  they  get  Wenches.  They  are  ge- 

nerally Fools,  and  Cowards;  which  fome  cf  us  mould  be 
too,  butfof  irfljmmation.  A  good  Sherris-Sack  hatha  two- 

fold Operation  in  it;  it  afcends  me  into  the  Brain,  dries  me 
there  all  the  foolifh,  and  dull,  and  crudy  Vapours,  which 
environ  it;  makes  it  apprchenfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of 

nimble,  fiery,  and  delegable  Shipes ;  which  deliver'd  o'er 
to  the  Voyce,  the  Tongue,  which  is  the  Birth,  becomes 
excellent  Wit.  The  f  cond  property  of  your  excellent  Sher- 
ris,  is,  the  warmii-g  of  the  Bood;  which  before,  cold  and 
fettled,  \ch  the  Liver  white  and  pale;  which  is  the  Badge 
of  Pufillanimiry,  and  Cowardice;  but  the Sherris  warms  it, 
and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards,  to  the  Parts  extreme; 

it  illuminateth  the  Face,  which,  as  a  Beacon,  gives  warning 
to  all  the  reft  of  this  little  Kingdom,  Man,  to  arm;  and 
then  the  Vital  Commoners,  and  inland  petty  Spirits,  mufter 
me  all  to  their  Captain,  the  Heart;  who  great,  and  puft  up 
with  his  Retinuef  doth  any  deed  of  Courage  ;  and  this  Va- 

lour comes  of-Sherris*  So  that  Skill  in  the  Weapon  is  no- 
thing, without  Sack,  for  that  fetsit  a  work;  and  Learning  a 

meer  Hoard  of  Gold,  kept  by  a  Devil,  till  Sack  commences 
h,  and  fets  it  in  A6t,  and  ufe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that  Prince 
Harry  is  valiant;  for  the  cold  Blood  he  did  naturally  inherit 
of  his  Father,  he  hath,  like  Iran,  fteril,  and  bare  Land,  ma- 

nured, husbanded,  and  till'd,  v/ith  excellent  endeavour  of 
drinking  good  and  good  ftore  of  fertil  Sherris,  that  he  is 
become  very  hot,  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufand  Sons, 
the  fir  ft  Principle  I  would  teach  them,  mould  betoforfwear 
thin  Potations,  and  to  addicl  themfelves  to  Sack. 

Enter  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  The  Army  is  difcrnrged  all,   and  gone^ 

Fal.  Let  them  go ;  I'll  through  Glocefterjhirc^nd  there  will 
I  vifit  Mafter  Robert  Shallow,  Efquire:  I  have  him  already 
tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and  Ihortly 

will  I  feal  with  him.    Come  away.  '  [Exeunt. 

Vol.  III.  U  SCENE 
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SCENE    II. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  and Gloucefter. 

70  Henry.  Now  Lords,  if  Heav'n  doth  give  fuccefsful  end To  this  Debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
We  will  our  Youth  lead  on  to  higher  Fields, 

And  draw  no  Swords,  but  what  are  fan&ifi'd. 
Our  Navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  Power  collected, 
Our  Subftitutes,  in  abfence,  well  inverted, 
And  every  thing  lyes  level  to  our  wifh; 
Only  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ftrength : 
And  pawfe  us,  till  thefe  Rebels,  now  a-foot, 
Corne  underneath  the  Yoak  of  Government. 

War.  Both  which  we  doubt  not,  but  your  Majefty 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

K.  Henry*  Humphry,  my  Son  of  Glouceftery    where  is  the 
Prince  your  Brother  ? 

Glo,  I  think  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  Lord,  at  Windfor, 
K.  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 
Glo.  I  do  not  know,  my  Lord. 
K.  Henry.  Is  not  his  Brother,Thomas  o{CUrence%  with  him  ? 
Glo.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  is  in  prefence  here. 
Clar.  What  would  my  Lord  and  Fath     ? 
K.  Henry.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence^ 

How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  Prince,  thy  Brother  ? 

He  loves  thee,   and  thou  do'ft  neglect  him,  Thomas ; 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  Affection 
Than  all  thy  Brothers :  Cherifh  it,  my  Boy, 

And  Noble  Offices  thou  may'ft  effect; 
Of  Mediation,  after  I  am  dead, 
Between  his  Greatnefs,  and  thy  other  Brethren. 
Therefore  omit  him  not;    blunt  not  his  Love, 
Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  Grace, 
By  feeming  cold  or  carelefs  of  his  will. 

For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  obferv'd: 
He  hath  a  Tear  for  Pity,  and  a  Hand 
Open  as  Day,  for  melting  Charity : 

Yet  notwithftanding,  being  ince'ns'd,  he's  Flint, As  humorous  as  Winter,  and  as  (udden 
As  Flaws  congealed  in  the  Spring  of  day. 

His 
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His  Temper  therefore  rauft  be  well  obferv'd: Chicle  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 

When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'dto  mirth: 
But  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope, 
Till  that  his  pafTions,  like  a  Whale  on  ground, 

Confound  themfelvcs  with  working.     Learn  this,  Thomas% 
And  thou  fhalt  prove  a  Shelter  to  thy  Friends. 
A  Hoop  of  Gold  to  bind  thy  Brothers  in: 
That  the  united  VelTel  of  their  Bloody 

Mingkd  with  Venom  of  Suggeftion, 
As  force,  perforce,  the  Age  will  pour  it  in, 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 
As  AconitHm^  or  rafli  Gun -powder. 

Clar.  I  (hall  obferve  him  w  itH  all  care  and  love. 

K.  Henry.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windfor  wirh  him,  Thomas? 
Clar,  \\q  is  not  there  to  day;    he  dines  in  London. 

K  Henry.  And  how  accompanied?  Can'ft  thou  tell  that? 
Clar.  With  Point,  and  other  his  ccn-inual  Followers. 
K.  Henry.  Moft  fubjecr.  is  the  fattell:  Soil  to  Weeds : 

And  He,  the  Noble  Image  of  my  Youth, 

Is  over-fpread  with  thtm;  therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  it  felf  b:yond  the  hour  of  Death. 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  fhape, 

In  forms  imaginary,  th*  unguided  Days, 
And  rotten  Times    that  you  fhall  l°°k  upon, 
When  I  am  deeping  with  my  Anceflon. 
For  when  his  head-flrong  Riot  hath  no  Curb, 
When  Rage  and  hot  Blood  are  his  Counfellors^ 
When  Means  and  lavifh  Manners  meet  togerher, 
Oh,  with  what  Wings  fhall  his  Affedions  £\y 

Towards  fronting  Peril,  and  oppos'd  decay? 
War.  My  gracious  Lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite  % 

The  Prince  but  ftudies  his  Companions^ 
Like  a  ftrange Tongue;  wherein^  to  gain  the  Language* 

'Tis  needful,   that  the  mod  immodeft  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  andkam'd;  which  once  attain'd* 
Your  Highnefs  knows,    comes  to  no  farther  ufe, 

Buttobeknown,  andhated.     So,  like  grofsteimc| 
The  Prince  will,  in  the  perfe&nefs  of  time, 
Caft  off  his  Followers ;  and  their  Memory 
Shall  as  a  Pattern,  or  a  Meafure  live, 
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By  which  his  Grace  mud  mete  the  lives  of  others, 
Turning  paft  Evils  to  advantages, 

K.  Henry.  °T is  kldom,  when  the  Bee  doth  leave  her  Comb In  the  dead  Carrion, 
Enter  Weflmorland. 

Who's  here?  Weflmorland? 
Wefl.  Health  to  my  Soveraign,  and  newhappinefs 

Added  to  that,  that  I  am  to  deliver. 

Prince  John,  your  Son,  doth  kifsyour  Grace's  hand: 
Mowbray,  the  Bifliop,  Scroop,  Haflings,    and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  Correction  of  your  Law; 

There  is  not  now  a  Rebel's  Sword  unilieath'd, 
But  Peace  puts  forth  her  Olive  every  where  : 
The  manner  how  this  Action  hath  been  born, 
Here,  at  more  leifure,  may  your  Highnefs  read, 
With  every  courfe,   in  his  particular. 

K.  Henry.  O  Weflmorland,  thou  art  a  Summer  Bird, 
Which  ever,  in  the  haunch  of  Winter,  lings 
The  lifting  up  of  day. 

Enter  Harecourt. 

Look,  here's  more  News. 
Hare.  From  Enemies  Heav'n  keep  your  Majefty; 

Ard  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall, 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of. 
The  Earl  of  Northumberland,  and  the  Lord  Bardolf, 
With  a  great  Power  of  Engli/h,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  Sheriff  of  Tork^floire  overthrown  : 
The  manner,  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  Packet,  pleafe  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K.Henry.  And  wherefore  mould  thefe  good  News 
Make  me  fick? 
Will  Fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  hiU, 
But  write  her  fair  words  Hill  in  fouled  Letters  ? 

She  either  gives  a  Stomach,  and  no  Food, 
•Such  are  the  Poor,    in  health;  or  elfe  a  Feaft, 
And  takes  away  the  Stomach;  fuch  arc  the  Rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  mould  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  News, 
And  now  my  Sight  fails,  and  my  Brain  is  giddy. 
O  me,  come  near  me,  now  lam  much  ill. 

Glo*  Comfort  your  Majefly. 
Cla, 
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Cla.  Oh,  my  Royal  Father. 

Weft.  My  Soveraign   Lord,    chear  up  your  felf,   lookup. 

#^r.  Be  patient,  Princes,-  you  do  know,  thefe  Fits 
Are  with  his  Hignhefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  Air: 

He'il  ft  raight  be  well. 
Cla.  No  no,  he  cannot  long  hold  out;  thefe  Pangs, 

Th'inceflant  care,  and  labour  of  his  Mind, 
Hath  wrought  the  Mure,  that  mould  confine  it  in, 
So  thin,that  Life  looks  through, and  will  breakout. 

Glo.  The  People  fear  me ;  for  they  do  obferve 

Unfather'd  Heirs,  and  loathly  Births  of  Nature: 
The  Seafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  Year 

Had  found  fome  Months  afleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 
Cla.  The  River  rnth  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between; 

And  the  old  folk,  Time's  doating  Chronicles, 
Say  it  did  f©,  a  little  time  before 

That  our  Grand-fire  Edward  fick'd,  and  dy'd. 
War.  Speak  lower,  Princes,  for  the  King  recovers. 
Glo.  This  Apoplexy  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 
K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  take  me  up,    and  bear  me  hence 

Into  fome  other  Chamber :   UMy,  'pray. 
Let  there  be  no  noifemade,  my  gentle  Friends 
Unlets  fome  dull  and  favourable  hand 

Will  whifper  Mufick  to  my  weary  Spirit. 
War.  Call  for  the  Mufick  in  the  other  Room. 

K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  Crown  upon  my  Pillow  here. 
Cla.  His  Eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 
War.  Lefs  noife,  lefs  noife. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 
P.  Henry.  Who  fa w  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ? 
Cla.  I  am  here,   Brother,  f  11  of  heavinefs. 

P.  Henry.  How  now  ?    Rain  within  doors,    and  none  a- 
broad?  How  doth  the  King? 

Glo.  Exceeding  ill. 
P.  Henry.  Heard  he  the  good  News  yet? 

Tell  it  him. 

Glo.  He  alter'd  much,  upon  the  hearing  it. 
P.  Henry.  If  he  be  fick  with  Joy, 

He'll  recover  without  Phyfick. U  3  War: 
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War.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  Lords, 
Sweet  Prince,  fpeak  low. 

The  King,  your  Father,  is  difpos'd  to  flee  p. Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  Room. 

War.  Wil't  pleafe  vour  Grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 
P.  Henry.  No;  I  will  fit,  a:  d  watch  here  by  the  King. 

Why  doth  the  Crown  lye  there,  upon  his  Pillow,  [Exeunt  *ll 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  Bed-fellow  \  but  P.  Henry. 
G  polifti'd  Perturbation  !  Golden  Care  ! 
That  keep'ft  the  Ports  of  il umber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  Night:  Sleep  with  it  now, 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet, 
As  he  whole  Brow,  with  homely  Biggen  bound, 
Snores  out  the  Watch  |of  Night.     O  Majefty! 

When  thou  do'ft,  pinch  thy  Bearer,  thou  do'ft  lit 
Like  a  rich  Armor,  worn  in  heat  of  day. 

That  fcald'ft  with  fafery;  by  his  Gates  of  breath, 
There  lyes  a  downy  Feather,  which  ftirs  rot : 
Did  he  fufpire,    that  light  and  weightlefs  Down 
Perforce  muft  move.  My  gracious  Lord!  my  Father! 
This  fleep  is  found  indeed;  this  is  a  fleep, 

That  from  this  Golden  Rjgol  hath  divorc'd 
So  many  Englijb  Kings.     Thy  due  from  me, 
Is  Tears,  and  heavy  Sorrows  of  the  Blood, 
Which  Nature,  Love,  and  filial  Tenderne  s 
Shall,  O  dear  Father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly. 
My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  Imperial  Crowr, 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place,  and  blood, 
Derives  it  k\f  tome.     Lo,  here  it  frs, 

Which  Heav'n  fhall  guard  : 
And  put  the  World's  whole  ftrength 
Into  one  Gyant  Arm,  it  mail  not  force 
This  Lineal  Honour  from  me.     This,  from  thee, 

Will  I  to  mine  leave,  As  'tis  left  to  me.  [£.v//. 
Enter  Warwick,   Gloucefter^   ani  Clarence. 

K.  Henry.  Warwick^  Glottcefier!  Clarence! 
Cla*  Doth  the  King  call  ? 
War.  What  would  your  Majefty?  how  fares  your  Grace? 
K.  Henry.  Why  did  ydu  leave  me  here  alone,   my  Lords  f 
Cla.  We  left  the  Prince,   my  Brother,   here,  my  Liege; 

Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you. 
y..  h 
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K.Henry.  The  Prince  of  Wales!  where  is  he?  let  me  fee  him" 
War,  The  door  is  open,  he  is  gone  this  way. 
Gle.  He  came  not  through  the  Chamber  where  we  ftaid. 
K.  Henoy.  Where  is  the  Crown?    who  took  it  from  my 

Pillow  \ 

War.  When- we  with-drew,  my  Liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K.  Henry.  The  Prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence: 
Go  feek  him  out.  t 
Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 
My  fleep,     my  death  ?    Find  him,    my  Lord  of  Wuru 
Chide  him  hither;    this  part  of  his  conjoins 
With  my  difeafe,  and  helps  to  end  me. 
See,  Sons,  what  things  you  are: 
How  quickly  Nature  falls  into  revolt, 
When  Gold  becomes  her  Object? 
For  this,  the  foolifh  over-careful  Fathers 
Have  broke  their  deeps  with  thought, 
Their  brains  with  care,  their  bones  with  induftry. 

For  this,  they  have  engrofTed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  ofitrange-atchiev'd  Gold: 
Forth;s,  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invefr 
Their  Sons  with  Art,  and  Martial  Exercifes: 
When,  like  the  Bee,  culling  from  every  Flower 
The  virtuous  Sweets,  our  Thighs  packt  with  Wax, 
Our  Mouths  with  Honey,  we  bring  it  to  the  Hive ; 
And  like  the  Bees,  are  murthered  for  our  pains, 
This  bitter  tafte  yield  his  Engrofsments 
To  the  ending  Father. 

Enter  Warwick. 

Now  wh:re  is  he,  that  will  not  ftay  fo  long, 
Till  his  friend's  ficknefshath  determin'dme? 

War.  My  Lord,  I  found  the  Prince  in  the  next  Room, 
Warning  with  kindly  Tears  his  gentle  Cheeks, 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour,  in  great  fprrow, 
That  Tyranny,  which  never  quafft  but  blood, 

Would,  by  beholding  hini,  have  wafh'd  his  Knife 
With  gentle  Eye-drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Henry.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  Crown  I 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

Lo,  where  he  comes.     Come  hither  to  me3  Harrj2 
Depart  the  Chamber,  leave  us  here  alone.  \_Exit. 

U  4  P.  Henry* 
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P.  Henry.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 
K.  Henry.  Thy  wifh  was  Father,  Harry,  to  that  thought : 

I  flay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 

Do'ft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  Chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  inveft  thee  with  my  Honours, 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolifh  youth  / 

Thou  feek'ft  the  Greatnefs,  that  will  over-whelm  thee  : 
Stay  but  a  little;  for  my  Cloud  of  Dignity 
Is  held  from  falling,    with  fo  weak  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  ;  my  Day  is  dim. 
Thou  hall:  ftoln  that,  which  after  fome  few  hours 

Were  thine,  without  offence;    and  at  my  death 

Thou  haft  feal'd  up  my  Expe&ation. 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,  thou  lov'dft  me  nor, 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  affut'd  of  it. 

Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  Daggers  in  thy  thoughts 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart, 
To  ftab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  frail  life. 

What!  can'ft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour? 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  Grave  thy  klf, 
And  bid  the  merry  Bells  ring  to  thy  ear, 
That  thou  art  Crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead  ; 

Let  all  the  Tears,  that  fhould  bedew  my  Herfe, 
Be  drops  of  Balm,  to  fan&ifie  thy  Head: 
Only  compound  me  with  forgottten  duft  ; 
Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  Worms: 
Pluck  down  my  Officer?,  break  my  Decrees; 
For  now  a  time  is  come,  to  mock  at  Form. 

Henry  the  Fifth  is  Crown'd :    Up  Vanity, 
Down  Royal  State:  All  you  fage  Coufellors hence  : 
And  to  the  Englifo  Court,  aflemble  now 

From  ev'ry  Region,  Apes  of  idlenefs. 
Now  Neighbour-Confines,  purge  you  of  your  Scum  : 
Have  youaRuffian  that  wiilfwear?  drink?  dance? 
Revel  the  night?  rob?  murder?    and  commit 
The  oldeft  fins,  the  neweft  kinds  of  ways? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more: 
England  ihall  double  gild  his  trebble  guilt. 
England  (hall  give  him  Office,   Honour,  Might: 

For  the  Fifth  Harry,  from  curb'd  Licence  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  Reftraint,  and  the  wild  Dog 

Shall 
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Shall  flefh  his  Tooth  in  every  Innocent. 

0  my  poor  Kingdom,  Tick  with  civil  Blows, 
When  that  my  Care  could  not  with-hold  thy  Riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do,  when  Riot  is  thy  Care  f 
O,  thou  wilt  be  a  Wildernefs  again, 
Peopled  with  Wolves,  thy  old  Inhabitants. 

P.  Henry.  O  pardon  mi',  my  Liege,      [Kneeling* 
But  for  my  Tears, 
The  moft  Impediments  unto  my  Speech, 
1  had   fore-ftalFd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 

E'er  you,  with  Grief,  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.   There  is  your  Crown, 
And  he  that  wears  the  Crown  immortally, 

Long  guard  it  yours;  if  I  affect  it  more, 
Than  as  your  Honour,  and  as  your  Renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  Obedience  rife, 

Which  my  moft  true  and  inward  dutious  Spirit 
Tcacheth  this  proftrate  and  exterior  bending. 

Heav'n  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  Majtfty, 
How  cold  it  (truck  my  Heart,     Jf  I  do  feign, 
0  let  me,  in  my  pre  lent  wildnefs,  die, 

And  never  live,  to  fhew  th'incredulous  World, 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed. 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead, 
f  And  dead  almoft,  my  Liege,  to  think  you  were) 
1  fpake  unto  the  Crown,  as  having  fenfe, 
And  thus  upbraided  ir.  The  care  on  thee  depending, 
Hath  fed  upon  the  Body  of  my  Father, 
Therefore,  thou  bell:  of  Gold  art  worft  of  Gold. 
Other,  lefs  fine  in  Carrat,  is  more  precious, 

Preferving  life,  in  Med'cine  potable : 
But  thou,  moft  fine,  moft  honour'd,  moft  renown'd, 
Haft  eat  the  Bearer  up. 
Thus,  my  Royal  Liege, 
Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  Head, 
To  try  with  it,  as  with  an  Enemy, 

That  had  before  my  Face  murder'd  my  Father, 
The  Quarrel  of  a  true  Inheritor : 
But  if  it  did  infect  my  Blood  with  Joy, 
Or  fwcll  my  Thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  Pride, If 
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If  any  Rebel,  or  vain  Spirit  of  mine, 
Did,  with  the  Icaft  Affection  of  a  Welcome, 
Give  entertainment  to  the  might  ot  it, 

Let  Heav'n  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  Head, 
And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  Vaflal  is, 
That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it, 

K,  Henry.  O  my  Son  ! 

Heav'n  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  might'ft  join  the  more,  thy  Father's  love, 
Pleading  fo  wifely,  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither  Harry,  fit  thou  by  rny  Bed, 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  Counfel 

That  ever  I  mall  breath.   Heav'n  knows,  my  Son, 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd-ways 
I  met  this  Crown ;  and  I  my  felf  know  welj 
How  troublefome  it  fate  upon  my  Head. 
To  thee,  it  mail  defcend  with  better  Quiet, 
Better  Opinion,  better  Confirmation: 
For  all  the  Soil  of  the  Atchievment  goes 

With  me,  into  the  Earth.     It  feem'd  in  me, 
But  as  an  Honour  fnatch'd  with  boift'rous  Hand, 
And  I  had  many  living,  to  upbraid 
My  gain  of  it,  by  their  Afliftances, 
Which  daily  grew  to  Quarrel,  and  to  Blood-fhed, 
Wounding  fuppofed  Peace.     All  thefe  bold  Fears, 
Thou  feeft,  with  peril,  I  have  anfwered : 
For  all  my  Reign  hath  been  but  as  a  Scene 
Acting  that  Argument,  And  now  my  Death 

Changes  the  Mode :  For  what  in  me  was  purchas'd, 
Falls  upon  thee,  in  a  more  fairer  fort. 

So  thou  the  Garland  wear'ft  fucceffively; 
Yet,  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  fure,  than  I  could  do, 
Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  : 
And  all  thy  Friends,  which  thou  muft  make  thy  Friends, 
Have  but  their  Stings  and  Teeth,  newly  taken  out ; 

By  whofe  fell  working,  I  was  firft  advanced, 
And  by  whofe  Power,  I  well  might  lodge  a  Fear 

To  be  again  difplac'd.     Which  to  avoid, 
I  cut  them  off,  and  had  a  purpofe  now 
To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land* 
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Left  reft,  and  lying  ftill,  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  unto  my  State.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 
Be  it  thy  Courfe  to  bufie  giddy  Minds 
With  Foreign  Quarrels;  that  Action,  hence  born  out, 
May  wafte  the  Memory  of  the  former  Days. 
More  would  I,  but  my  Lungs  are  wafted  fo, 

That  ftrength  of  Speech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 
How  I  came  by  the  Crown,  O  Heaven  forgive : 
And  grant  it  may,  with  thee,  in  true  peace  live. 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  Liege : 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me; 
Then  plain  and  right  muft  my  pofTeflion  be; 
Which  I,  with  more,  than  with  a  common  pain, 
»Gainft  all  the  World,  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancafter  and,  Warwick, 
K.Henry.  Look,  look, 

Here  comes  my  John  of  Lancafter : 
Lan.  Health,  Peace  and  Happinefs 

To  my  Royal  Father : 

K.Henry.  Thou  bring'ft  me  Happinefs,  Son  John> 
But  Health,  alack,  with  youthful  Wings  is  flown 

From  this  bare,  wither'd  Trunk.     Upon  thy  fight 
My  worldly  Bufinefs  makes  a  Period. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  tVarwick}. 

P.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Warwhk^ 
tC  Henry.  Doth  any  Name  particular  belong 

Unto  the  Lodging,  where  I  firft  did  fwoon? 

War.  'Tis  call'd  Jerttfalem>  my  noble  Lord. 
K.Henry.  Laud  be  to  Heavn  : 

Even  there  my  Life  muft  end. 

It  hath  been  prophefy'd  to  me  many  Years, 
I  fliould  not  die  but  in  Jerufalem  : 

Which,  vainly,  I  fuppos'd  the  Holy-Land. 
But  bear  me  to  that  Chamber,  there  I'll  lye: 
In  that  Jewfalem,  fliall  Harry  die.  [Exeunt, 

ACT 
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AGTV.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Shallow,  Silence,  Falftaff,  Bardolph,  Page,  and  Davy* 

ShaL  T> Y  Cock  and  Pye  you  fhall  not  away  to  Night. 
J3  What,  Davy,  I  fay. 

Fal.  You  m -ft  excufe  me,  M after  Robert  Shallow, 
ShaL  I  will  not  excufe  you  :  You  fhall  not  be  excufed.  Ex- 

cufes  (hall  not  be  admitted:  There  is  no  excufe  fhall  ferve  2 

You  fhall  not  be  excus'd. 
Why  Davy: 

Davy.  Here,  Sir, 
ShaL  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,  let  me  fee,  Davy,  let  me  fee; 

William,  Cook, bid  him  come  hither—  -Sir  Johny  you  fhall  not 

be  excus'd. 
Davy.  Marry,  Sir,  thus:  Thofe  Precepts  cannot  be  ferv'd; 

and  again,  Sir,  fhall  we  fow  the  head-land  with  Wheat? 
ShaL  With  red  Wheat,  Davy.  But,  for  William,  Cook ;  are 

there  no  young  Pidgeons? 
Davy,  Yea,  Sir. 

Here  is  now  the  Smith's  Note  for  Shooing, 
And  Plough-Irons. 

ShaL  Let  it  be  caft,  and  paid- — Sir  John,  you  fhall  not 

be  excus'd. 
Davy,  Sir,  a  new  link  to  the  Bucket  muft  needs  be  had. 

And,  Sir,  do  you  mean  to  ftop  any  of  William's  Wages  about 
the  Sack  he  loft  the  other  day  at  Hinckley  Fair? 

ShaL  He  fhall  anfwer  it. 

Some  Pigeons,  Davy,  a  couple  of  fhort-legg'd  Hens ;  a  joint 
of  Mutton,  and  any  pretty  little  tiny  Kickfhaws,  tell  William 
Cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  Man  of  War  ft  ay  all  Night,  Sir  ? 
ShaL  Yes,  Davy. 

I  will  ufe  him  well.     A  Friend  i'th'  Court  is  better  than  a 
Penny  in  Purfe.     Ufe  his  Men  we\],Davy,  for  they  are  arrant 
Knaves,  and  will  back-bite. 

Davy,  No  worfe  than  they  are  bitten,  Sir;  for  they  have 
marvellous  foul  Linnen. 

ShaL  Well  conceited,  Davy.    About  thy  bufinefs,  Davyl 
Davy* 
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Davy.  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
To  countenance  William  Vtforoi  Woncot,  againft  Clement  Perkes 
of  the  Hill. 

Shal.  There  are  many  Complaints,  Davy,  againft  that  tfjor, 
that  ̂ //orisan  a<rant  Knave,  on  my;  knowledge. 

Davy.  I  grant  your  Worfhip  that  he  is  a  Knave,  Sir;  but 
yet,  Heaven  forbid,  Sir,  but  a  Knave  fhould  have  Tome  coun- 

tenance at  his  Friends  requeft.  An  honeft  Man,  Sir,  is  able 

to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  when  a  Knave  is  not.  I  have  ferv'd  your 
Worfhip  truly,  Sir,  thefe  eight  years;  and  if  I  cannot  once 
or  twice  in  a  Quarter  bear  out  a  Knave  againft  an  honeft  Man, 
I  have  but  a  very  little  credit  with  your  Worfhip.  The 
Knave  is  mine  honeft  Friend,  Sir,  therefore,  I  befeech  your 

Worfhip,  let  him  be  countenanc'd. Shal.  Go  too, 

I  fay  he  (hall  have  no  Wrong:  Look  about,  Davy. 
Where  are  you,  Sir  John*.  Come,  off  with  your  Boots. 
Give  me  your  Hand,  Mafter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Worfhip. 
Shal.  I  thank  thee,  with  all  my  Heart,  kind  Mafter  Bar- 

dolph, and  welcome,  my  tall  Fellow :  [To  the  Page. 
Come,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I'll  follow  you,  good  Mafter  Robert  Shallow.     Bar- 
dolph, look  to  our  Horfes.     If  I  were  faw'd  into  Quantities, I  mould  make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded  Hermites  Staves, 

as  Mafter  Shallow.     It  is  a  wonderful  thing  to  fee  the  fem- 
blable  Coherence  of  his  Mens  Spirits  and  his:  They,  byob- 
ferving  of  him,  do  bear  themfelves  like  foolifh  Juftices:  He, 

by  converting  with  them,  isturn'd  into  a  Juftice-like  Serving- 
man.     Their  Spirits  are  fo  married  in  Conjunction  with  the 
Participation  of  Society,  that  they  fljck  together  in  confent 
like  fo  many  Wild*Geefe.     If  I  had  a  fuit  to  Mafter  Shal- 

low, I  would  humour  his  Men  with  the  imputation  of  being 
near  their  Mafter.     If  to  his  Men,  I  would  curry  with  Ma- 

fter Shallow,  that  no  Man  could  better  Command  his  Ser- 
vants.    It  is  certain,  that  either  wife  bearing  or  ignorant  Car- 

riage is  caught,  as  Men  take  Difeafes,  one  of  another :  There- 
fore let  Men  take  heed  of  their  Company.     I  will  devife 

Matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow  to  keep  Prince  Henry  in 
continual  Laughter,  the  wearing  out  of  fix  Fafhions,  which 

is  four  Terms,  or  two  Actions,  and  he  ftiall  laugh  with  ln- 
tervallttms* 
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tervallnms.  O,  it  is  much  that  a  Lie  with  a  flight  Oath* and  a  Jeft  with  a  fad  Brow,  will  do  with  a  Fellow  that  ne- 
ver had  the  Ache  in  his  Shoulders.  O  you  mall  fee  him 

laugh,  'till  his  Face  be  like  a  wet  Cloak  ill  laid  up. 
Shal.  S'wJ-ohn. 
FaU   I  come,  Matter  Shallow  \  I  come*  Mafter  Shallow. 

\Exemt'> S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Lord  Chief  Jitftice. 

War.  How  now,  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice,  whither  away? 
Ch.Jufi.  How  doth  the  King? 
War.  Exceeding  well :  His  Cares] 

Are  now  all  ended. 

Ch.Juft.  I  hope  not  dead. 

War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  Nature, 
And,  to  our  Purpofes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Jxft.  I  would  his  Majefty  had  call'd  me  with  him. 
The  Service  that  I  truly  did  his  Life 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  Injuries. 

War*  Indeed  I  think  the  young  King  loves  you  not. 
Ch.Jufi.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arm  my  felf 

To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  Time, 

Which  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  upon  me, 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafie. 
Enter  Lord  John  of  Lancefter,  Gloucefter  and  Clarence, 
War.  Here  comes  the  heavy  ifTue  of  dead  Harry : 

O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  Gentlemen : 

How  many  Nobles  then  mould  hold  their  Places, 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  Spirits  of  vile  fort? 

Ch.Jufl.  Alas,  I  fear  all  will  be  over-turn'd. 
Lan.  Good  morrow,  Coufin  Warwick^  good  morrow. 
Glo.  Clar.  Good  morrow,  Coufin. 
Lan.  We  meet  like  Men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember;  but  our' Argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us  heavy.* 
Ch.Jufi.  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier. 

Glo* 
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Gh.  O,  good  my  Lord,  you  have  loft  a  Friend  indeed : 

And,  I  dare  fwear,  you  borrow  not  that  Face 
Of  feeming  Sorrow,  it  is  fure  your  own. 

Lan.  Tho'  no  Man  be  afTur'd  what  Grace  to  find, 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  Expectation. 

I  am  the  forrier,  would  'twere  otherwife. 
Cla.  Well,  you  rauft  now  fpeak  Sir  JohnFalftajf  fair, 

Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  Qualiry. 
Cb.Jttft.  Sweet  Princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour, 

Led  by  th' Imperial  Conduct  of  my  Soul, 
And  never  fhall  you  fee  that  I  will  beg 

A  ragged  and  foreftall'd  Remiflion. 
If  Troth  and  upright  Innocency  fail  me, 

I'll  to  the  King,  my  Mafter,  that  is  dead, And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 
War.  Here  comes  the  Prince. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

CL  Jtift.  Good  morrow,  and  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty- 
P.  Henry»This  new  and  gorgeous  Garment,  Majefty, 

Sits  not  fo  eafie  on  me  as  you  think. 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  Sadnefs  with  fome  Fear; 
This  is  the  Englijh,  not  the  Turkifi  Court: 
Not  Amurah  an  Amurah  fucceeds, 

But  Harry>  Harry.  Yet  be  fad,  good  Brothers, 
For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you: 
Sorrow  fo  Royally  in  you  appears, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  Heart.     Why  then  be  fad, 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  Brothers, 
Than  a  joint-burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 

For  me,  by  Heav'n,  I  bid  you  be  afTur'd, 
I'll  be  your  Father  and  your  Brother  tco: 
Let  me  but  bear  your  Love,  I'll  bear  your  Cares; 
But  weep  that  Harry's  dead,  and  fo  will  I. 
But  Harry  lives,  that  fhall  convert  thofe Tears 
By  number,  into  hours  of  Happin  efs. 

Lan.  &c.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  Majefty. 
P.Henry.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me;  and  you  moft. 

You  are,  I  think,  afTur'd  I  love  you  not.         [To  the  Ch.  Juft* 
Ch*  Juft-  I  am  afTur'd,  if  I  be  meafur'd  rightly, 

Your  Majefty  hath  no  juftcaufe  to  hate  me* 
P»  Henry, 
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P.  Henry.  No !  How  might  a  Prince  of  my  great  Hopes 
So  great  Indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ?  [foreet 
What !  Rate  !  Rebuke  !  and  roughly  fend  to  Prifor* 

Th' immediate  Heir  of  England  I  Was  this  eafie? 
May  this  be  wafh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  Jufi.  I  then  did  life  the  Perfon  of  your  Father ; 
The  Image  of  his  Power  lay  then  in  me, 

And,  inth'Adminiftration  of  his  Law, 
Whiles  I  was  bufie  for  the  Common-wealth, 
Your  Highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  Place, 
The  Ma  jelly  and  Power  of  Law  and  Juftice, 
The  Image  of  the  King,  whom  I  prefented, 

And  ftruckme'in  my  very  Seat  of  Judgment: 
Whereon,  as  an  Offender  to  your  Father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  Authority, 
And  did  commit  you.     If  the  Deed  were  ill, 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  Garland, 
To  have  a  Son,  fet  your  Decrees  at  naught  ? 
To  pluck  down  Juftice  from  your  awful  Bench? 
To  trip  the  courfe  of  Law,  and  blunt  the  Sword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  of  your  Perfon  ? 
Nay,  more,  to  fpurn  at  your  moit  Royal  Image, 
And  mock  your  workings  in  a  fecond  Body  ? 
Queftion  your  Royal  Thoughts,  make  tHe  cafe  yours; 

Be  now  the  Father,  and  propofe  a  Son..* 

Hear  your  own  Dignity  fo  much  prophan'd, 
See  your  moll:  dreadful  Laws  fo  loofely  flighted  s 

Behold  your  felf  fo  by  a  Son  difdain'd : 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  parr, 
And  in  your  Power  foft-fllencing  your  Son: 
After  this  cold  confiderance,  fentence  me  ; 
And,  as  you  are  a  King,  fpeak  in  your  State, 
What  I  have  done  that  misbecame  my  Place, 

My  Perfon,  or  my  Liege's  Sovereignty. 
P.  Henry.  You  are  right  Juftice,  and  you  weigh  this  well? 

Therefore  ftill  bear  the Ballance,  and  the  Sword: 
And  I  do  wifti  your  Honours  may  increafe, 

*Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  Son  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did : 

So  (hall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  Father's  words. 
Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  Man  fo  bold, 

That 
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That  dares  do  Juftice  on  my  proper  Son; 
And  no  Ms  happy  having  fuch  s  Son, 
That  would  deliver  up  his  grearnefs  fo 
Into  the  hands  of  Juftice.     You  did  commit  me; 
For  which  I  do  commit  into  your  Hand 

Th' unftained  Sword  that  you  have  us'dtobear, 
With  this  Remembrance,  that  you  ufe  the  fame 
With  the  like  bold,  jufl:  and  impartial  Spirit 

As  you  have  done  'gainft  me.     There  is  my  Hand$ 
You  mall  be  as  a  Father  to  my  Youth. 
My  Voice  fhall  found  as  you  do  prompt  mine  Ear* 
And  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  Intents 

To  your  well  pra&is'd  wife  Directions. 
And  Princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you; 
My  Father  is  gone  wild  into  his  Grave, 
(For  in  his  Tomb  lye  my  Affection.^ 
And,  with  his  Spirit,  fadly  I  furvivc, 
To  mock  the  Expectations  of  the  World: 
To  fruftrate  Prophefies,  and  to  race  out 
Rotten  Opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  feerning.     The  tide  of  Blood  in  me 

Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  Vanity  'till  now. 
Now  doth  it  turn  and  ebb  back  to  the  Sea; 
Where  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  ftate  of  Floods, 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  Majefty. 
Now  call  we  our  High  Court  of  Parliament, 
And  let  us  chufe  fuch  Limbs  of  noble  Gounfd 

That  the  great  Body  of  our  State  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  beft  governed  Nation ; 
That  War  or  Peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 
As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us, 
In  which  you,  Father,  fhall  have  Formofl:  Fland. 

[To  Lord  Chief  Jujiict. 
Our  Coronation  done,  we  will  accite 
(As  I  before  remembredj  all  our  State, 
And  (tieaven  consigning  to  my  good  Intents) 
No  Prince*  nor  Peer,  fhall  have  juftcaufe  to  fay, 
tieaven  fhorten  Harrfs  happy  life  one  day.  \JExcmt>« 

.    Voultt  X  SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 
Enter  Falftaff,  Shallow,  Silence,  BardoJph,  Page,  and  Davy* 

Shal.  Nay,  you  fhall  fee  mine  Orchard,  where  in  an  Ar- 
bor we  will  eat  a  laft  Years  Pippin  of  my  own  grafting,  with 

a  Difh  of  Carraways,  and  fo  forth  :  Come,  Coufin  Silence ; 
and  then  to  Bed. 

Fal.  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich, 
Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren :  Beggars  all,  beggars  all,  Sir 

John:  Marry,  good  Air.  Spread  Davy,  fprcad  Davy.  Well 
faid,  Davy. 

Fal.  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  goodufes;  he  is  yourSer- 
vingman,  snd  your  Husbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  Varlet,  a  good  Varlet,  a  very  good  Varler, 
Snjohn:  I  have  drank  too  much  Sack  at  Supper.  A  good 
Varlet,     Now  fit  down,  now  fit  down:  Come,  Coufin. 

SiL  Ah,  Sirrsh,  quoth-a, 
We  f  jail  do  nothing  bat  eat,  and  make  good  Chear,        [S*nging» 
jind  praife  Heaven  for  the  merry  Tear; 
When  Flefi  is  cheap  and  Females  dear* 
jind  Itifty  Lads  roam  here  and  there ; 

So  merrily ',  and  ever  among  fo  merrily,  Sec.' 
Fal.  There's  a  merry  Heart,  good  Matter  Silence.  I'll 

drink  your  health  for  that  anon. 
Shal.  Good  Mafter  Bardolph:  Some  wine,  Davy, 

Davy.  Sweet  Sir,  fit;  I'll  be  with  you  anon;  moll:  fweet 
Sir,  fit.  Mafter  Page,  fit:  Good  Mafter  Page,  fit:  Proface. 

What  you  want  in  Meat  we'll  have  in  Drink;  but  you  bear, 
the  Heart's  all. 

Shal.  Be  merry,  Mafter  Bardolph,  and  my  little  Soldier 
there,  be  merry. 

SiL .  [Singing/]  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  Wife  has  all, 
For  Women  are  Shrews,  both  fliort  and  tall ; 

*Tis  merry  in  Hall,  when  Beards  wag  all; 
ylnd  welcome,  merry  Shrovetide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry. 

Fal.  I  did  not  think  Mafter  Silence  had  been  a  Man  of  this 
Mettle. 

Sd.  Who  I?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once  e'er  now, 
Dav.  There  is  a  difh  of  Leather-coats  for  you. 
ShaL  Davy,  Dav* 
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t)av.  Your  Worfhip-—  I'll  be  with  you  ftrcight.  A  Cup of  Wine,  Sir. 

SiL  [Singing,]  A  Cup  of  Wtne, 
That's  brisk  andfiney 
And  drink^unto  the  Leman  mine, 
And  a  merry  Heart  lives  long-a. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Matter  Silence* 
SiL  If  we  mall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet  of  the 

Night. 
FaL  Healrh  and  long  Life  to  you,  Mafter  Silence. 

SiL  Fill  the  Cup,  and  let  it  come.  I'll  pledge  you,  wcre't a  mile  to  the  bottom. 

ShaL  Hor  eft  Bardolpby  welcome ;  if  thou  want'ft  aRy 
thing  and  wiit  not  call,  beftirew  thy  Heart.  Welcome  ny 

little  tyny  thief*  and  welcome  indeed  too:  I'll  drink  to  Ma- 
iler Bardolphy  and  to  all  theCavilerocs  about  London* 

Day.  I  hope  to  fee  London*  occe  e'er  I  dyQ. 
Bard.  If  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy. 

ShaL  You'll  crack  a  Quart  together  \  Ha,  will  you  net. 
Rafter  Bardolph*. 

Bard.  Yes,  Sir,  in  a  pottle  Por. 
ShaL  I  thank  thee;  the  Knave  will  flick  by  thee,  I  cari 

allure  thee  that.     He  will  not  out*  he  is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  flick  by  him,  Sir. 
ShaL  Why,  there  fpoke  a  King:  Lack  nothing,  be  merry.. 

Look,  who's  at  Door  there,  ho:  Who  knocks? 
FaL  Why  now  you  have  done  me  right. 
SiL  [Singing/]  Do  me  right,  and  dub  me  Knight%  SamingOf 

1st  notfo  ? 

FaL  'Tis  fo. 

SiL  Is't  ?  Why  then  fay  an  old  Man  can  do  fomewhat. 
Dav.  If  it  pleafe  your  Worfhip  there's  one  Pifiol  come From  the  Court  with  News. 
FaL  From  the  Court?  Let  him  come* 

Enter  PiftoK 
How  now,  Piftoll 

Pifi.  Sir  John,  fave  you,  Sir. 
FaL  What  Wind  blew  you  hither*  Piffloli 
Pifi.  Not  the  ill  Wind  which  blovvs  none  to  good,  f?/:cz 

tCnight:    Thou  art  now  one  of  -the  greateft  Men  in  s 
Realm* 
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Sit.  Indeed,  I  think  he  be,   but  Goodman  Pujfoi  Barfom 
Pifi.  Puff  puff  in  thy  teeth,  moft  recreant  Coward  bafe, 

Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Pifiol,  and  thy  Friend;  helter  skelter 
have  I  rode  to  thee,  and  tydings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
and  golden  Times,  and  happy  News  of  price. 

Fal.  I  prithee  now  deliver  them,  like  a  Man  of  this  World. 
Pifi.  A  footra  for  the  World,   and  Worldings  bafe, 

I  fpeak  of  Africa,  and  Golden  Joys. 
Fal.  Q  bafe  Afiyrian  Knight,  what  is  thy  News? 

Let  King  Covitha  know  the  truth  thereof. 
Sil.  And  Robin-hood,  Scarlet*  and  John. 
Pifi.  Shall  dunghil  Curs  confront  the  Helicon  I  , 

And  (hall  good  News  be  baffled? 
Then  Pifiol  lay  thy  head  in  Fury's  lap. Shal.  Honeft  Gentleman, 
I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pifi.  Why  then  lament  therefore. 
Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  Sir. 

If,    Sir,    you  come  with  News  from  the  Court,  I  take  it, 
there  is  but  two  ways,  either  to  utter  them,   or  to  conceal 
them.     I  am  Sir,   under  the  King,  in  fome  Authority* 

Pifi.  Under  which  King? 
Be^onian,  fpeak,  or  dye. 

Shal.  Under  King  Harry, 
Pifi.  Harry  the  Fourth?  or  Fifth? 
Shal.  Harry  the  Fourth. 
Pifi.  A  footra  for  thine  Office. 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  Lamb-kin  now  is  King, 

Harry  the  Fifth's  the  Man,  I  fpeak  the  truth. 
When  Pifiol  lies,  do  this,  and  fig-me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal.  What,  p  the  old  King  dead? 
Pifi.  As  nail  in  door, 

The  things  I  fpeak  are  juft. 
Fal.  Away  Bardolf,  faddle  my  Horfe, 

Matter  Robert  Shallow,  chufe  what  Office  thou  wilt 

In  the  Land,    'tis  thine.     Pifiol,    I  will  double  charge  thee 
With  Dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  I 
I  would  not  take  a  Knighthood  for  my  Fortune. 

-  Pifi, 
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.  Pifi.  What?  I  do  bring  good  News. 
Pal.  Carry  Matter  Silence  to  Bed:  M  after  Shallow,  my 

Lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  Fortune's  Steu  zvd. 

Get  on  thy  Boots,  we'll  ride  all  Night.  Oh,  fweet  Pifiol\ 
away  Bardolphi  Come,  P//rV,  utter  more  tome;  and,  wit  1, 
devife  fomethingto  do  thy  ftlf  good.  Boor,  boct.  Matter 
Shallow,  I  know  the  young  King  isfick  for  me.  Let  us  take 

any  Man's  Horfes :  The  Laws  of  England  are  at  my  Com- 
mandment. Happy  are  they  which  have  been  my  Friends; 

and  wo  unto  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice. 
Pift.  Let  Vultures  vile  feize  on  his  Lungs  alfo  i 

Where  is  the  Life  that  late  I  led,  fay  th^v  f 
Why  here  it  is,  welcome  thofepleafant  Days,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Hoftefs  Quickly,  Doll  Tear-meet  and  Beadles. 

Hoftefs.  No,  thou  arrant  Knave,  I  would  I  might  die,  that 

I  might  have  thee  hang'd ;  thou  haft  drawn  my  Shoulder  out 
of  joynt. 

Bead.  The  Conftables  have  deliver d  her  over  to  me;  and 

flie  (hall  have  whipping  Cheer  enough,  I  warrant  her.  There 

hath  been  a  Man  or  two,  lately,  kill'd  about  her. 
DoL  Nut- hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie:  Come  on,  I'll  tell  thee 

wh^t,  thou  damn'd  Tripe-vifag'd  Rafcal,  if  the  Child  I  now 
go  with  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  better  thou  hadft  ftrook 

thy  Mother,  thou  Paper- fae'd  Villain. 
Hftfi.  O  that  Sir  John  were  come,  he  would  make  this  a, 

bloody  day  to  fome  body.  But  I  would  the  Fruit  of  her 
Womb  might  mifcarry. 

Bead.  If  it  do,  you  fhall  have  a  dozen  of  Cufhiors.  a- 
gain,  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  you  both 
go  with  me,  for  the  Man  is  dead  that  you  and  Pifiol  beat  a- 
mong  you. 

DoL  I'll  tell  thee  w,hajt,  thou  thin  Man  in  a  Cenfor  ;  I 
will  have  you  as  foundly  fwing'd  for  this,  you  blue-bottld 
Rogue  ;  you  filthy  famifh'd  Corcedioner,  if  you  be  not 

fwing'd  I'll  forfwear  half  Kirtles.     ' 
Bead.  Come,  come,  you  ftie-Knight-arrant,  come. 

X  *  HofK 
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Hofi.  0,  that  right  ihould  thus  o'ercome  might.     Well3 of  fufferance  comes  cafe. 

DoL  Come,  you  Rogue,  come; 
Bring  me  to  a  Juftice. 

Hofi.  Yes,  come,  you  ftaiVd  Blood-hoiiud. 
DoL  Goodman  Death,  Goodman  Bones, 
Hofi,  Thou  Anatomy,  thou. 
DoL  Come,  you  thin  Thing  s 

Come,  you  RaicaJ. 
Bead.  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     V, 

Enter  two  Grooms* 

i  Groom.  More  Ru  flies,  more  Rufhes. 

2  Groom.  The  Trumpets  have  founded  twice, 

i  Groom.  It  will  be  two  of  the  Clock  e'er  they  come  from 
the  Coronation,  [Exeunt  Grooms* 

Enter  FalftafF,  Shallow,  Piftol,  Bardolph  and  Page. 
Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  Matter  Robert  Shallow,  I  will 

make  the  King  do  you  Grace  s  I  will  lear  upon  him  as  he 
comes  by,  and  do  but  mark  the  Countenance  that  he  will 
give  me. 

Pifiol.  Blefs  thy  Lungs,  good  Knight. 
Fal.  Come  here,  Piftol,  ftand  behind  me.  O,  if  I  had 

had  time  to  have  made  new  Liveries,  I  would  have  beftow'd 
the  thoufand  pound  I  borrow'd  of  you.  But  it  is  no  matter, 
this  poor  mew  doth  better;  this  doth  infer  the  seal  I  had  to 
fee  him. 

Shal.  It  doth  fo. 

Fal.  It  fhews  my  earneftnefs  in  AfFe&ion. 
Tift.  It  doth  fo. 
Fal.  My  Devotion. 
Pift.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 
Fal.  As  it  were  to  ride  day  and  night, 

And  not  to  deliberate,  not  to  remember. 
Not  to  have  patience  to  fhift  me. 

Shal.  It  is  mofi  certain. 

Fal. 
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Fal.  But  to  (land  ftained  with  Travel  and  Sweating  with 

defire  to  fee  hima  thinking  of  nothing  elfe,  putting  all  Af- 
fairs in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  elfe  to  be  done  but 

to  fee  him. 

Pift.  *T  is  femper  idem\  for  abfque  hoc  nihil  eft.  3Tis  all 
in  every  part. 

Shal.  'Tis  fo  indeed. 
Pift.  My  Knight,  I  will  enflame  thy  Noble  Liver,  and 

make  thee  rage.  Thy  Dot,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  Thoughts 

is  in  bafe  Durance  and  contagious  Prifon;  hall'd  thither  by 
moft  mechanical  and  dirty  Hands.  Rowze  up  Revenge  from 

Ebon  Den,  with  fell  Alettos  Snake,  for£W's  in.  Ptftol  fpeaks 
nought  but  troth. 

Fal.  I  will  deliver  her. 

Pift.  There  roar'd  the  Sea ;  and  Trumpet  Clangour founds. 

The  Trumpets  found*     Enter  King  Henry  the  Fifth,  hi. sBr others, 
and  the  Lord  Chief  Jttftice. 

Fal.  Save  thy  Grace,  King  HaU  my  Royal  Hal. 
Pift.  The  Heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  moft  Royal  Imp 

of  Fame. 

Fal.  Save  thee,  my  fweet  Boy. 
King.  My  Lord  Chief  Juftice  fpeak  to  that  vain  Man. 
Ch.Jnli.  Have  you  your  Wits  ? 

Know  you  what  'tis  you  fpeak? 
Fal.  My  King,  my  Jove>  I  fpeak  to  thee,  ray  Heart. 
King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  Man:  Fall  to  thy  Prayers: 

How  ill  white  Hairs  become  a  Fool  and  Jefter ! 
I  have  long  drearn  d  of  fuch  a  kind  of  Man, 
So  furfeit-fwelPd,  foold,  and  fo  prophane; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  Dream, 
Make  lefs  thy  Body,  hence,  and  more  thy  Grace, 
Leave  gormandizing.     Know,  the  Grave  doth  gape 
For  thee,  thrice  wider  than  for  other  Men. 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  Fool-born  Jeft ; 

Prefurae  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  "was, 
For  Heaven  doth  know,  fofhall  the  World  perceive* 

That  I  have  tum'd  away  my  former  felf, 
So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  Company. 
When  thou  doll:  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been* 

X  4  Approach 
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Approach  me,  and  thou  (halt  be  as  thou  waft* 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  Riots ; 

*Till  then  I  banifh  thee,  on  pain  of  Death, 
As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  Mifs-leaders, 
Not  to  come  near  our  Perfon  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  of  Life  I  will  allow  you, 
That  lack  of  Means  enforce  you  not  to  Evil: 
And,  as  we  hear  you  do  redeem  your  felves, 
We  will,  according  to  our  Strength  and  Qualities, 
Give  you  Advancement.  Be  it  your  Charge,  my  Lord, 
Tq  fee  performed  the  tenure  of  our  Word.     Set  on. 

[Exit  King* 
FaL  Mafter  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 
Shal.  Ay  marry,  Sir  John,  which  I  befeech  you  to  let  me 

have  home  with  me. 

FaL  That  can  hardly  be,  Mr.  Shallow.  Do  not  you  grieve 
at  this;  I  fhall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him:  Look  you,  he 
muft  feem  thus  to  the  World.  Fear  not  your,  Advancement, 
I  will  be  the  Man  yet  that  ihall  make  you  Great. 

ShaL  I  cannot  well  perceive  how,  wnlefs  you  would  give 
me  your  Doublet  and  fluff  me  out  with  Straw.  I  befeech 
you,  good  Sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my 
thoufand. 

FaL  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word.  This,  that  yot$ 
heard,  was  but  a  colour. 

ShaL  A  colour,  I  fear,  that  you  will  die  in,  Sir  John. 
FaL  Fear  no  Colours,  go  with  me  to  Dinner  :  . 

Come  Lieutenant  Piftol,  come  Bardolph, 
I  fhall  be  fent  for  foon  at  Night. 

Ch.Jufl.  Go  carry  Sir  John  Falflaf  to  the  Fleet, 
Take  all  his  Company  along  with  him, 

FaL  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 
Ch.  Jnft.  I  cannot  now  fpeak,  I  will  hear  you  foon. 

Take  them  away. 
Fiji.  Si  fortuname  tor  memo,  fpera  me  contento.     [Exeunt. 

Manet  Lancafter,  and  Chief  J uft ice. 

Lan.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  King's, He  hath  intent  his  wonted  Followers 

Shall  be  very  well  provided  for,- 
But  are  baniuYd,  'till  their  Conventions 
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Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  in  the  World. 

Ch.  Jnfi.  And  fo  they  are. 

Lan.  The  King  hath  call'd  his  Parliament^ 
My  Lord. 

Ch.  JhJI.  He  hath. 

Lan.  I  will  lay  odds,  that  e'er  this  year  expire, We  bear  our  Civil  Swords  and  Native  Fire 

As  far  as  France.     I  heard  a  Bird  fo  fing, 

Whofe  Mufick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  Kiog. 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  [Exeunu 

EPI 



EPILOGUE.  J 
FIrfiy  my  Fear ;  then,  my  Court  efie ;  lafi,  my  Speech*  My 

Fear  is  your  Difipleafiure ;  my  Court  efiey  my  Duty ;  and  my 

Speech ',  to  beg  your  Pardons.  If  youlouk^for  a  good  Speech  nowy 
you  undo  me  ;  for  what  I  have  to  fay  is  of  mine  own  making* 
and  what)  indeed)  I fijouldfiay,  will)  I  doubly  prove  mine  own 
Marring.  But)  to  the  Purpofey  and  fo  to  the  Venture.  Be  it 
known  to  yoUy  as  it  is  very  well3  I  was  lately  here  in  the  end 

of  a  difpieafing  Play,  to  pray  your  Patience  for  it9  and  to  pro* 
mifie  you  a  better  ;  /  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay  you  with  this9 
which  if,  like  an  ill  Venture,  it  come  unluckily,  home,  I  break* 
and  youy  my  gentle  Cr  editor sy  lofe.  Here  I  promifed  you  I  would 
be,  and  here  I  commit  my  Body  to  your  Mercies :  Bate  mefome* 
and  I  will  pay  you  fomey  and,  as  mofl  Debtors  do,  promife 
you  infinitely. 

If  my  Tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  mey  will  you  com' 
mand  me  to  ufe  my  Legs  <*  And  yet  that  were  but  light  Payment^ 
to  Dance  out  of  your  Debt*.  But  a  good  Confidence  will  make 
any  pojfible  Satisfablion,  and  fo  will  I.  All  the  Gentlewomen, 
here  have  forgotten  me ;  //  the  Gentlewomen  will  noty  then  the 
Gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the  Gentlewomen,  which  was  ne* 
verfcen  before  infuch  an  Affembly. 

Qne  word  more,  I  befeech  you  ;  if  you  be  not  too  much  cloid 
with  fat  Meat,  our  humble  Author  will  continue  the  Story7 
with  Sir  John  in  ity  and  make  you  merry  with  fair  Katherine 
of  France ;  where>  for  any  thing  I  knowy  FalftafF  Jball  die  of 

a  Sweat,  unlefis  already  he  be  kill*d  with  your  hard  Opinions  : 
For  Oldcaftle  died  a  Martyr,  and  this  is  not  the  Man.  My 
Tongue  is  weary  y  when  my  Legs  are  too ;  I  will  bid  you  good 
Nighty  and  fo  kneel  down  before  you  ;  but  indeed  to  pray  for 
she  Oueen. 
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Dramatis  Perform 

Kl  NG  Henry  *%  Fifth. 
©^^/Gloucefter,   j 

*Duke  of  Bedford,  ^Brothers  to  the  King. 
<Duke  of  Clarence,  j 

Earl  of  Salisbury. 
Earl  of  Weftmorland. 
Earl  of  Warwick. 
Arch-Bijhop  of  Canterbury, 
Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Earl  ̂ Cambridge,       lConfpirators  againft  the> JLora  bcroop,  s  ̂ /W 
Sir  Thomas  Grey,  J         6' 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  "j 
9?™?'  ^Officers  in  King  Hen- Fluellen,  >    U's  Army. 
Mackmorris,  J '         J% 
Jamy,  j 
Nyrn,        p 
Bardolph,  (Formerly  Servants  to  Falftaff,  now  Sol- 
Piftol,       f    diers  in  tht  Kings  Army. 
Bpyr         J 
Bates, 
Court,        J>  Soldiers. 
Williams, 



Charles  the  Sixth,  King  of  France. 
The  Dauphin. 

tDuke  of  Burgundy. 

Conftable,  -\ 
Orleans,  / 

Rambures,  f  French  Lords. 
Bourbon,  \ 

Grandpree,  ** 
Govemour  ^Harfleur. 

Mountjoy,  a  Herald. 
Ambajfadors  to  the  King  of  England. 

0 

Ifabel,  Queen  of  France. 

Catherine,  'Daughter  to  the  King  of  France. 
Alice,  a  Lady  attending  on  the  Trincefs  Cathe- 

rine. 

Hoftefs, 

Lords,  MeffengerS)  French  and  Englifli  Soldiers, 
with  other  Attendants. 

the  SCENE  lyes  for  Part  of  the  firfi  A& 
in  England,  but  during  the  reft  of  the  Play 
wholly  in  France. 

PRO 



PROLOGUE 

OFor  a  Mu/e  of  Fire,  that  would,  a/cend 
The  brightefi  Heavn  of  Invention, 

A  Kingdom  for  a  Stage,  Princes  to  ably 
And  Monarch*  to  behold  the  /welling  Scene, 
Then  fiould  the  Warlike  Harry,  like  him/el/, 
Affume  the  Port  of  Mars,  and  at  his  Heels, 
Lea/ht  in,  like  Hounds,  jhould  Famine,  Sword,  and  Fire 
Crouch  /or  Employments,     But  pardon,  Gentles  ally 

The  flat  unrai/ed  Spirit,  that  hath  dar'd^ 
On  this  unworthy  Scaffold,   to  bring /or th 
So  great  an  Objebl,    Can  this  Cock^Pit  hold  « 
Hoe  vafiy  Field  0/  France  ?  Or  may  we  cram 
Wnhin  this  Wooden  O,  the  very  Caskes 
That  did  affright  the  Air  at  Agin  court? 
O  pardon ;  fince  a  crooked  Figure  may 
Attefi  in  little  place  a  Million, 
And  let  us,  Cyphers  to  this  great  Accompt, 
On  your  imaginary  Forces  work* 
Suppo/e  within  the  Girdle  0/  the/e  Walls 
Are  now  confind  two  mighty  Monarchies, 
Who/e  high,  up-reared,  and  abutting  Fronts* 
The  perilious  narrow  Ocean  parts  a/under. 
Piece  out  our  Imperfetlions  with  your  Thoughts  t 
Into  a  thou/and  Parts  divide  one  Man, 

And  make  imaginary  Puij]ance, 
Thinly  when  we  talk,  0/  Hor/esi  that  yeujee  thent 

Printing  their  proud  Hoofs  %tW  receiving  Earth  " 

For  'tis  your  Thoughts  that  now  mufl  deck^our Kings + 
Carry  them  here  and  there ;  jumping  o*er  Times  ; 
Turning  th1  accomplijhment  0/  many  Tears 
Into  an  Hour-glafs ;  for  the  which  /upply, 
Admit  me  Chorus  to  this  Htftory ; 

•  Who  Prologue -like,  your  humble  Patience  pray  I 
Gently  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge  our  Play & 
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ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  the  Arch-Bi[hop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bifhop 
of  Ely. 

Arch-Bifhop  ̂ /CANTERBURY. 

fj  Y  Lord,  I'll  tell  you,   that  felf  Bill  is  urg'd, 
Which  in  th' eleventh  Year  o'th'Jaft  King's Reign 

Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  paft, 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  pufh  it  out  of  farther  Queftion. 

Ely*  But  how,  my  Lord,  mall  we  refift  it  now? 
Cant*  It  muft  be  thought  en :  If  it  pafs  againft  us, 

We  lofe  the  better  part  of  our  PofTeffion: 
For  all  the  Temporal  Lands,  which  Men  devout 
By  Teftament  have  given  to  the  Church, 

Would  they  ftrip  from  us;  being  valu'd  thus, 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  tFe  King's  Honour, 
Full  fifteen  Earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  Knights, 
Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  Eiquires : 

And 
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And  to  relief  of  Lazars,  and  weak  Age 
C>f  indigent  faint  Souls,  paft  corporal  Toil, 

A  hundred  AlrnS-houfes^  right  well  fupply'd; 
And  to  the  Coffers  of  the  King,  befide, 

A  thoufand  pound  by  th'  Year*  Thus  runs  the  Bill. 
Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.  'Twould  drink  the  Cup  arid  all. 
Ely.  But  what  prevention? 
Cant.  The  King  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard* 
Ely.  And  a  true  Lover  of  the  Holy  Church. 

Cant.  The  courfes  of  his  Youth  prorhis'd  it  not ; 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  Father's  Body, 
But  that  his  Wildnefs  mortify'd  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too ;  yea  at  that  very  moment* 
Confideration,  like  an  Angel,  came, 

And  whipt  th5  offending  Adam  out  of  him, 
Leaving  his  Body  as  a  Paradife, 

T'  invelope  and  contain  Celeftial  Spirits. Never  was  fuch  a  fudden  Scholar  made: 
Never  came  Reformation  in  a  Flood 

With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcowring  Faults  i 
Nor  never  Hydra-haded  Wilfulnefs 
So  foon  did  lofe  his  Seat,  and  all  at  once, 
As  in  this  King. 

Ely.  We  are  bleffed  in  the  Change. 
Cant.  Hear  him  but  reafon  in  Divinity, 

And  ali-admiring,  with  an  inward  wifh 
You  would  defire  the  King  were  made  a  Prelate* 
Hear  him  debate  of  Commonwealth  Affairs; 
You  would  fay,  it  hath  been  all  in  all  his  Study: 
Lift  his  Difcourfe  of  War,  and  you  mail  hear 
A  fearful  Battel  rendred  you  in  Mufick. 
Turn  him  to  any  Caufe  of  Policy, 
The  Gordian  Knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe, 
Familiar  as  his  Garter;  then  when  he  fpeaks, 

The  Air,  a  Chartered  Libertine,  is  ftill, 
And  the  mute  Wonder  lurketh  in  Mens  Ears, 
To  fteal  his  fweet  and  honied  Sentences : 

So  that  the  Art  and  pra&ick  Part  of  Life 
Muft  be  the  Miftrefs  to  his  Theorique. 
Which  is  a  wonder  hQW  his  Grace  fhould  glean  it, Since 
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Since  his  Addition  was  to  courfes  vain, 

His  Companies  unletter'd,  rude,  and  fhallow, 
His  Hours  fill'd  up  with  Riots,  Banquets,  Sports; 
And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy, 
Any  retirement,  any  fequeftration 
From  open  Haunts  and  Popularity. 

Ely.  The  Strawberry  grows  underneath  the  Nettle, 
And  wholfom  Berries  thrive  and  ripen  beft, 

Neighboured  by  Fruit  of  bafer  quality: 
And  fo  the  Prince  obfeur'd  his  Contemplation 
Under  the  vail  of  Wildnefs;  which,  no  doubt, 
Grew  like  the  Summer  Grafs,  fafteft  by  Night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  Faculty. 

Cant.  It  muft  be  fo;  for  Miracles  are  ceas'd: 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  Means, 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  Lord : 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  Bill, 

Urg'd  by  the  Commons?  Doth  his  Majefty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no? 

Cant*  He  feems  indifferent: 

Or  rather  fwaying  more  upon  our  Part, 

Than  cherifhing  th'exhibiters  againft  us: 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  Majefty, 
Upon  our  Spiritual  Convocation, 
And  in  regard  of  Caufes  now  in  hand, 

Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  Grace  at  large, 
As  touching  France,  to  give  a  greater  Sura 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  Clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  PredecefTors  part  withal. 

Ely.  How  did  this  Offer  feem  receiv'd,  my  Lord  % 
Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  Majefty  : 

Save  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear, 

As  I  perceiv'd  his  Grace  would  fain  have  done, 
The  feverals  and  unhidden  PafTages 
Of  his  true  Titles  to  fome  certain  Dukedoms, 

And  genera 'ly,  to  the  Crown  and  Seat  of  France^ 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  Grandfather. 

Ely.  What  was  th'impediment  that  broke  this  off? 
Cant.  The  French  AmbafTador  upon  that  inftant 

Crav'd  Audience;  and  the  Hour  I  think  is  come, Vol.  IIL  Y  To 
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To  give  him  hearing.   Is  it  four  a  Clock? 

Ely.  It  is. 
Cant.  Then  go  we  in  to  know  his  Embaffie  : 

Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guefs  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  Word  of  it. 

Ely.  I'll  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it.   [Exeunt. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Clarence,  Warwick, 

Weftmorland,  and  Exeter. 

JC  Henry.  Where  is  my  gracious  Lord  of  Canter 'bur y\ Exe.  Not  here  in  prefence. 
JC  Henry.  Send  for  him,  good  Uncle. 
Wefi.  Shall  we  call  in  the  AmbafTador,  my  Liege? 

IC  Henry.  Not  yet,  my  Cou fi n ;  we  would  be  refolv'd, Before -we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight, 
That  task  our  Thoughs,  concerning  us  and  France. 
Enter  the  Arch -Bi poop  0/ Canterbury,  and  Bijloop  of  Ely. 
Cant.  God  and  his  Angels  guard  your  facred  Throne, 

And  make  you  long  become  it. 
K.  Henry.  Sure  we  thank  you. 

My  learned  Lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed, 
And  juftly  and  religioufly  unfold. 
Why  the  Law  Salike,  that  they  have  in  France^ 
Or  mould,  or  mould  not  bar  us  in  our  Claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  Lord, 
That  you  mould  faihion,  wreft,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underftanding  Soul 
With  opening  Titles  mifcreate,  whofe  right 
Sutes  not  in  native  Colours  with  the  truth : 

For  God  doth  know,  how  many  now  in  health 
Shall  drop  their  Blood,  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  Reverence  mail  incite  us  to. 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  Perfofl, 
How  you  awake  our  fleeping  Sword  of  War : 
We  charge  you  in  the  Name  of  God  take  heed. 
For  never  two  fuch  Kingdoms  did  contend 
Without  much  fall  of  Blood,  whofe  guiltfefs  drops 
Are  eVery  one,  a  Woe,  a  fore  Complaint, 

'Gainft  him,  whofe  Wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  Swords, 
That  make  fuch  wafte  in  brief  Mortality. 
Under  this  Conjuration,  fpeak  my  Lord; 
For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  irj  Heart* 

That 
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That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  Confcience  walht, 
,/W;  pare  as  Sin  with  Baptifm. 

'Cant.  Then  hear  me,  gracious  Soveraign,  and  you  Peers, 
That  owe  your  fllves,  your  Lives,  and  Services, 
To  this  Imperial  Throne.    There  is  no  Bar 

To  make  againff.  your  Highnefs'  Claim  to  France? 
But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond? 
In  terram  Salicam  Mulieres  ne  fuccedant, 
No  Woman  (hall  fueceed  in  Salike  Land: 

Which  Salike  Land*  the  French  unjuftly  gloze 
To  be  the  Realm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  Law  and  female  Bar. 

Yet  their  own  Authors  faithfully  affirm, 

That  the  Land  Salike  is  in  Germany ', 
Between  the  Floods  of  Sala  and  of  Five : 

Where  Charles  the  Great  having  fiibdu'd  the  Saxons* There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French : 

Who  holding  in  difdain  the  German  Women, 
For  fome  diihoneft  manners  of  their  Life, 
Eftablifht  then  this  Law;  to  wit,  No  Female 
Should  be  Inheritrix  in  Salike  Land: 

Which  Salike,  as  I  faid,  'twixt  Elve  and  Sala* 
Is  at  this  Day  in  Germany  calYd  Meifen. 
Then  doth  it  well  appear;   the  Salike  Law 
Was  not  devifed  for  the  Realm  of  France  : 

Nor  did  the  French  poffefs  the  Salike  Land, 
Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  Yeais 
After  def unction  of  King  Pharamond? 

Idly  fuppos'd  the  Founder  of  this  Law, 
Who  died  within  the  Year  ®f  our  Redemption, 
Four  hundred  twenty  fix;  and  Charles  th^ Great 

Subdtfd  the  Saxons,  and  did  fe'at  the  French 
Beyond  the  River  Sala,  in  the  Year 
Eight  hundred  five.  Befides,  their  Writers  fay, 
King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Childerickj 
Did,  as  Heir  general,  being  defcended 
OF  Blithild,  which  was  Daughter  to  King  Cloihair, 
Make  Claim  and  Title  to  the  Crown  of  France: 

Hngh  Capet  alfo,  who  ufurp'd  the  Crown 
Of  Charles  the  Duke  of  Lorain,  fole  Heir- male 
Of  the  true  Line  a>nd  Stock  of  Charles  the  Great: 

Y  2,  To 
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To  find  his  Title  with  fome  fhews  of  truth, 
Though  in  pure  truth  it  was  corrupt  and  naught, 

Convey'd  himfelf  as  th'Heir  to  th'Lady  Lingare> Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  Son 
To  Lewis  the  Emperor,  and  Lewis  the  Son 
Of  Charles  the  Great :  Alfo  King  Lewis  the  Tenth, 
Who  was  fole  Heir  to  the  Ufurper  Capet, 
Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  Confcience, 

Wearing  the  Crown  of  France •,  'till  fatisfy'd, 
That  fair  Queen  Ifabely  his  Grandmother, 
Was  Lineal  of  the  Lady  Ermengarc, 
Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lorain : 
By  the  which  Marriage,  the  Line  of  Charles  the  Great 
Was  re-united  to  the  Crown  of  France. 

So,  that  as  clear  as  is  the  Summer's  Sun, 
King  Pepin's  Title,  and  Hugh  Capet*s  Claim, 
King  Lewis  his  Satisfaction, 'all  appear 
To  hold  in  Right  and  Title  of  the  Female : 
So  do  the  Kings  of  France  upon  this  Day. 
Howbeit,  they  would  hold  up  this  Salike  Law, 
To  bar  your  Highnefs  claiming  from  the  Female, 
Arid  rather  chufe  to  hide  them  in  a  Net, 
Than  amply  to  make  bare  their  crooked  Titles, 
Ufurpt  from  you  and  your  Progenitors.  [Claim  ? 

K.Henry.  May  I  With  Right  and  Confcience  make  this 
Cant.  The  Sin  upon  my  Head,  dread  Soveraign : 

For  in  the  Book  of  Number s9  it  is  writ, 
When  the  Man  dies,  let  the  Inheritance 
Defcend  unto  the  Daughter.     Gracious  Lord, 
Stand  for  your  own,  unwind  your  bloody  Flag* 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  Anceftors; 

Go,  my  dread  Lord,  to  your  great  Grandfire's  Tomb, 
From  whom  you  claim;  invoke  his  Warlike  Spirit, 
And  your  great  Unkle,  Edward  the  Black  Prince, 

Who  on  the  French  Ground  play'd  a  Tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  Power  of  France  : 
Whiles  his  moil;  Mighty  Father  on  a  Hill, 

Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  Lion's  Whelp 
Forage  in  Blood  of  French  Nobility. 
O  noble  Englijb%  that  could  entertain, 
With  half  their  Forces,  the  full  Pride  of  France9 
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And  let  another  half  ftand  laughing  by, 
And  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action. 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  puiflant  Arm  renew  their  Feats ; 
You  are  their  Heir,  you  fit  upon  their  Throne: 
The  Blood  and  Courage  that  renowned  therr, 
Runs  in  your  Veins;  and  my  thrice-puiffant  Liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-Wloxn  of  his  Youth, 
Ripe  for  Exploits  and  mighty  Enterprifes. 

Exe.  Your  Brother  Kings  and  Monarchs  of  the  Earth 
Do  all  expect,  that  you  mould  rouze  your  felf, 
As  did  the  former  Lions  of  your  Blood.  [might ; 

Weft.  They  know  your  Grace  hath  caufe,  and  means,  and 
So  hath  your  Highnefs,  never  King  of  England 
Had  Nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  Subjects, 
Whofe  Hearts  have  left  their  Bodies  here  in  England, 

And  lyepavijlion'd  in  the  Field  of  France. 
Canux^  let  their  Bodies  follow,  my  dear  Liege, 

With  Blood,  and  Sword,  and  Fire,  to  win  your  Right: 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  Spirituality 
Will  raife  your  Highnefsfuch  a  mighty  Sum, 
As  never  did  the  Clergy,  at  one  time, 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  Anceftors. 

K.  Henry.  We  mud  not  only  arm  t'invade  the  French, 
But  lay  down  our  Proportions,  to  defend 
Againft  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us, 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  thofe  Marches,  gracious  Sovereign, 
Shall  be  a  Wall  fufficient  to  defend 

Our  Inland  from  the  pilfering  Borderers, 
K.Henry.  We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  Snatches  only, 

But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  ftill  a  giddy  Neighbour  to  us: 
For  you  fhall  read,  that  my  great  Grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  Forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot,  on  his  unfurnifht  Kingdom, 
€ame  pouring  like  a  Tide  into  a  Breach, 
With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force, 
Galling  the  gleaned  Land  with  hot  allays, 
Girding  with  grievous  Siege,  Towns  and  Caftles? 

V  1  That' 
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That  England  being  empty  of  defence, 

Hath  fhook  and  trembled  at  th'ill  Neighbourhood. 
Cant.  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harm'd,  my 

For  hear  her  but  exampl'd  by  her  felf,  [Liege, 
When  all  her  Chivalry  hath  been  in  France^  \ 
And  (he  a  mourning  Widow  of  her  Nobles, 
She  hath  her  felf  not  only  well  defended, 
But  taken  and  impounded  as  a  Stray, 
The  King  of  Scots;  whom  (he  did  fend  to  France^ 

To  fill  King  Edward's  Fame  with  Prifoner  Kings, 
And  make  his  Chronicle  as  rich  with  praife, 
As  is  the  Ouzy  bottom  of  the  Sea 
With  funken  Wrack,  and  fum-lefs  Treafuries, 

Ely,  But  there's  a  Saying  very  old  and  true, 
If  that  you  will  France  win>  then  with  Scotland  firfl  begin* 
For  once  the  Eagle,  England^  being  in  prey, 
To  her  ungarded  Neft,  the  Weazel,  Scot, 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  Princely  Eggs, 
Playing  the  Moufe  in  abfence  of  the  Cat, 
To  fpoil  and  havock  more  than  (he  can  ear, 

Exe.  It  follows  then, the  Cat  rauft  (lay  at  home: 
Yet  that  is  but  a  cruuYd  neceffity ; 

Since  we  have  Locks  to  fafeguard  NecefTaries, 
And  pretty  Traps  to  catch  the  petty  T\hieves. 
While  that  the  armed  Hand  doth  fight  abroad, 

Th'advifed  Head  defends  it  felf  at  home: 
For  Government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confent, 
Congreeing  in  a  full  snd  natural  clofe, 
Like  Mufick. 

Cant.  Therefore  doth  Heav'n  divide 
The  ftate  of  Man  in  divers  Function*, 
Setting  Endeavour  in  continual  Motion; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  Aim  or  Butt, 
Obedience;  for  fo  work  the  Honey  Bees, 
Creatures  that,  by  a  Rule  in  Nature,  teach 
The  Act  of  Order  to  a  peopled  Kingdom. 
They  have  a  King,  and  Officers  of  forts9 
Where  fome  like  Magistrates  correct  at  home: 
Others,  Ike  Merchants,  venture  Trade  abroad: 
Others^  like  Soldiers  armed  in  their  ftirigs, Make 
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Maie  boot  upon  the  Summer's  Velvet  buds: 
Which  Pillage,  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  Tent-Royal  of  their  Emperor : 
Who  bufied  in  his  Majefty,  furveys 
The  finging  Mafon  building  Roofs  of  Gold, 
The  civil  Citizens  kneading  up  the  Honey; 
7  he  poor  Mechanick  Porters,  crowding  in 
7  heir  heavy  Burthens  at  his  narrow  Gate: 

The  fad-ey'd  Juftice,  with  his  furly  hum, 
Delivering  o'er  to  Executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  Drone,   I  this  infer, 
7  hat  many  things  having  full  reference 
To  one  confent,  may  work  contrarioufly : 
As  many  Arrows  loofed  feveral  ways 
Come  to  one  mark;  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  Town, 
As  many  frefh  Streams  meet  in  one  fait  Sea; 

As  many  Lines  clofe  in  the  Dial's  center; 
So  may  a  thoufand  Actions  once  a-foot, 
And  in  one  purpofe,  and  be  all  well  born 
Without  defeat.  Therefore  to  France,  my  Liege, 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four, 
Whereof,  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  you  withal  fhall  make  all  Gallia  (hake, 
If  we  with  thrice  fuch  Powers  left  at  home, 
Cannot  defend  our  own  Doors  from  the  Dog, 
Let  us  be  worried,  and  our  Nation  lofe 

The  name  of  hardinefs  and  policy. 
K.  Henry.  Call  in  the  Meffengers  fent  from  the  Dauphin. 

Now  are  we  all  refolv'd,  and  by  God's  help 
And  yours,  the  noble  Sinews  of  our  Power; 

France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  Awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces.     Or  there  we'll  fit, 
Ruling  in  large  and  ample  Empery, 

O'er  France,  and  all  her,  almofr,  Kingly  Dukedoms, 
Or  lay  thefe  Bones  in  an  unworthy  Urn, 
Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them; 
Either  our  Hiftory  fhall  with  full  Mouth 
Speak  freely  of  our  Acts,  or  elfe  our  Grave, 
Like  Tnrkijh  Mute,  (hall  have  a  Tonguelefs  Mouth, 
Not  worftiipt  with  a  waxen  Epitaph. 

Y  4  Enter 
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Enter  Ambajfadors  of 'France. 
Now  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  Coufin  Dauphin;  for  we  hear, 
Your  Greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  King. 

Amb.  May'tpleafe  your  Maj'efly  to  give  us  leave Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  Charge : 
Or  mall  we  fparingly  (hew  you  far  off 

The  Dauphin's  Meaning,  and  our  Embaffie. 
K.  Henry.  We  are  no  Tyrant,  but  a  Chriftian  King, 

Unto  whofe  Grace  our  Paffion  is  as  fubje<5r, 

As  are  our  Wretches  fetter'd  in  our  Prifons: 
Therefore  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainefs, 
Tell  us  the  Dauphins  Mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then  in  few. 

You  Highnefs,  lately  fending  into  France^ 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  PredeceiTor,King  Edward  the  Third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  Claim,  the  Prince  our  Matter 
Says  that  you  Savour  too  much  of  your  Youth, 

And  bids  you  be  advis'd :  There's  nought  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  Galliard  won; 
You  cannot  revel  into  Dukedoms  there: 

He  therefore  fends  you,  meeterfor  your  Spirit, 
This  Tun  of  Treafure;   and  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you  let  the  Dukedoms  that  you  claim 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  fpeaks. 

K.  Henry.  What  Treafure,  Uncle  ? 
Exe.  Tennis-balls,  my  Liege. 

X".  Henry.  Wearegladthe2>^^/'«isfopIeafant  with  us. His  Prefent,  and  your  Pains  we  thank  you  for ; 

When  we  have  match'd  our  Rackets  to  thefe  Balls, 
We  will  in  France^  by  God's  Grace,  play  a  fet 
Shall  ftrike  his  Father's  Crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him  he  hath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  Wrangler, 
That  all  the  Courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 
With  Chaces.     And  we  underftand  him  well, 

And  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days, 
Not  meafuringwhatufe  we  made  of  them. 

We  never  valu'd  this  poor  Seat  of  England^ 
And  tkerefore  living  hence,  did  give  our  felf 

To  barbarous  licence  j  as 'tis  evqr  common. 
That 
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That  men  are  merrieft  when  they  are  from  home  : 

But  tell  the' Dauphin,  I  will  keep  my  State, 
Be  like  a  King,  and  mew  my  Sail  of  Greatnefs, 
When  I  do  rowfeme  in  my  Throne  of  France. 
For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  Majefty, 
And  plodded  like  a  Man  for  working  days: 
But  I  will  rife  there  with  fofull  a  Glory, 
That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  Eyes  of  France, 
Yea  ftrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 
And  tell  the  pleafant  Prince,  this  Mock  of  his 

Hath  turn'd  his  Balls  to  Gun-ftones,  and  his  Soul 
Shall  Hand  fore  charged,  for  the  wafteful  Vengeance 
That  mall  fly  with  them:    For  many  a  thoufand  Widows 
Shall  this  his  Mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  Husbands; 
Mock  Mothers  from  their  Sons,  mock  Caftles  down: 
And  fome  are  yet  ungotten  and  unborn, 
That  fhall  have  caufe  to  curfe  the  Dauphins  Scorn. 
But  this  lyes  all  within  the  Will  of  God, 
To  whom  I  do  appeal,  and  in  whofe  Name 
Tell  you  the  Dauphin^  I  am  coming  on, 
To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  caufe. 
So  get  you  hence  in  Peace,  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 
His  Jeft  will  favor  but  of  ihallow  Wit, 
When  thoufands  weep  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 
Convey  them  with  fafe  Conduct.     Fare  ye  well. 

[Exeunt  jimbaffadors. 
Exe.  This  was  a  merry  MelTage. 
K.  Henry.  We  hope  to  make  the  Sender  blufh  at  it : 

Therefore,  my  Lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  Expedition ; 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  France* 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  bufinefs. 
Therefore  let  our  Proportions  for  thefe  Wars 
Be  foon  collected,  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may  with  reafonable  fwiftnefs  add 
More  Feathers  to  our  Wings :  For  God  before, 

Well  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  Father's  door. 
Therefore  let  every  Man  now  task  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  ASion  may  on  foot  be  broughte        [Exeunt. 
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Flour  i fly.  Enter  Chorus, 

Now  all  the  Youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
And  (liken  Dalliance  in  the  Wardrobe  lyes : 

Now  thrive  the  Armourers,  and  Honour's  thought 
Reigns  folely  in  the  bread  of  every  Man. 
.They  fell  the  Pafture  now,  to  buy  the  Horfe, 
Following  the  Mirror  of  all  Chriftian  Kings. 
With  winged  heels,  as  Englijh  Mercuries, 
For  now  fits  Expectation  in  the  Air, 
And  hides  a  Sword,  from  Hilts   unto  the  Point, 
With  Crowns  imperial,  Crowns  and  Coronets, 

Promis'd  to  Harry,   and  his  Followers. 
The  French  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 
Of  this  mofl:  dreadful  preparation, 
Shake  in  their  fear,  and  with  pale  Policy 
Seek  to  divert  the  Englijh  purpofes. 
O  England!   Model  to  thy  inward  Greatnefs, 
Like  little  Body  with  a  mighty  Heart ; 

What  might'll:  thou  do,  that  Honour  would  thee  do, 
Were  all  thy  Children  kind  and  natural : 
But  fee,  thy  fault  France  hath  in  thee  found  out, 
A  neft  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  he  fills 
With  treacherous  Crowns,  and  three  corrupted  men: 
One  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge;  and  the  fecond, 
Henry  Lord  Scroop  of  MaJJiam;  and  the  third, 
Sir  Thomas  Gray  Knight  of  Northumberland, 

Have  for  the' Gilt  of  France,  (O  Guilt  indeed!^ 
Confirm'd  Confpiracy  with  fearful  France, 
And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  Kings  muft  dye? 
If  Hell  and  Treafon  hold  their  Promifes, 

E'er  he  take  (hip  for  France;  and  in  Southampton^ 
Linger  your  patience  on,  and  we'll  digeft 
Th'abufe  of  diftance;  force  a  play  : 
The  Sum  is  pay'd,  the  Traitors  are  agreed, 
The  King  is  fet  for  London,  and  the  Scene  .3 
Is  now  tranfported,  Gentles,  to  Southampton, 
There  is  the  Play-houfe  now,  there  muft  you  Cit9 
And  thence  to  France  fhall  we  convey  you  fafe, 
And  bring  you  back :  Charming  the  narrow  Seas 
To  give  you  gentle  Pafs;  for  if  we  may, 

We'll  not  offend  one  ftomach  with  our  Play, But 
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But  till  the  King  come  forth,  and  not  till  then, 
Unto  Southampton  doweftiift  our  Scene.  \_Ex1t. 

Enter  Corporal  Nim,  and  Lieutenant  Bardolpb. 

"Bard.  Well  met,  Corporal  Nim. 
Nim.  Good  morrow,  Lieutenant  Bardolph. 
Bard.  What,  are  Ancient  Viflol  and  you  Friends  yet? 
Nim.  For  my  part,  I  care  not:  I  fay  little;  but  when 

time  fhall  ferve,  there  mail  be  (miles,  but  that  (hall  be 
as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight,  but  I  will  wink,  and  hold  out 
mine  Iron;  it  is  but  a  fimple  one,  but  what  though?  It  will 

toft  cheefe,  and  it  will  endure  cold,  as  another  Man's  fword 
will;  and  there's  an  end. 

Bard.  I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft  to  make  you  Friends,  and 

we'll  be  all  three  fworn  brothers  to  France:  Let  it  be  fo, 
good  Corporal  Nim. 

Nim.  Faith,  I  will  live  fo  long  as  I  may,  that's  the  cer- 
tain of  it;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will  do  as 

I  may:    That  is  my  reft;  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 
Bard.  It  is  certain,  Corporal,  that  he  is  married  to  Net 

Quickly,  and  certainly  (he  did  you  wrong,  for  you  were 
troth-plight  to  her. 

Nim.  I  cannot  tell,  Things  muft  be  as  they  may;  Men 
may  deep,  and  they  may  have  their  Throats  about  them  at 
that  time,  and  fome  fay,  knives  have  edges:  It  muft  be  as 
it  may,  though  patience  be  a  tired  nsme,  yet  (he  will  plod, 
there  muft  be  Conclusions;  well,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  PiftoJ,  and  Quickly. 
Bard.  Here  comes  Ancient  Viflol  and  his  Wife;  #ood  Cor- 

poral, be  patient  here.     How  now,  mine  Hoft  Piftol? 

Tift.  Bafe  Tyke,  call'ft  thou  me  Hoft?  now  by  this 
hand,  I  fwear  I  fcorn  the  term  ;  nor  fhall  my  Nel  keep 
Lodgers. 

Quick.  No  by  my  troth,  not  long:  For  we  cannot  lodge 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  Gentlewomen  that  live  honeft- 

ly  by  the  prick  of  their  Needles,  but  it  will  be  thought  we 
keep  a  Bawdy-houfe  ftraight.  O  welliday  Lady,  if  he  be 
not  hewn  now,  we  (hall  fee  wilful  Adultery  and  Murther 
committed. 

Bard.  Good  Lieutenant^  Good  CoporaJ,  offer  nothing 
fecre. 

JSfim*  Piftio 
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Pift.  Pifh  for  thee,  Ifiand  Dog  ;  thou  prick-ear'd  Cur  of 
IJland* 

Quick*  Good  Corporal  Mm,  mew  thy  Valour,  and  put 
up  thy  Sword. 

Nim.  Will  you  (hog  off  ?  I  would  have  you  Solus. 
Pift.  Solus,  egregious  Dog!  O  Viper  vile;  The  fo lus  in 

thy  mod  marvellous  Face,  the  folus  in  thy  Teeth,  and  in  thy 
Throat,  and  in  thy  hateful  Lungs,  yea  in  thy  Maw  perdy ; 
and  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafty  Mouth.  I  do  retort 

the  folus  in  thy  Bowels;  for  I  can  take,  and  Pi/lot's  cock  is 
up,  and  flaming  fire  will  follow. 

Nim.  I  am  not  Barbafon  you  cannot  conjure  me :  I  have 
an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  well;  If  you  grow  foul 
with  me,  Piftol,  I  will  fcour  you  with  my  Rapier,  as  I 
may  in  fair  terms.  If  you  would  walk  off,  I  would  prick 

your  Guts  a  little  in  good  terms,  as  I  may,  and  that's  the humour  of  it. 

Pift.  O  Braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  Wight* 
The  Grave  doth  gape,  and  doating  Death  is  near, 
Therefore  exhale. 

B*rd.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  fay :  He  that  ftrikes  the 

firft  ftroak,  I'le  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a  Soldier, 
Pift,  An  Oath  of  mickle  might,  and  fury  mall  abate. 

Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give :  Thy  fpirits  are 
moft  tall. 

Nim,  I  will  cut  thy  throat  one  time  or  other  in  fair  terms, 
that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pift.  Couple  a  gorge,  that  is  the  word.  Idefie  thee  again* 

O  hound  of  Creet,  think'ft  thou  my  Spoufe  to  get  ?  No,  to 
the  Spittle go,  and  from  the  Powdring  tub  of  infamy,  fetch 

forth  the  Lazar  Kite  of  Crejfid's  kind,  Dol  Tear-fheet,  fhe  by 
name,  and  her  efpoufe.  I  have,  and  I  will  hold  the  Quon- 

dam Quickly  for  the  only  (he;  and  Pauca,  there's  enough  ta 

gotoT" 
Enter  the  Boy, 

Boy.  Mine  Hoft  Piflol,  you  mufl  come  to  my  Matter, 
and  your  Hoftefs:  He  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed.  Good 
Bardolph,  put  thy  face  between  the  meets,  and  do  the  Office 

of  a  Warming-pan:  Faith,  he's  very  ill. 
Bard.  Away,  you  Rogue., 
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Ouickj  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  Crow  a  pudding  one 
of  chefe  days ;  the  King  has  kilfd  his  heart.  Good  Huf- 
band  come  prefently.  [Exit  Quick. 

Bard.  Come,  fhall I  make  you  two  Friends?  We  muft  to 
Trance  together;  why  the  Devil  lhould  we  keep  Knives  to 

cut  one  another's  Throats  ? 

Pift.  Let  Flouds  o'erfwell,  and  Fiends  for  Food  howl  on. 
Nim.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  Shillings,    I  won  of  you 

at  Betting. 
Pift.  Bafe  is  the  Slave  that  pays. 

Nim.  That  now  I  will  have;    that's  the  humour  of  it. 
Pift.  As  Manhood  fh all  compound;  pufh  home.     [Draw. 
Bard.   By  this  Sword,    he   that  makes  the  firft   thruft, 

Pie  kill  him;  by  this  Sword  I  will. 
Pift.  Sword  is  an  Oath,  and  Oaths  muft  have  their  courfe. 
Bard,  Corporal  Nim,  and  thou  wilt  be  Friends,  be  Friends; 

and  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  Enemies  with  me  too;  pre- 
thee  put  up. 

Pift.   A  Noble  malt  thou  have,   and  prefent  Pay,    and 
Liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to   thee,   and  Friendfhip  fhall 

combine  ,    and   Brotherhood.      I'll     live   by   Nim ,    and 
Nim  (hall  live  by  me,  is  not  this  juft  .<*  For  I  fhall  Sutler  be 
unto  the  Camp,  and  Profits  will  accrue.     Give  us  thy  hand. 

Nim.  I  fhall  have  my  Noble? 
Pift.  In  cafh,  moft  juftly  paid. 

Nim.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of't. 
Enter  Hoftefs. 

Hoft.  As  ever  you  came  of  Women,    come  in  quickly 

to  Sir  John:  A  poor  heart,  he  is  fo  fhak'dof  a  burning  quo- tidian Tertian,  that  it  is  moft  lamentable  to  behold.     Sweet 
Men,  come  to  him. 

Nim.  The  King  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  Knight, 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Pift.  Nim,  thou  hail:  fpoke  the  right,  his  heart  is  fra&ed 
and  corrroborate. 

Nim.  The  King  is  a  good  King,  but  it  muft  be  as  it  may; 
he  paffes  fome  humours  and  carreers. 

Pift.  Let  us  condole  the  Knight,for,Lambkins,we  will  live. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Weftmorland. 

Bed.  Fore  God,  his  Grace  is  bold  to  truft  thefe  Traitors. 

Exe. 
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Exe.  They  mall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 
Weft.  How  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves. 

As  if  Allegiance  in  their  Bofoms  fate, 
Crowned  with  Faith  and  conftant  Royalty. 

Bed.  The  King  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  Man  that  was  his  Bedfellow! 

Whom  he  lath  lull'd  and  cloy'd  with  gracious  favours, 
That  he  mould,  for  a  Foreign  Purfe,    fo  fell 

His  Soveraign's  life  to  death  and  treachery. 
[Sound  Trumpets* 

Enter  the  King>  Scroop,  Cambridge,  and  Gray. 
K.  Henry.  Now  fits  the  Wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 

My  Lord  of  Cambridge^  and  my  kind  Lord  of  Mafloamy 
And  you  my  gentle  Knight,  give  me  your  thoughts  :^ 
Think  you  not,  that  the  Powers  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  pafTage  through  the  Force  of  France  ? 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  acl:, 
For  which  we  have  in  head  affembled  them.' 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  Liege;  if  each  Man  do  his  beft. 
K.  Henry.  I  doubt  not  that,  fince  we  are  well  perfuaded* 

We  carry  not  a  Heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  net  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours: 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifh 
Suceefs  and  Conqueft:  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  Monarch  better  fe*ar'd  and  lov'd, 
Than  is  your  M  jefty;  there's  not,  I  think,  a  Subject 
That  fits  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  made  of  your  Government. 

Gray.  True ;  thofe  that  were  your  Father's  Enemies, 
Have  fteept  their  Gauls  in  Honey,  and  do  obferve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty,  and  of  zeal. 

K.  Henry.  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thankfulnefs  5 
And  mail  forget  the  OSice  of  our  hand, 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  defert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scroop.  So  Service  fhall  with  fteeled  finews  toil, 
And  labour  mail  refrefh  it  felf  with  hope, 
To  do  your  Grace  incefTant  fer vices. 

K.Henry.  We  judge  no  lefs.  Uncle  of  Exeter9 
Inlarge  the  Man  committed  yefterday, 

~    ""  That 
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That  rail'd  agairjft  our  Perfon :  We  confider, 
It  was  excefs  of  Wine  that  fet  him  on, 
And  on  his  more  advice,  We  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  Mercy,  but  too  much  Security: 
Let  him  be  punifh'd,    Soveraign,  left  Example 
Breed,  by  his  fufferance,  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

K.  Henry.  O  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 
Cam.  So  may  your  Highnefs,  and  yet  punifh  too. 
Gray.  Sir,   you  ihew  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  Life, 

After  the  tafte  of  much  Correction. 

K.  Henry.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me, 

Are  heavy  Orifons  'gainft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults,  proceeding  on  diftemper, 

Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  mail  we  ftretch  our  Eye 
When  Capital  Crimes,  chew'd,  fwallow'd,  and  digefled 
Appear  before  m  f  We'll  yet  enlarge  that  Man, 
Though  Cambridge,    Scroops   and  Gray,    in  their  dear  care 
And  tender  prefervation  of  our  Perfon, 
Would  have  him  puniflTd.     And  now  to  our  French  Caufcs, 
Who  are  the  late  Com  mi  (lion  ers? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  Lord, 
Your  Highnefs  bad  me  ask  for  it  to  day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,   my  Liege. 
Gray.  And  I,  my  Royal  Soveraign. 
K.  Henry.  Then  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge,  there  is  yours : 

There  yours  Lord  Scroop  of  Mafliam,  and  Sir  Knight, 
Gray  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  yours: 
Read  them,  and  know  I,  know  your  worthinefs. 
My  Lord  of  Weflmorland,  and  Uncle  Exeter, 
We  will  aboard  to  night.     Why,  how  now  Gentlemen? 
What  fee  you  in  thofe  Papers,  that  you  lofe 
So  much  Complexion  ?  Look  ye  how  they  change ! 
Their  Cheeks  are  Paper.  Why,  what  read  you  there. 

That  hath  fo  cowarded  and  chae'd  your  Blood 
Out  of  appearance? 

Camb.  I  do  confefs  my  fault, 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  Highnefs  mercy; 

Gray.  Scroop.  To  which  we  all  appeal. 
K.  Henry.  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late, 

By  your  own  Counfel  is  fuppreft  and  kilPd  : 
Xqu  muft  not  dare,  for  ftiame,  to  talk  of  mercy, For 
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For  your  own  Reafons  turn  into  your  Bofoms, 
As  Dogs  upon  their  Mafters,  worrying  you. 
See  you,  my  Princes  and  my  Noble  Peers, 
Thefe  Englift  Monfters !  My  Lord  of  Cambridge  here* 
You  know  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
To  furnifh  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  Honour ;  and  this  Man, 

Hath  for  a  few  light  Crowns,   lightly  confpir'd 
And  fworn  unto  the  practices  of  France 
To  kill  us  here  at  Hampton.     To  the  which, 
This  Knight,  no  lefs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  like  wife  fworn.  But  O  ! 
What  fh all  I  fay  to  thee,  Lord  Scroop,  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  favage,    and  inhuman  Creature! 

Thou  that  did'ft  bear  the  Key  of  all  my  Counfels* 
That  knew*!!:  the  very  bottom  of  my  Soul, 
That,  almoft,  might'ft  have  coin'd  me  into  (Uold, 
Would'!!:  thou  havepra&is'don  me,  for  thyufe? 
May  it  be  poflible,  that  Foreign  hire 
Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  fpark  of  Evil 

That  might  annoy  my  finger?  'Tis  fo  ftrange, 
That  though  the  truth  of  it  ftand  off  as  grofs, 
As  black  and  white,  my  Eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 
Treafon  and  Murther,  ever  kept  together, 

As  two  yoak  Devils  fworn  to  either's  purpofe, 
Working  fo  groily  in  a  Natural  Caufe, 
That  admiration  did  not  hoop  at  them. 

But  thou,  'gainft  all  Proportion,  didft  bring  in Wonder  to  wait  on  Treafon,  and  on  Murther: 
And  whatfoever  cunning  Fiend  it  was 
That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepofteroufly, 
Hath  got  the  voice  in  Hell  for  excellence  : 
And  other  Devils  that  fuggefl:  By-Treafons, 
Do  botch  and  bungle  up  Damnation, 
With  Patches,  Colours,  and  with  Forms,  being  fetcht 
From  gliuVring  Semblances  of  Piety  : 

But  he  that  temper'd  thee,  bad  thee  ftand  up, 
Gave  thee  no  inftance  why  thou  mouldft  do  Treafon, 
Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  Traitor. 

If  that  fame  Daemon  that  hath  guli'd  thee  thus, 
Should  with  his  Lion-gate  walk  the  whole  world, 

^  He 
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He  may  return  to  vafty  Tartar  back, 

And  tell  the  Legions,  I  can  never  win 

A  Soul  To  eafie  as  that  EngUflmans. 

Oh,  how  haft  thoa  with  Jealoufie  infected 
The  fweetnefs  of  Affianct!  Shew  Men  dutiful? 

Why  fo  didft  thou.    Seem  they  Grave  and  Le arced  ? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.  Come  they  of  Noble  Family? 

Why  fo  didft  thou.     Stem  they  Religious? 
Why  fo  didft  thou.     Or  are  they  fpare  in  Diet, 
Free  from  grofs  Paffion,  or  of  Mirth,  or  Anger, 
Conftant  in  Spirir,  not  fwerving  with  the  Blood, 

GarniuYd  and  deck'd  in  modeft  Complement* 
Not  working  with  the  Eye,  without  the  Ear, 
And  but  in  purged  Judgment  trufting  neither? 
Such  and  fo  finely  boulted  didft  thou  feem: 

And  thus  thy  Fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  b!or, 
To  make  thee  full  fraueht  Man,  the  beft  endued 

With  fome  fufpicion,    I  will  weep  for  thee. 
For  this  revolt  of  thine  methinks  is  like 

Another  fall  of  Man.     Their  Faults  are  open, 
Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  Law 

And  God  acquit  them  of  their  Practices. 
Exe.  I  arreft  thee  of  HighTreafon,  by  the  Name  of  Ri~ 

chard  Earl  of  Cambridge* 

I  an  eft  thee  of  High  Treafon,   by  the  Name  of  Thomas 
Lord  Scroop  of  Adafljam, 

I  arreft  thee  of  High  TFeafon,  by  the  Name  of  Thtmat 
Grey,  Knight  of  Northumberland. 

Scroop.  Our  Purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcover'd, 
And  I  repent  my  Fault  more  than  my  Death; 
Which  I  befeech  your  Highnefs  to  forgive, 
Although  my  Body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me  the  Gold  of  France  did  not  feduce, 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive, 
The  fooner  to  effed:  what  I  intended; 

Bur,  God  be  thanked  for  prevention, 
Which  I  in  fufferance  heartily  will  rejoyce  fori 
Befeeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Gray.  Never  did  faithful  Subject  more  rejoyce 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  Treafon, 

ji  Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  my  ki^ Vol.  HI.  Z  Prcvtated 



1 3 14  *$*  LIFE  of 
Prevented  from  a  damned  Enterprize: 
My  Faulr,  but  not  my  Body,  pardon,  Sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  God  quit  you  in  his  Mercy  ;  hear  your  Sentence  : 

You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  Royal  Perfon, 
Join'd  with  an  Enemy  proclaim'd,  and  from  his  Coffers 
Receiv'd  the  golden  Earneft  of  our  Death ; 
Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  King  to  (laughter, 
His  Princes  and  Jiis  Peers  to  Servitude, 

His  Subjects  to  Oppreffion  and  Contempt, 
And  his  whole  Kingdom  into  Delblation: 
Touching  our  Perfon,  (eek  we  no  Revenge, 

But  we  our  Kingdom's  fafety  muft  fo  tender, 
Whofe  Ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  Laws 
We  do  deliver  you.     Get  you  therefore  hence, 

Poor  miferable  "Wretches,  to  your  Death ; 
The  tafte  whereof  God  of  his  Mercy  give 
You  patience  to  endure,  and  true  Repentance 
Of  ail  your  dear  Offences.     Bear  them  hence.       \Exmnu 
Now,  Lords,  for  France,  the  Enterprize  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you  as  us,  like  glorious. 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  War, 
Since  God  fo  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  Treafon  lurking  in  our  way, 
To  hinder  our  beginning.     We  doubt  not  now, 
But  every  Rub  is  fmoothed  in  our  way  : 
Then  forth,  dear  Country-men;  let  us  deliver 
Our  PuiiTance  into  the  Hand  of  God, 
Putting  it  ftreight  in  expedition. 
Chearly  to  Sea,  the  figns  of  War  advance, 
No  King  of  England^  if  not  King  of  France.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Piftol,  Nim,  Bardolph,  Boy,  and  Hoftefs. 
Hoft.  Prethee  Honey,  fweet  Husband,  let  me  bring  thee 

to  Staines,  / 

Piftol.  No,  for  my  manly  Heart  doth  yern.  Bardelph, 
be  blith  :  Nim,  rouze  thy  vaunting  Veins :  Boy,  brittle  thy 
Courage  up ;  for  Falftaff  he  is  dead,  and  we  muft  yern  there- 
fore. 

Bard.  Would  I  were  with  him  wherefoe'er  he  is,  eithe in  Heaven,  or  in  Hell. 

Haft*  Nay,  fure,  he's  not  in  Hell;  he's  in  Arthurs  Bo- 
forn,  if  ever  Man  went  to  Arthurs  Bofom;  he  made  a  finer 

end, 

' 
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end,  and  went  away  and  it  had  been  any  Chrifom  Child; 

a  parted  juft  between  Twelve  and  One,  ev'n  at  the  turning 
o'th'  Tyde ;  for  after  I  faw  him  fumble  with  the  Sheets, 
and  play  with  Flowers,  and  fmile  upon  his  Fingers  end,  I 
knew  there  was  but  one  way ;  for  his  Nofe  was  as  (harp  as  a 
Pen,  and  a  Table  of  Green  Fields.  How  new,  Sir  John\ 
quoth  I.  Wha-  Man  ?  be  a  good  Cheer;  fo  a  cried  out,  God, 
God,  God,  three  or  four  times  :  Now  I,  to  comfort  him, 

bid  him  a  fhould  not  think  of  God ;  I  hop'd  there  was  no 
need  trouble  himfelf  with  any  fuch  Thoughts  yet :  fo  a  bad 
me  lay  more  Clothes  on  his  Feet:  I  put  my  Hand  into  the 
Bed  and  felt  them,  and  they  were  as  cold  as  a  Stone  :  Then 
I  felt  to  his  Knees,  and  fo  upward  and  upward,  all  was  as 
cold  as  any  Stone. 

Nim.  They  fay  he  cried  out  of  Sack. 
Hoft.  Ay,  that  a  did. 
Bard.  And  of  Women. 

Hoft.  Nay,  that  a  did  not. 
Boy.  Yes,  that  a  did,  and  faid  they  were  Devils  In- 

carnate. 

Hoft.  A  could  never  abide  Carnation,  'twas  a  Colour 
he  never  lik'd. 

Boy.  A  faid  once,  the  Deule  would  have  him  about 
Women. 

Hoft.  A  did  in  fome  fort,  indeed,  handle  Women;  but 

then  he  was  rheumatick  and  talk'd  of  the  Whore  of  Babylon. 
Boy.  Do  you  not  remember  a  faw  a  Flea  flick  upon  Bar- 

dolph's  Nofe,  and  faid  it  was  a  black  Soul  burning  in  Hell. 
Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone  thit  maintained  that  Fire: 

That's  all  the  Riches  I  got  in  his  Service. 
Nim.  Shall  we  fhogg  ?  the  King  will  be  gone  from 

ShoHthampton. 

Pift.  Come,  let's  away.  My  Love,  give  me  thy  Lips : 
Look  to  my  Chattels,  and  Moveables  ;  let  Senfes  ̂ rule  ; 
the  world  is,  Pitch  and  pay;  truit  none,  for  Oaths  arc  Straws, 
Mens  Faiths  are  Wafer-Cakes,  and  hold-faft  is  the  only  Dog; 
my  Duck,  therefore,  Caveto  be  thy  Counfellor.  Go,  clear 
thy  Chriftals.  Yoke-fellows  in  Arms,  let  us  to  France^  like 

Horfe-leeches,  my  Boys,  to  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  Blood 
to  fuck. 

Z  2,  Boy. 
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Boy.  And  that's  but  unwholforne  Food,  they  fay. 
Pifi.  Touch  her  foft  Mouth,  and  march. 
Bard.  FareweJ,  Hoftefs. 

Nim*  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it;  but  adieu* 

Pift.  Let  Houfwifery  appear,*  keepclofe,  I  thee  command- 
Moft.  Farewel ;  adieu.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  French  King*  the  Dauphin,  the  Duke  of  Burg  in dy, 
and  the  Conftable. 

Fr.King.  Thus  come  the  Englijli  with  full  Power  upon  us, 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  anfwer  Royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  Dukes  of  Berry  and  of  Britain, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans  mall  make  forth, 
And  you,  Prince  Dauphiny  with  all  fwift  difpatch; 
To  line  and  new  repair  our  Towns  of  War 
With  Men  of  Courage,  and  with  means  defendant: 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce 
As  Waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  Gulf. 
It  fits  us  then  to  be  as  provident 
As  Fear  may*  teach  us,  out  of  late  Examples, 
JLefc  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  Englifo, 
Upon  our  Fields. 

Dau.  My  moft  redoubted  Father, 

It  is  moft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  Foe: 
For  Peace  it  felf  mould  not  fo  dull  a  Kingdom, 

(Tho1  War,  nor  no  known  Quarrel  were  in  queftion^ 
But  that  Defences,  Mufters,  Preparations, 

Should  be  maintain'd,  afTembled  and  collected, 
As  were  a  War  in  expectation. 

Therefore,  I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  f*o  forth, 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France : 
And  let  us  do  it. with  no  fhew  of  Fear; 
No,  with  no  more  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bufied  with  a  Whitfon  Morris-dance: 

For,  my  good  Liege,  (he  is  fo  idly  King'd, 
Her  Scepter  fo  fantaftically  born, 
By  a  vain,  giddy,  fh allow,  humorous  Youth, 
That  Fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  Peace,  Prince  Dauphin, 
You  are  too  much  miftaken  in  this  King : 
Queftion  your  Grace  the  late  Ambaffadors* 

With 
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With  what  great  State  he  heard  their  Embaffie, 

How  well  fupply'd  with  Noble  Councellors, 
How  modeft  in  exception,  and,  withal, 
How  terrible  in  conftant  Refolution : 

And  you  rtiail  find  his  Vanities  fore-fpent 
Were  but  the  out-fide  of  the  Roman  Br%tnsy 
Covering  Difcretien  with  a  Coat  of  Tolly  ; 
As  Gardeners  do  with  Ordure  hide  thofe  Roots 

That  fhall  fir/1  fpring,  and  be  moll:  delicate. 

Dan.  Well, 'tis  not.fo,  my  Lord  High  Conftable. 
But  tho'  we  think  it  fo,  it  is  no  matter: 
In  caufes  of  Defence,  'tis  beft  to  weigh 
The  Enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems, 

So  the  Proportions  of  defence  are  fiil'd; 
Which  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection, 
Doth,  like  a  Mifer,  fpoil  his  Coat  with  fcanting 
A  little  Cloath. 

Fr.  King.  Think  we  King  Harry  ftrong ; 
And  Princes,  Io:k,  you  flrongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  Kindred  of  him  hath  been  fkuVd  upon  us: 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  firain 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  Paths ; 
Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  ShamfJ 
When  Crejjy  Battel  fatally  was  ftruck, 

And  all  our  Princes  captiv'd  by  the  Hand 
Of  that  black  Name,  Edward,  black  Prince  of  Walesi 
Whiles  that  his  Mountain  Sire*  on  Mountain  ftanding, 
Up  in  the  Air,  crown'd  with  the  Golden  Sun, 
Saw  his  Heroick  Seed,  and  fmii'd'  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  Nature,  and  deface 
The  Patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  Fathers 
Had  twenty  Years  been  made.     This  is  a  Stem 
Of  that  Victorious  Stock;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  him. 

Enter  a  Afejfenger* 

Mejf.  AmbafTadors  from  Harry,  King  of  England^ 
Do  crave  admittance  toyourMajefty. 

Fr.  King.  We'll  give  them  prefent  Audience. 
Go,  and  bring  them. 

You  fee  this  Chafe  is  hotly  followed^  Friends. 
Z  j  Daul 
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Dm*  Turn  Head,  and  ftop  purfuit;  for  Coward  Dogs 
Moft  fpend  their  Mouths,  when  what  they  feem  to  threaten 
Runs  far  before  them.     Good  my  Sovereign, 
Take  up  the  Englijlo  fhorr,  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  Monarchy  you  are  the  Head: 
Self-love,  my  Liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  Sin, 
As  felf-negle&ing. 

Enter  Exeter. 

Fr.  King.  From  our  Brother  of  England* 
Exe.  From  him,  and  thus  he  greets  your  Majefty : 

He  wills  you  in  the  Name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  deveft  your  felf,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrowed  Glories,  that,  by  gift  of  Heaven, 

By  Law  of  Nature,  and  of  Nations,  'longs 
To  him  and  to  his  Heirs ;  namely,  the  Crown ; 
And  all  wide-ftretched  Honours  that  pertain, 
ByCuftom  and  the  Ordinance  of  Times, 
Unto  the  Crown  of  France.  That  you  may  know 

'Tis  no  finifter,  nor  no  awkward  Claim, 
Pick'd  from  the  Worm-holes  of  long-vaniih'd  days, 
Nor  from  the  duft  of  old  Oblivion  rak'd, 
He  fends  you  this  moft  memorable  Line, 
In  every  Branch  truly  demonftrative, 
Willing  you  over-look  his  Pedigree; 

And  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 
From  his  moft  fam'd  of  famous  Anceftors, 
Edward  the  Third ;  he  bids  you  then  refign 
Your  Crown  and  Kingdom  indirectly  held 
From  him,  the  native  and  true  Challenger. 

Fr.  King.  Or  elfc  what  follows  \ 
Exe.  Bloody  conftraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  Crown 

Even  in  your  Hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it. 
And  therefore  in  fierce  Tempeft  is  he  coming, 
In  Thunder  and  in  Earthquake,  like  zjove: 
That  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel). 
He  bids  you,  in  the  Bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  Crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  Souls  for  whom  this  hungry  War 
Opens  his  vafty  Jaws ;  and  on  your  Head 
Turning  the  Widow's  Tears,  the  Orphans  Crys, 
The  dead  Mens  Blood?,  the  privy  Maidens  Groans, For 
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For  Husbands,.  Fathers,  and  betrothed  Lovers, 
That  fhall  be  fwallowed  in  this  Controverfie. 

This  is  his  Claim,  hisThreatning,  and  my  MefTage-,- 
Unlefs  rhe  Dauphin  be  in  prefence  here, 

To  whom  exprefly  I  bring  Greeting  too. 

Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  further : 
To  morrow  fhall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  Brother  of  England. 

Dan.  For  the  Dauphin, 
I  fta^d  here  for  him;  what  to  him  from  England? 

Exe.  Scorn  and  Defiance,flight  Regard,  Contempt, 

And  any  thing  that  may  not  mif-become 
The  mighty  Sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 

Thus  fays  my  King;  and  if  your  Father's  Highnefs 
Do  not,  in  grart  of  all  Demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  Mock  you  fent  hisMajefty  ; 

He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  Anfwer  of  it, 
That  Caves  and  wornby  Vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  Trefpafs,  and  return  your  Mock 
In  fecond  Accent  of  his  Ordinance. 

Dan,  Say,  if  my  Father  tender  fair  return, 
It  is  againft  my  will;  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  Odds  with  England;   to  that  end, 
As  matching  to  his  Youth  and  Vanity, 
I  did  prefent  him  with  the  Paris  Balls. 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louver  fhake  for  it, 
Were  it  theMiftrefs  Court  of  mighty  Europe: 

And  be  afTur'd  you'll  find  a  difference, 
As  we,  his  Subjects,  have  in  wonder  found, 
Between  the  Promife  of  his  greener  days 
And  thefe  he  matters  now;  now  he  weighs  Time 
Even  to  the  utmoft  Grain,  that  you  fhall  read 
In  your  own  LofTes,  if  he  flay  in  France. 

Fr.  King.  To  morrow  fhall  you  know  our  mind  at  full* 

\_Flo#riJh. Exe.  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  left  that  our  King 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion  our  delay, 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  Land  already. 

Fr.King.  You  fhall  be  foon  difpatch'd  with  fair  Conditions. 
A  Night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  Confequence,  [Exeunt. 

Z  4  ACT 
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ACT  II.     SCENE    I. 
Enter  Chorus, 

THus  with  imagin'd  Wing  our  fwift  Scene  flies, 
In  motion  of  no  lefs  celerity, 

Than  that  of  Thought,  Suppofe  that  you  havefeen 
The  well  appointed  King  at  Dover  P.  er, 
Embark  his  Royalty;  and  his  brave  Fitet, 
With  filken  Streamers,    the  young  Phoebus  fanning ; 
Play  with  your  Fancies;  and  in  them  behold, 
Upon  the  Hempen  Tackle,  Ship  Boys  climbing; 
Hear  the  fhrill  Whittle,  which  doth  Order  give 

To  founds  confus'd ;  behold  the  threaden  Sails, 
B^rn  with  th'  invifible  and  creeping  Wind, 
Draw  the  huge  Bottoms  thro'  the  furrow'd  Sea, 
Breaftingthe  lofty  Surge,     O,  do  but  think 
You  ftand  upon  the  Rivage,  and  behold 

A  City  on  tha  inconftant  Billows  dancings 
For  fo  appears  this  Fleet  Majeftical, 
Holding  due  courfe  to  Harfleur.     Follow,  follow. 
Grapple  your  Minds  to  ftei  nage  of  this  Navy, 
And  leave  your  England  as  dead  Midnight,  ftjlJ, 
Guarded  with  Grand  fires,  Babies  and  old  Women, 

Either  paft,  or  not  arriv'd  to  pitch  and  puifTance: 
For  who  is  he,  whofe  Chin  is  but  enrich'd 
With  one  appearing  Hair,  that  will  not  follow 
Thefe  cull'd  and  choice  drawn  Cavaliers  to  France* 
Work,  work  your  Thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  Siege  : 
Behold  the  Ordnance  on  their  Carriages, 

W»th  fatal  Mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfteur. 
Suppofe  th' AmbafTador  from  the  French  ccmesback, 
Tells  Harry,  That  the  King  doth  offer  him 
Katharine  his  Daughter,  and  with  her  to  Dowry 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  Dukedoms. 
The  Offer  likes  not;  and  the  nimble  Gunner 
With  Lynftock  now  the  devilifh  Cannon  touches. 

\jAlartn^  and  Chambers  ge  off* 
An4 
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And  down  goes  all  beforre  him.     Still  be  kind, 
And  ech  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  \_Fxit9 

Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  WGloucefter,  with 
Scaling-Laddcrs  as  before  Harflcur, 

K.Henry.  Once  more  unto  the  Breach, 
Dear  Friends,  once  more; 

Or  clofe  the  Wall  up  with  o"r  Englifb  dead: 
In  Peace  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  Man 
As  modeft  ftillnefs  and  humility : 
But  when  the  blaft  of  War  blows  in  ©ur  Ears, 

Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  Tyger; 
Stiffen  the  Sinews,  fummon  up  the  Blood, 

Difguife  fair  Nature  with  hard-favour'd  Rage; 
Then  lend  the  Eye  a  terrible  afpe<5r. ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  Head, 

Like  the  Brafs  Cannor,  let  the  Brow  o'erwhelm  it, 
As  fearfully  as  doth  a  galled  Rock 

O'er-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  Bafe, Swilfd  with  the  wild  and  wafteful  Ocean. 
Now  kt  the  Teeth,  and  ftrctch  the  Noftril  wide, 
Hold  hard  the  Breath,  and  herd  up  every  Spirit 
To  his  full  height.     On,  you  nobleft  Englifi, 
Whofe  Blood  is  fet  from  Fathers  of  War- proof ; 
Fathers,  that  like  fo  many  Alexanders, 

Have  in  thefe  parts  from  Morn  'till  Even  fought, 
And  fheath'd  their  Swords  for  lack  of  Argument; 
Difhonour  not  your  Mothers;  now  attefl, 

That  thofe  whom  you  call'd  Fathers  did  beget  you. 
Be  Copy  now  ro  Men  of  grofTer  Blood, 
And  teach  them  how  to  War ;  and  you,  good  Yeomen, 
Whofe  Limbs  were  made  in  England,  fhew  us  here 
The  mettle  of  your  Pafture :  Let  us  fwear, 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt  not; 
For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe, 
That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  Eyes. 
I  fee  you  ftand  like  Greyhounds  in  the  flips, 

Straining  upon  the  Start.     The  Game's  a-foot: 
Follow  your  Spirit;  and  upon  this  Charge, 
Cry,  God  for  Harry,  England, ̂ and  St.  George. 

\_Alarm>  and  Chambers  go  off* 

Enter 
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Enter  Nim,  Barpolph,  Piftol,  and  Boy. 
Bard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on,  to  the  Breach,  to  the  Breach. 

Nim.  'Pray  thee,  Corporal,  ftay,  the  Knocks  are  too 
hot;  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  Cafe  of  Lives; 
the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain  Song  of  it. 

Pift.  The  plain  Song  is  moft  j  uft ;  for  humours  do  abound : 

Knocks  go  and  come :  God's  Vaflals  drop  and  dye ;  and  Sword 
and  Shield,  in  bloody  Field,   doth  win  immortal  Fame. 

Boy.  \fou!d  I  were  in  an  Ale-houfe  in  London,  I  would 
give  all  my  Fame  for  a  Pot  of  Ale,  and  fafety. 

Pifl.  And  I;  if  wifhes  would  prevail  with  me,  my  pur- 
pofe  mould  not  fail  with  me;  but  thether  would  I  hye. 

Boy.  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly,  as  Bird  doth  fing  on 
bough. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Up  to  the  breach,  you  Dogs;  avant,  you  Cullions. 
Pifl.  Be  merciful,  great  Duke,  to  men  of  Mould,  abate 

thy  Rage,  abate  thy  manly  Rage ;  abate  thy  Rage,  great 
Duke.  Good  Bawcock,  bate  thy  Rage,  ufe  lenity,  fweet 
Chuck. 

Nim.  Thefe  be  good  humous ;   your  Honour  wins  bad 
umours.  [  Eqnnt* 

h  Boy.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three 
Swafhers.  I  am  Boy  to  them  all  three,  but  all  they  three, 
though  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  Man  to  me; 
for  indeed  three  fuch  Antiques  do  not  amount  to  a  Man  ; 

for  Bardolph,  he  is  white-liver'd,  and  red-fac'd;  by  the 
means  whereof,  a  faces  it  out,  but  rights  not;  for  Piftol,  he 
hath  a  killing  Tongue,  and  a  quiet  Sword  ;  by  the  means 
whereof,  a  breaks  Words,  and  keeps  whole  Weapons ; 
for  Mm,  he  hath  heard,  that  Men  of  few  Words  are  the 
beft  Men,  and  therefore  he  fcorns  to  fay  his  Prayers,  left  a 
fhould  be  thought  a  Coward  ;  but  his  few  bad  words  are 
matcht  with  as  few  good  Deeds ;  for  a  never  broke  any 

Man's  head  but  his  own,  and  that  was  againft  a  Poft,  when 
he  was  drunk.  They  will  fteal  any  thing,  and  call  it  Pur- 
chafe*  Bardolph  ftole  a  Lute-cafe,  bore  it  twelve  Leagues, 
and  fold  it  for  three  half-pence.  Nim  and  Bardolph  are 
fworn  Brothers  in  filching  ;  and  in  Calice  they  ftole  a  fire- 
{hovel.  I  knew,  by  that  piece  of  Service,  the  Men  would  carry 
Coajs*  They  would  have  me  as  familiar  with  Mens  Pocket?, 

as 
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as  their  Gloves  or  their  Hand-kerchers ;  which  makes  much 

againfl  my  Manhood,  if  I  would  take  from  another's  Pecker, 
to  put  into  mine;  for  it  is  plain  pocketting  up  of  Wrongs. 
I  muft  leave  them,  and  feekfome  better  Service  ;  their  Vil- 

lany  goes  againfl:  my  weak  Stomach,  and  therefore  I  muft 
caft  it  up.  \JExit  Boy. 

Enter  Gower. 

Gower.  Captain  Fluelleny  you  muft  come  prcfently  to  the 
Mines;  the  Duke  of  Gloucefler  would  fpeak  with  ycu, 

.Fin.  To  the  Mines  ?  Tell  you  the  Duke,  it  is  not  fo 
good  to  come  to  the  Mines;  for  look  you,  the  Mines  are 
not  according  to  the  Difciplines  of  War;  the  Concavities  of 

it  is  not  fufficient  ;  for  look  you,  thJ  adverfary,  you  may 
difcufs  unto  the  Duke,  look  you,  is  digt  himfelffour  yards 
under  the  Countermines;  by  Chefiu>  I  think  a  will  plow  up 
all,  if  there  is  not  better  directions. 

Gower.  The  Duke'  of  Glouceftcr,  to  whom  the  Order 
of  the  Siege  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irijh  man, 

a  very  valiant  Gentleman,  I'faith. 
Flu.  It  is  Captain  Machrnorrice^  is  it  not  ? 
Gower.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Chefiu  he  is  an  Afs,  as  is  in  the  World,  I  will 
verifie  as  much,  in  his  Beard  ;  he  has  no  more  directions  in 
the  true  difciplines  of  the  Wars,  look  you,  of  the  Roman 
difciplines,  than  is  a  Puppy-dog. 

Enter  Mackmorrice,  and  Captain  Jamy. 
Gower.   Here  a  comes,   and  the  Scots  Captain,   Captain 

Jamyy  with  him. 
Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  valorous   Gentleman, 

that  is  certain,  and  of  great  expedition  and  knowledge  in  the 
aunciant  Wars,1  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of  his  di- 

rections; by  Cbejbu  he  will  maintain  his  Argument  as  well 
as  any  Military  Man  in  the  World,  in  the  Difciplines  of  the 
priftine  Wars  of  the  Romans, 

Jamy.  I  fay  gudday,    Captain  Fluellen. 
Flu.  Godden  to  your  Worfliip,     good  Captain  James* 
Gower.  How  now,   Captain  Mackmorrice,  have  you  quit 

the  Mines?  have  the  Pioneers  given  o'er? 
Mack.  By  Chrifh,  Law,  tifli  ill  done;  the  Workidi  give 

over,  the  Trompet  found  the  Retreat.  By  my  hand  I 

war,  and  by  my  Father's  Soul,  the  Work  ifti  ill  done;  it 
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iih  give  over;  I  would  have blowed  up  the  Town,  foChrifh 
fave  me,  law^  in  an  hour,  O  tiih  ill  done,  tiih  ill  done; 
by  my  Hand  tiih  ill  done. 

Flu,  Captain  Mackntorrice,  I  befeech  you  now,  will 
you  vouchfafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with  you, 
as  partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplines  of  the  War, 
the  Roman  Wars,  in  the  way  of  Argument,  look  you,  and 
friendly  communication ;  partly  to  fatisfy  my  Opinion,  and 
partly  for  the  fatisfa&ion,  look  you,  of  my  Mind,  as  touch- 

ing the  direction  of  the  Military  difcipline,  that  is  the 
Point. 

Ja?»y»  It  fall  be  vary  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  Captens  bath, 
and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occafion; 
that  fal  I  marry. 
Macks  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  foChrifh  fave  me:  The 

Day  is  hot,  and  the  Weather,  and  the  Wars,  and  the  King, 
and  the  Duke;  it  is  not  time  to  difcourfe,  the  Town  is  be- 

feech'd ;  and  the  Trumpet  calls  us  to  the  Breach,  and  we 
talk,  and  by  Chrifti  do  nothing,  'tis  (hame  for  us  all;  fo  God 
fa'me  'tis  fliame  to  fhnd  ftiil,  it  is  fhame  by  my  hand;  and 
there  is  Throats  to  be  cut,  and  Works  to  be  done,  and  there 

ifti  nothing  done,  fo  Chrim  fa'me  law. 
Jamy.  By  the  Mes,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  themfelves 

to.  flomber,  ayle  degud  fervice,  or  lie  ligge  i'th'  ground  for 
it;  ay,  or  go  to  death;  and  lie  pay't  as  valoroufly  as  I  may, 
that  fa!  I  furely  do,  the  breff  and  the  long;  marry,  I  wad  full 

fain  heard  fome  queftion  'tween  you  tway. 
Flu*  Captain  Mackmorricey  I  think,  look  you,  under 

your  correction,  there  is  not  many  of  your  Nation. 
M^ck*  Of  my  Nation.?  What  ifh  my  Nation?  Ifti  a  Vil- 

lain, and  a  Baftard,  and  a  Knave,  and  a  Rafcal  f  Whatifli 
my  Nation?  Who  talks  of  my  Nation? 

Flu,  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife  than  is 
meant,  Captain  Mackmorrice^  peradventure  I  mall  think  you 
do  not  ufe  me  with  that  affability,  as  in  difcretion  yon  ought 
to  ufe  me,  look  you,  being  as  good  a  Man  as  your  felf  both 
in  the  difciplines  of  Wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth, 
and  in  other  particulars. 

Macki  I  do  not  know  you  fo  gopd  a  Man  as  my  felf,  fo 
Chrifh  fave  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Cower.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  miftake  each  other. 

Jam}. 
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Janrj.  A,  that's  a  foul  fault.  \_A  Parley  founded. 
Cower,  The  Town  founds  a  Parley. 
Flu.    Captain  Madynorrice,    when  there  is  more  better 

opportunity  to  be  required,   look  you,    I  will  be  fo  bold  as 
to  tell  you,  I  know  the  disciplines  of  War,    and  there  is  an 
€Iid.  \_Exeunt 

Enter  King  Henry,  and  all  his  Train  before  the  Gates. 
K.  Henry.  How  yet  refolves  the  Governor  of  the  Towd? 

This  is  the  liteft  Parle  we  will  admit: 

Therefore  to  our  bell  mercy  give  your  felvcs, 
Or  like  to  Men  proud  of  dvftru&ion, 
Defie  us  ro  our  worit;  for  as  I  am  a  Soldier, 
A  Name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  beft; 

If  I  begin  the  batt'ry  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-atchievcd  Harfleur, 

'Till  in  her  a(hes  fhe  lye  buried. 
The  Gates  of  Mercy  fhall  be  all  (hut  up, 
And  the  flefVd  Soldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart, 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,    (hall  range 
With  Confcience  wide  as  Hell,  mowing  like  Grafs 
Your  frefh  fair  Virgins,  and  your  flowring  Infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  War, 
Arrayed  in  flames  like  to  the  Prince  of  Fiends, 
Do  with  his  fmircht  complexion  all  fd\  feats, 
Enlinck  to  wafte  and  defolation  ? 

What  is't  to  me,  when  you  your  felves  are  caute, 
If  your  pure  Maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  Violation  ? 
What  Rein  can  hold  licentious  Wickednefs, 
When  down  the  Hill  he  holds  his  fierce  Career  I 

We  may  as  bootlefs  fpend  our  vain  Command 

Upon  th*  enraged  Soldiers  in  their  Spoil, 
As  fend  Precepts  to  the  Leviathan 
To  come  a-fhoar.  Therefore, you  men  of  Harfleur , 
Take  pity  of  your  Town  and  of  your  People, 
Whiles  yet  my  Soldiers  are  in  my  Command, 
Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  Wind  of  Grace 

O'er-bJows  the  filthy  and  contagious  Clouds 
Of  heady  Murther,  Spoil,  and  Villany. 
If  not;  why  in  a  moment  look  to  fee 
The  blind  and  bloody  Soldier,  with  foul  hand Defire 



&-j a£  The  LIFE  of 
Defire  the  Locks  of  your  fhrill-mrieking  Daughters-; 
Your  Fathers  taken  by  the  filver  Beards, 
And  their  moft  reverent  Heads  daflit  to  the  Walls: 
Your  naked  Infants  fpitted  upon  Pikes, 

While  tta  mad  Mothers,    with  their  howls  confus'd, 
Do  break  the  Clouds;  as  did  the  Wives  of  Jewry^ 
At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughter-men. 
What  fay  you?   Will  you  yield,    and  this  avoid? 

Or  guilty  in  defence  be  thus  deftroy'd  ? Enter  Governor* 

Gov.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end: 
The  Dauphin,  of  whom  Succours  we  entreated, 
Returns  us,   that  his  Powers  are  yet  not  ready, 
To  raife  fo  great  a  Siege.  Therefore,  great  King, 
We  yield  our  Town  and  Lives  to  thy  foft  Mercy : 
Enter  our  Gates,  difpofe  of  us  and  ours, 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenfible. 

JC  Henry.  Open  your  Gates:  Come, Unkle  Exeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfleur,   there  remain, 

And  fortifie  it  ftrongly  'gainft  the  French  : 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all  for  us,  dear  Unkle. 
The  Winter  coming  on,  and  Sicknefs  growing 
Upon  our  Soldiers,  we  will  retire  to  Calais. 
To  night  in  Harfieur  we  will  be  your  Gueft, 
To  morrow  for  the  March  we  are.addreft. 

[_  Flour i  ft,  and  enter  the  Town. 
Enter  Katherine  and  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Kath.  Alice,  w  as  efie  en  Angleterre,    &  tti  par  lots  blen  le 
Language. 

Alice.  Vn  feu,  Madame. 
Kath.  Je  te  prie  de  menfeigner,    il  fant   que  fapprewe  a 

parler.     Comment  appelle  vous  la  main  en  Angloisl 

Alice.  La  main,  il  efi  appelle',  de  Hand. Kath.  Be  Hand. 

Alice.  Et  ledojt. 

Kath.  Le  doyt,  me  foy  je  nubile  le  doyt,  mais  je  me  fitivien* 

dray  le  doyt,  je  penfe  qu'ils  ont  appelle  desfingres,  ouy  defingres. 
Alice.  La  main,   de  Hand%    le  doyt,  le  Fingres,    Je  penfe 

que  je  fuis  le  bon  ejcolier. 

Kath.  Jyaj  gaigne  deuz,  mots  d' 'Anglois  vlftementy  comment 
appelle  vom  hi  angles* 

Alice, 



King  Henry  V.  1 3  2.7 
Alice.  Les  ongles,  les  appellons  de  Naples. 
Kath.    De  Nay  les  efcoutez, :    dites  moy,  fi  je  parle  bien :  de 

Handy  de  Fingres,  de  Nay  les. 
Alice.  Ceft  bien  dit  Madame,  il  efi  fort  bon  Anglois. 
Kath.  Dites  moy  en  Anglois  le  bras. 
Alice.  De  Arme,  Aladame. 
Kath.  Et  le  Coude. 

Alice.  D1  Elbow. 

Kath.  D'Elbow  :    Je  in  en  faitz,  la  repetition  de  tons  Us 
mots  que  vous  myaviz>  apprins  da  a  prefent. 

Alice.  //  efi  trop  difficile  Madame,  comme  je  penfe. 
Kath.    ExcHje  moy  Alice,    efcoute,    A  Hand,  de  Fingre3  de 

Nay  les,  d?  Arme,  de  Bilbow. 

Alice,  D' elbow,  Madame. 
Kath.  O  Seigneur  Dieu,  je  m'en  oublie  d*Elbow,  comment 

appellevous  le  coU 
Alice.  De  Neckj  Madame. 

Kath.  DeNeck^  &  le  manton  f 
Alice.  De  Chin. 

Kath.  De  Sin ,    le  col,  de  Neckj  le  manton,  de  Sin. 

Alice.  Ouy.    Saufvofire  honneur  en  verite  vous  prononcies 

les  mots  aujji  droit! ,  que  le  Nat if  s  d*  Angleterre 
Kath.  Je  ne  dome  point  d*apprendre  par  la  grace  de  Di&u, 

&  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  Naves,  vous  pas  dejia  oublie  ce  que  je  vous  ay  cn- 
feigne. 

Kath.    Non,  je  reciter  ay  a  vous  promptement  d*Hand>  de 
Fingre,  de  Nay  les,  Madame. 

Alice.  De  Naylesy  Madame. 
Kath.  De  Nay  les,  de  Arme,  de  II  bow. 

Alice.  Sauf  voftre  honneur  d*  Elbow. 
Kath.  Ainfi  dis-je  d'Elbow*,  de  Nech^y  de  Sin:  comment 

appelle  vous  les  pieds  er  de  robe. 
Alice.  Le  Foot  Madame,  &  le  Count. 

Kath.  Le  Foot,  &  le  Counf :  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  ce  font  des 
mots  mauvais,  corruptible  &  impudique,  &  non  pour  les  Dames 

d *  Honneur  dufer  :  Je  ne  voudrois  prononcer  ces  mots  devant 
les  Seigneurs  de  France,  pour  tout  le  monde  I  II  faut  le  Foot, 
&  le  Count,  neant  moins.  Je  reciteray  un  autrefois  ma  le^on 

enjemble,  dHand,  de  Fingre,  de  Naylesy  d*Arme9  d'Elbow9 
de  Neckj  de  Sin,  de  Feot$  de  Count. Alice. 
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Alice.  Excellent,  Madame •, 
Kath.  Cefi  ajfez,  penr  une  fois3  allons nous  en  difner.  [Exeunfi 

Enter  the  King  of  France,  the  Dauphin,  Dnke  of  Britain,  the 
Conftable  of  France,   and  others. 

Fr.  K.  Tis  certain  he  bath  pafs'd  the  River  Some. 
Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  Lord, 

Let  us  not  live  in  France ;    let  us  quit  all* 
And  give  our  Vineyards  to  a  Barbarous  People. 

Dan.  O  Dieu  vivant!  {hall  a  few  Sprays  of  us* 

The  emptying  of  our  Father's  Luxury, 
Our  Syens,  put  in  Wild  and  Savage  Stocky 
Spirt  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  Clouds, 
And  over-look  their  Grafters? 

Brit.  Normans,  but  Baftard  Normans,  Norman  Baftards* 
Mort  de  ma  vie,  if  thus  they  march  along 
Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  fell  my  Dukedom, 
To  buy  a  ilobbry  and  a  dirty  Farm 
In  that  nook-fhotten  Ifle  of  Albion. 

Con,  Dien  de  Batailles !  where  have  they  this  Mettle? 
Is  not  their  Climate  foggy,   raw,  and  dull? 
On  whom,  as  in  defpight*   the  Sun  looks  pale, 
Killing  their  Fruit  with  Frowns?  Can  fodden  Water, 

A  Drench  for  Sur-reyn'd  Jade,  their  Barly-broth, Decod  their  cold  Blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat? 
And  mail  our  quick  Blood  fpirited  with  Wine, 
Seem  frofty  ?  O  !  for  the  Honour  of  our  Land, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  Ificles 
Upon  our  Houfes  Thatch,   whiles  a  more  frofty  Pcopte 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  Youth  in  our  rich  Fields: 
Poor  we  may  call  them*  in  their  Native  Lords. 

Dau.  By  Faith  and  Honour, 
Our  Madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  fay, 
Our  Mettle  is  bred  out,  and  they  will  give 
Their  Bodies  to  the  Luft  of  Englift  Youth, 
To  New-ftore  France  with  Baftard  Warriors. 

Brit.  They  bid  us  to  the  Englijb  Dancing  Schools, 

And  teach  Lavalta's  high,    and  fwift  Curranto's, 
Saying*  our  Grace  is  only  in  our  Heels, 
And  that  we  are  mod  lofty  Run-aways. 

Fr.  King.  Where  is  Mont  joy  >  the  Herald  ?  fpeed  him  hence^ 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  (harp  Defiance. 
Up  Princes,  and  with  Spirit  of  Honour  edged,  Mors 
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More  fliarper  than  your  Swords,  hie  to  the  Field: 

Charles  Delabreth>  High  Conftable  of  France; 
You  Duke  of  Or leans,  Bourbon,   and  of  Berry, 

Alanfon,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgundy, 

Jaques  Chatillion,  Rambures^  Vaudemont, 

Beaumont,  Grandpree,  Rouffie-,  and  Faulc  on  bridge1, 
Lojs,  Leflrale,  Bouciquall,  and  Charalojs, 
High  Dukes,  great  Princes,  Barons,  Lordf,  and   Kings 

For  your  great  Seats,  now  quit  you  of  great  fhariKs: 

Bar  Harry  England,  that  fweeps  through  our  Land 
With  Penons  painted  in  the  Blood  of  Harfleur : 
Rufh  on  his  Hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  Snow 

Upon  the  Vallies,  whofe  low  VafTal  Seat 
The  <Alfs  doth  fpit,  and  void  his  rheum  upon. 
Go  down  upon  him,   you  have  Power  enough, 
And  in  a  Captive  Chariot,  into  Roan 
Bring  him  our  Prifoner. 

Con.  This  becomes  the  Great. 

Sorry  am  I  his  Numbers  are  fo  few*, 
His  Soldiers  fick,  and  famifht  in  their  March:] 

For  I  am  fure,  when  he  fhall  fee  our  Army, 

He'll  drop  his  Heart  into  the  fink  of  Fear, 
And  for  Achievement,  offer  us  his  Ranfom. 

Fr.  King.  Therefore  Lord  Conftable,  hafte  on  Mount  joy  i 
And  let  him  fay  to  England,  that  we  fend. 
To  know  what  willing  Ranfom  he  will  give. 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  fhall  ftay  with  us  in  Roan. 

Dau,  Not  I,  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty. 
Fr»  King.  Be  patient,   for  you  mall  remain  with  us* 

Now  forth  Lord  Conftable  and  Princes  all ; 

And  quickly  brim*  us  word  of  England's  Fall.  [Exeunt* Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen. 

Gow.How  now,Captain  Fluellen,come  you  from  the  Bridge? 

Flu.  I  affure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  Services  com» 
mitted  at  the  Bridge. 

Gow.  Is  the  Duke  of  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu.  The  Duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanirrious  ts  Jlgamem- 
non±  and  a  Man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  Sou?,  and 
my  Heart,  and  my  Duty,  and  my  Life,  and  my  Living,  and 
my  uttermoft  Power.  He  is  not,  God  be  praifedand  bkifed, 
any  hurt  in  the  World,  but  keeps  the  Bridge  moft  valiantly, 

Vol.  III.  A  a  with 
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with  excellent  Difcipline.     There  is   an  ancient  Lieutenant 
there  at  the  Bridge,  I  think  in  my  very  Confcience  he  is  as 
Valiant  a  Man  as  Mark  Anthony    and  he  is  a  Man  of  no  Efti- 
mation  in  the  World,  but  I  did  fee  himdo  as  gallant  Service. 

Gow.  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu.  He  is  call'd  Ancient  PifioL Gow.  I  know  him  not. 
Enter  Piftol. 

Flu.  Here  is  the  Man. 

Pift.  Captain,  I  thee  befeech  to  do  me  favours :  The  Duke 
of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Fit*.  I,  I  praife  God,  and  I  have  merited  fome  love  at  his 
hands. 

Pift.  Bardolph9  a  Soldier  firm  and  found  of  Hearr,  and  of 

buxom  Valour,  hath  by  cruel  Fate,  and  giddy  Fortune's  fu- 
rious fickle  Wheel,  that  Goddefs  blind,  that  ftands  upon  the 

rolling  reftlefs  Stone   
Flu.  By  your  Patience,  ancient  Piftol:  Fortune  is  painted 

blind,  with  a  Muffler  before  her  Ey.s,  to  fignifie  to  you, 
that  Fortune  is  blind;  and  fhe  is  painted alfo  with  a  Wheel, 
to  fignifie  to  you,  which  is  the  Moral  of  it,  that  fhe  is  turning 
and  inconftanr,  and  mutability,  and  variation;  andherFoor, 
look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a  Spherical  Stone,  which  rowles, 
and  rowles,  and  rowles ;  in  good  truth,  the  Poet  makes  a 
mod:  excellent  defefiption  of  it:  Fortune  is  an  excellent  Mo- 
ral. 

Pift.  Fortune  is  Bardolph'sFoe,  and  frowns  on  him;  for  he 
hath  ftoln  a  Pax,  and  Hanged  muft  a  be  ;  Damned  Death; 
let  Gallows  gape  for  Dog,  let  Man  go  free,  and  let  not 
Hemp  his  Wind-pipe  fuffocate;  but  Exeter  hath  given 
the  Doom  of  Death  for  Pax  of  little  Price.  Therefore 

go  fpeak,  the  Duke  will  hear  thy  voice  ;  and  let  not  Bar- 

dolph's  vital  Thread  be  cut  with  edge  of  Penny-Cord,and  vile 
reproach.  Speak  /Captain  for  his  Life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Piftol,  I  do  partly  underftand  your  mean- 
ing. 

Pift.  Why  then  re  Joyce  therefore. 
Flu.  Certainly  Ancienf,  it  is  not  a  thing  t©  rejoice  at; 

for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  Brother,  I  would  defire  the 
Duke  to  ufe  his  good  Pleafure,  and  put  him  to  Executien ; 
for  Difcipline  ought  to  be  ufed. Pift. 
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Piffi.  Die,  and  be  damn'd,   and  Figo  for  thy  Friendship. Flit.  It  is  well. 

Tift.  The  Fig  of  Spain.  [Exit  Pift. 
Flu.  Very  good. 
Goiv.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  RafcaJ,  I  remem- 

ber him  now;    a  Bawd,  a  Cut-purfe. 

Flu.  Fllaffure  you,  a  utt'red  as  prave  words  at  the  Pridge, 
as  you  fhall  fee  in  a  Summers  Day;  but  it  is  very  weJJ;  what 
he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant  you,  when  time 
is  ferve. 

Gow.  Why  'tis  a  Gull,  a  Fool,  a  Rogue,  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  Wars,  to  grace  himfelf  at  his  return  into 
London,  under,  the  form  of  a  Soldier;  and  fuch  Fellows  are 
perfect  in  the  Great  Commanders  Names,  and  they  will 
learn  you  by  rote  where  Services  were  done;  at  fuch  and 
fuch  a  Sconce,  at  fuch  a  Breach,  at  fuch  a  Convoy;  who 

came  off  bravely,  who  was  fhot,  who  difgrac'd,  what  terms 
the  Enemy  flood  on ;  and  this  they  con  perfectly  in  the  Phrafe 
of  War,  which  they  trick  up  with  new-tuned  Oaths;  and 
what  a  Beard  of  the  Generals  Cut,  and  a  horrid  Sute  of  the 

Camp,  will  do  among  foaming  Bottles,  and  Ale-wafh'd  wits, 
is  wonderful  to  be  thought  on;  but  you  muft  learn  to  know 
fuch  flanders  of  the  Age,  or  elfe  you  may  be  imrvelloufly 
miftook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  Captain  Gower ;  I  do  perceive  he  is 
not  the  Man  that  he  would  gladly  make  fliew  to  the  World 
he  is ;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  Coat,  I  will  tell  him  my  mind ; 
hear  you,  the  King  is  coming,  and  I  muft  fpeak  with  him 
from  the  Pridge. 

Brum  and,  Colours.     Enter  the  King  and  his 
poor  Soldiers. 

Flu.  God  plefs  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  How  now  Fluellen,  cam'ft  thou  from  the  Bridge  ? 
Fin.  T,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty:  The  Duke  of  Exeter  h^ 

very  gallantly  maintain'd  the  Pridge;  the  French  is  gone 
off,  look  you,  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave  PafTages; 
marry,  tfr  athverfary  was  have  pofTeffion  of  the  Pridge,  but 
he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  Duke  of  Exeter  is  Mafter 

of  the  Pridge:  I  can  tell  your  Majefty,  the  Duke  is  a  prave 
Man. 

K.  Henry.  What  Men  have  you  Ioft?  FlmlUn  ? 
Aas  Hti. 

ff  m/tt  fefL*  £j 
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Flu.  The  perdition  of  trrathverfary  hath  been  very  greats 

reafbnable  great;  marry  for  my  part,  I  think  the  Duke  hath 
loft  never  a  Man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  executed  for 

Robbing  a  Church,  one  Bardolph,  it  your  Majeffy  know 
the  Man:  His  Face  is  all  Bubukles,  and  Whelks,  and  Knobs, 
and  flames  a  Fire,  and  his  Lips  blows  at  his  Nofe,  and  it  is 
like  a  Coal  of  Fire,  fometimes  plue,  and  fometimes  red,  but 

his  Nofe  is  executed,  and  his  Fire's  out, 
K.  Henry.  We  would  have  all  fuch  Offenders  fo  cut  eff, 

and  we  give  exprefs  charge,  that  in  our  Marched  through 
the  Country,  there  be  nothing  compell  d  from  th(  Villages ; 
nothing  taken,  but  paid  for;  none  of  the  French  upbraided 
or  abufed  in  difdainful  Language;  for  when  Lenity  ad 
Cruelty  play  for  a  Kingdom,  the  gentler  Gamefter  is  the 
fooneft  Winner, 

*  Tucket  founds.     Enter  Mount  joy. 
Mount.  You  know  me  by  my  Habir.  [thee  ? 
K. Henry.  Well  then,  I  know  thee;  what  mall  I  know  of 

Mount.  My  Matter's  Mind. 
K.  Henry.   Unfold  it. 

Mount.  Thus  fays  my  King?  Say  thou  to  Harry  c£ Eng- 
land, though  we  feemM  dead,  we  did  but  fl  e,>:  Advan- 

tage is  a  better  Soldier  than  Ralhnefs.  Tell  him,  we  could 

have  rebuk'd  him  at  Harfleur,  but  that  we  thought  not 
good  to  bruife  an  Injury,  'till  it  were  full  ripe.  Now  we 
fpeakupon  our  Cue,  and  our  Voice  is  imperial :  England  (hall 
repent  his  Folly,  fee  his  Weaknefs,  and  admire  our  Suffe- 

rance. Bid  him  therefore  confider  of  his  Ranfom,  vvhich 
rnuft  proportion  the  Loffes  we  have  born,  the  Subj  6h  we 
have  loft,  the  Difgrace  we  have  digefted ;  which  in  weight 
to  re-anfwer,  his  Pettinefs  would  bow  under.  For  our 

Loffes,  his  Exchequer  is  too  poor;  for  th'effufion  of  our 
Blood,  the  Mufter  of 'his  Kingdom  too  faint  a  Number; 
and  for  our  Difgrace,  his  own  Perfon  kneeling  at  our  Feet, 
but  a  weak  and  worthlefs  Satisfaction.  To  this  add  Defi- 

ance; and  tell  him  for  conclufion,  he  hath  betray *d  his  Fol- 
lowers, whofe  Condemnation  is  pronoune'd.  So  far  my  King 

and  Mafter;  fo  much  my  Office. 
K.  Henry.  What  is  thy  Name  ?  I  know  thy  Quality. 
Mount,  Mountjoy. K.  Henry 



King  Henry  V.  1333 

K.  Henry,  Thou  do'ft  thy  Office  fairly.  Turfi  thee  back> 
And  tell  thy  King,  I  do  not  feek  him  now, 

But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais, 
Withr-ut  fnapeachnient;  for  to  fay  the  footh, 

Though  'tis  no  Wifdom  to  confefs  fo  much, 
Unto  an  Enemy  of  Craft  and  Vantage, 
My  People  are  witl  Sicknefs  much  enfeebled, 

My  Numbers  leffen'd;  and  thofe  few  I  have, 
Almoff.  no  better  than  fo  many  French; 

Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  Herald, 
I  thought,   upon  one  pair  of  Englip  Legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen.  Yet  forgive  me,  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus;   this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  Vice  in  me;  I  muff,  repent. 
Go  therefore  tell  thy  Matter,  here  I  am; 
My  Ranfom  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  Trunk; 
My  Army,  but  a  weak  and  fickly  Guard : 
Yet  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on, 

Though  Franee  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  Neighbour 

Stand  in  our  way.  There's  for  thy  Labour,  Mountjoj. 
Go  bid  thy  Matter  well  advifc  himfelf, 
If  we  may  pafs,  we  will;  if  we  be  hindred, 
We  (hall  your  tawny  Ground  with  your  red  Blood 

Difco'our;  and  fo  Mount  joy  fare  you  well. The  fum  of  all  our  Anfv/er  is  but  this: 
We  would  not  feek  a  Battel,  as  we  are, 

Nor  as  we  are,  we  fay,  we  will  not  fhun  it : 
So  tell  your  Matter. 

Mount.  I  fhall  deliver  fo :  Thanks  to  your  Highnefs. [£*/>. 
Glo.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.Henry.  We  are  in  God's  hand,  Brother,  not  in  theirs: 
March  to  the  Bridge,  it  now  draws  toward  Night, 

Beyond  the  River  we'll  encamp  our  felves, 
And  on  to  morrow  bid  them  march  away.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  the  Confiable  of  France,   the  Lord  Rarnbures,  Orleans, 

Dauphin,  with  others. 
Con.  Tut,  I  have  the  beft  Armour  of  the  World;    would 

it  were  day. 
Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  Armour;  but  let  my  Horfe 

have  his  due. 

&*,  It  is  the  beft  Horfe  of  Europe. 

A  a  $  Orl, 
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OrL  Will  it  never  be  Morning  ? 
Dati.  My  Lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  Lord  High  Confla- 

ble,  you  talk  of  Horfe  and  Armour  \ 
OrL  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  Prince  in 

the  World. 

Ban.  What  a  long  Night  is  this  ?  I  will  not  change  my 

Horfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  Patterns;  ch'ha  ;  he 
bounds  from  the  Earth,  as  if  his  Entrails  were  hairs;  Le 
Cheval  volant,  the  Pegafas,  qitila  les  narines  de  fen.  When 
I  beftride  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a  Hawk;  he  trots  the  Air; 
the  Earth  fings,  when  he  touches  it;  the  bafeft  Horn  of 
his  Hoof  is  more  Mufical  than  the  Pipe  of  Hermes. 

OrL  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  Nutmeg, 
Ban.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  Ginger.  It  is  a  Bead 

for  Perfeus ;  he  is  pure  Air  and  Fire ;  and  the  dull  Ele- 
ments of  Earth  and  Water  never  appear  in  him,  but  on- 

ly in  patient  fHlnefs  while  his  Rider  mounts  him;  he 
is  indeed  a  Horfe,  and  all  other  Jades  you  may  call 
Beafts. 

Con.  Indeed  my  Lord,  it  is  a  moft  abfolute  and  excellent 
Horfe. 

Ban*  It  is  the  Prince  of  Palfrays,  his  Neigh  is  like  the 
bidding  of  a  Monarch,  and  his  Countenance  enforces  Ho- 
mage. 

OrL  No  more,  Coufin, 
Dau.  Nay,  the  Man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot  from  the 

rifing  of  the  Lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  Lamb,  vary  de- 
ferved  praife  on  my  Palfray ;  it  is  a  Theme  as  fluent  as  the 
Sea :  Turn  the  Sands  into  eloquent  Tongues,  and  my  Horfe 

is  argument  for  them  all;  'tis  a  fubje<5fc  for  a  Soveraign  to 
reafon  on,  and  for  a  Soveraign's  Soveraign  to  ride  on ;  and 
for  the  World,  familiar  to  us,  and  unknown,  to  Ly  a  part 
their  particular  Functions,  and  wonder  at  him.  I  once 
writ  a  Sonnet  in  his  praife  and  began  thus,  Wonder  of  Na- 
ture—— 

OrL  I  have  heard  a  Sonnet  begin  fo  to  ones  Miftrefs. 

Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that,  which  I  compos'd  to 
tny  Courfer,  for  my  Horfe  is  my  Miftrefs. 

OrL  Your  Miftrefs  bears  well. 

Dah* 
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Dan.  Me  well,  which  is  the  prefcript  praife  and  perfe- 
ction of  a  good  and  particular  Miftrefs. 

Con.  Nay,  for  methoughtYefterday  your  Miftrefs  fhrewd- 
ly  fhook  your  back. 

Dan.  So  perhaps  did  yours. 
Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

Dm.  O  then  belike  fhe  was  old  and  gentle,  and  you 
rode  like  a  Kerne  of  Ireland,  your  French  Hofe  off,  and  in 
your  ftrait  StrofTers. 

Con.  You  have  good  judgement  in  Horfemanfhip. 

Dan.  Be  warn'd  by  mc  then ;  they  that  ride  fo,  and  ride 
not  warily,  fall  into  foul  Bogs;  I  had  rather  have  my  Horie 
to  my  Miftrcfl. 

Con.  I  had  as  lieve  have  my  Miftrefs  a  Jade. 
Dan.  I  tell  thee,  Conftable,  my  Miftrefs  wears  his  own 

Hair. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  Boaft  as  that,  if  I  had  a  Sow 
to  my  Miftrefs. 

DoL  Le  chien  eft  retournc  a  fon  propre  vomljfement^  &  la 
truie  Uvee  ah  bourbicr\  thou  mak  ft  ufe  of  any  thing. 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  Horfe  for  my  Miftrefs,  or  any 
fuch  Proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofc. 

Ram.  My  Lord  Conftable,  the  Armour  that  I  faw  in 
your  Tent  to  Night,  are  thofe  Stars  or  Suns  upon  it? 

Con.  Stars,  my  Lord. 
Dan.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to  morrow,  I  hope. 
Con.  And  yet  my  Sky  (hall  not  want. 
Dan.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  a  many  fuperfluoufly, 

and  'twere  more  honor  fome  were  away. 
Con.  Ev'n  as  your  Horfe  bears  your  praifes,  who  would 

trot  as  well,  were  fome  of  your  brags  difmounted. 
Dan.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert. 

Will  it  never  be  day  \  I  will  trot  to  morrow  a  Mile,  and 
my  way  (hall  be  paved  with  Englift  Faces. 

Con*  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  fhould  be  fae'd  out  of 
my  way ;  but  I  would  it  were  Morning,  for  I  would  fain 
be  about  the  Ears  of  the  Englijh. 

Ram.  Who  will  go  Hazard  with  me  for  twenty  Pri- 
foners  ? 

A  a  4  x       Cm0 
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Con.  You  muft  firftgo  your  fdf  to  hazard,  e'er  you  have them. 

Dau.  'Tis  Mid-night,  I'll  go  arm  my  felf.  [Exit. 
Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  Morning, 
Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Englifi. 
Con.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

Orl.  By  the  white  Hand  of  my  Lady,  he's  a  gallant Prince. 

€on>  Swear  by  her  Foot,  that  (he  may  tread  out  the 
Oath. 

Orl.  He  is  /Imply  the  moft  active  Gentleman  of  France. 
Con.  Doing  is  activity,  and  he  will  flill  be  doing. 
Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to  morrow;  he  will  keep  that 
good  Name  ftill. 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Cop.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better  than 

you. 
Orl.  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf,  and  he  faid  he  car'd not  who  knew  it. 
Orl.  He  needs  not,  it  is  hidden  Virtue  in  him. 
Con.  By  my  Faith,  Sir,  but  it  is ;  never  any  body  faw 

it,  but  his  Lacquey;  'tis  a  hooded  Valour,  and  when  it  ap- 
pears, it  will  bate. 

Orl.  Ill-will  never  faid  well. 
Con.  I  will  cap  that  Proverb  with,  There  is  Flattery  in 

Friendfiip. 
OrL  And  I  will  take  up  that  with,  Give  the  Devil  his 

due. 

Con.  Well  plac'd;  there  /rands  your  Friend  for  the  De- 
vil ;  have  at  the  very  Eye  of  that  Proverb  with,  A  Pox  of 

the  Devil. 
Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  Proverbs,  by  how  much  a 

Foots  Bolt  is  fopn'fjot. 
Con.  You  have  (hot  over. 

Orl.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  you  were  over-ihot. 
Enter  a  Afejfenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord  high  Conftable,  the  Englifi  Jye  whin 
fifteen  hundred  Paces  of  your  Tents. 

Con.  Who  hath  me^fur'd  the  Ground  ? 
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Me  If.  The  Lord  Grandpree. 
Con.  A  valiant  and  moft  expert  Gertlemar.  Would  it 

were  day.  Alas  poor  Harry  of  England  ;  he  longs  not  (or 
the  Dawning,  as  we  do. 

OrL  What  a  wretched  and  pcevifh  Fellow  is  this  King 

of  England*  to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  Followers  fo  far out  of  his  knowledge. 
Con.  If  the  Englift  had  any  apprehenfior,  they  would 

run  away. 
Orl.  That  they  lack;  for  if  their  Heads  had  any  intel- 

lectual Armour,  they  could  never  wear  any  fuch  heavy 
Head-pieces. 

Ram.  That  Ifland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  Crea- 
tures; their  MaftifFs  are  of  m  matchable  Courage. 

Orl.  Foolifh  Curs,  that  run  winking  into  the  Mouth  of 
a  Ruffian  Bear,  and  have  their  Heads  cruflvd  like  rotren  Ap- 

ples ;  you  may  as  well  fay,  that's  a  valiant  Flea,  that  dare 
to  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  Lip  of  a  Lion. 

Con.  Juft,  juft;  and  the  Men  do  fympathize  with  the 
MaftifFs,  in  robuftious  and  rough  ccming  on,  loving  their 
Wits  with  their  Wives ;  and  then  give  them  gieat  Meals  cf 
Beef,  and  Iron  and  Steel ;  they  will  eat  like  Wolves,  and 
fight  like  Devils. 

OrL  Ay,  but  thefe  Englipj  are  fhrewdly  out  cf  Beef. 
Con.  Then  fhall   we   find  to  morrow,    they  have  only 

Stomachs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.     Now  is  it  time  to  arm; 
come,  fhall  we  about  it? 

Orl.  It  is  now  two  a  Clock ;  but  let  me  fee,  by  ten 
We  fhall  have  each  a  hundred  Englifimen.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  III.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Chorus. 

NOW  entertain  Conjecture  of  a  time, 
When  creeping  Murmur  and  the  poring  Dark 

Fills  the  wide  VefTel  of  the'  Univerfe. 
From  Camp  to  Camp,  through  the  foul  Womb  of  Night, 

■     «.yi»  -■  ~  ■    ■*      \v*        The 
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The  Hum  of  either  Army  ftilly  foundf, 
That  the  fixt  Centinels  almoft  receive 

The  fecret  Whifpers  of  each  others  Watch. 
Fire  anfwers  fire,  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Eacb  Battel  fees  the  others  umber'd  face. 
Steed  threatens  Steed,  in  high  and  boaftfu!  Neighs 

Piercing  the  Night's  dull  Ear;  and  from  the  Tents, 
The  Armourers  accompli  filing  the  Knights, 
With  bufie  Hammers  doting  Rivets  up, 
Give  dreadful  Note  of  Preparation. 
The  Country  Cocks  do  crow,  the  Clocks  doftowl; 

And  the  third  Hour  of  droufie  Morning  nam'd, 
Proud  of  their  Numbers,   and  fecure  in  Soul, 

The  confident  and  over-lufty  French, 
Do  the  low-rated  EngUJIi  play  at  Dice : 
And  chide  the  criple-tardy- gated  Night, 

Who  iike  a  foul  and  ugly  Witch  do's  limp 
Sotedioufly  away.   The  poor  condemned  Engliflj, 
Like  Sacrifices,  by  their  watchful  Fires 
Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 
The  Mornings  Danger:  and  their  gefiure  fad, 
Invefting  lank-lean  Cheeks,  and  War-worn  Coats, 
Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  Moon 
So  many  horrid  Ghofls.     O  now  who  will  behold 

The  Royal  Captain  of  this  ruin'd  Band Walking  from  Watch  to  Watch,  from  Tent  to  Tent, 
Let  him  cry,  Praife  and  Glory  on  his  Head: 
For  forth  he  goes  andvifits  all  his  Hoft, 
Bids  them  good  morrow  with  a  modeft  Smile, 
And  calls  them  Brothers,  Friends,  and  Country-men. 
Upon  his  Royal  Face  there  is  no  Note, 
How  dread  an  Army  hath  enrounded  him ; 
Nor  doth  he  Dedicate  one  jot  of  Colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all-watched  Night  : 
But  frelhly  looks,  and  over-bears  Attaint, 
With  chearful  Semblance,    and  fweet  Majefty: 
That  every  Wretch,    pining  and  pale  before, 
Beholding  him,  plucks  Comfort  from  his  Looks. 
A  Largefs  univerfal,  like  the  Sun, 
His  liberal  Eye  doth  give  to  every  one, 
Thawing  cold  Fear,  that  mean  and  gentle  all Behold, 
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Behold,  as  may  Unwonhinefs  define, 
A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  Night. 
And  fo  our  Scene  muft  to  the  Battel  fly  : 
Where,  O  for  pity,  we  (hall  much  difgrace, 
With  four  or  five  mofr.  vile  and  ragged  foils 

f  Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous) The  Name  of  Jlgmcourt.     Yet  fit  and  fee, 

Minding  true  things,  by  what  their  Mock'ries  be.       [Exit. 
Enter  Kwg  Henry,  Bedford,  and  Gloucefter. 

K.  Henry.  Gl<ffter>  'tis  true  that  we  are  in  great  danger, 
The  greater  therefore  fhould  our  Courage  be. 
Good  morrow,  Brother  Bedford:  God  Almighty, 
There  is  fome  Soul  of  Goodnefs  in  things  Evil, 
Would  Men  obfervingly  diftil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  Neighbour  makes  us  early  Stirrers, 
Which  is  both  Healthful,  and  good  Husbandry. 
Befidcs,  they  are  our  outward  Confciences, 
And  Preachers  to  us  all;  admonifliing, 
That  we  Ihould  drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  Honey  from  the  Weed, 
And  mike  a  Moral  of  the  Devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 
Good  morrow,  old  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham : 
A  good  foft  Pillow  for  that  good  white  Head 
Were  better,  than  a  churlifli  Turf  of  France. 

Erping.  Not  fo  my  Liege,   this  Lodging  likes  me  better* 
Since  I  may  fay,  now  \yt  I  like  a  King. 

K.  Henry.  ' Tis  good  for  Men  to  love  their  prefent  pain: 
Upon  Example,  fo  the  Spirit  is  eafed : 
And  when  the  Mind  is  quickned,   out  of  doubt 
The  Organs,  though  Defund  and  Dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowfie  Grave,    and  newly  move 
With  cafted  flough,  and  fre/h  celerity. 
Lend  me  thy  Cloak,  Sir  Thomas:  Brothers  both, 
Commend  me  to  the  Princes  in  our  Camp  : 
Do  my  good  morrow  to  them,  and  anon 
Defire  them  all  to  my  Pavillion. 

Glo.  We  mall,  my  Liege. 
Erping.  Shall  I  attend  your  Grace? 
K.  Henry.  No,  my  good  Knight : 

<5o  with  my  Brothers  to  my  Lords  of  England: 
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I  and  my  Bofom  muft  debate  a  while, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  Company. 

Erp.The  Lord  in  Heaven  blefs  trfee,  noble  Harry.  \Exeunt. 

K.  Henry.  God  a  mercy,  old  Heart,  thou  fpeak'ft  chear- fuliy. 
Enter  Piftok 

Tift.  Qui  va  U  ? 
K.Henry.  A  Friend. 

Tift.  Difcufs  unto  me,  art  thou  Officer,  or  art  thou  bafe,* 
common  and  popular  ? 

K.  Henry.  I  am  a  Gentleman  of  a  Company. 

Tift.  Trail'ft  thou  the  puififant  Pike? 
K.  Henry.  Even  fo:   What  are  you  ? 
Tift.  As  good  a  Gentleman  as  the  Emperor. 
K.Henry.  Then  you  are  better  than  the  King. 

Tift.  The  King's  a  Bawcock,  and  a  Heart  of  Gold,  a  Lad 
of  Life,  an  Imp  of  Fame,  of  Parents  good,  of  Fift  moft  va- 

liant :  I  kifs  his  dirty  Shooe,  and  from  Heart-firing  I  love 
the  lovely  Bully.     What  is  thy  Name  ? 

K.  Henry.  Harry  le  Roy. 
Tift.  Le  Roy  \  a  Cornifto  Name :  Art  thou  of  Cornijh  Crew  ? 
K.  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  Wekhman. 

Tift.  Know'ft  thou  Fluellenl 
K.Henry.  Yes. 
Bift.  Tell  him  Til  knock  his  Leek  about  his  Pate  upon 

St.  Davys  day. 
K.  Henry.  Do  not  you  wear  your  Dagger  in  your  Cap  that 

dzy>  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 
Tift.  Art  thou  his  Friend? 
K.  Henry.  And  his  Kinfman  too. 
Tift.  The  Figo  for  thee  then. 
K.  Henry.  I  thank  you :  God  be  with  you. 

Tift.  My  name  is  Tiftol  call'd.  [Exhl 
K.  Henry.  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenefs. 

[Manet  King  Henry. 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Gow.  Captain  Fluellen. 
Flu.  So,  in  the  Name  of  Jefu  Chrifr,  fpeak  fewer :  It  is 

the  greateil:  admiration  in  the  univerfal  World,  when  the 
true  and  auncient  Prerogatifes  and  Laws  of  the  Wars  is  not 
Jcept :  If  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine  the  Wars of 
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of  Pompey  the  Great,  you  fhall  find,  I  warrant  you,  that 
there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,  nor  pibble  babble  in  Pompefs  Camp  s 
I  warrant  you,  you  fhall  find  the  Ceremonies  of  the  Wars, 
and  the  Cares  of  it,  and  the  Forms  of  it,  and  the  Sobriety 
of  it,  and  the  Modefty  of  it,  to  be  otherwife. 

Govs.    Why,    the    Enemy    is   loud,   your  hear  him  all 
Night. 

Flu.  If  the  Enemy  is  an  Afs  and  a  Fool,  and  a  prating 
Coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  mould  alfo,  look 
you,  be  an  Afs,  and  a  Fool,  and  a  prating  Coxcomb,  in  your 
own  Confcience  now  ? 

Gow.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 
Flu.  I  pray  you,  and  befcechyou,  that  you  will.  [Exeunt, 

K.Henry.  Tho'  it  appear  a  little  out  of  failiion, There  is  much  Care  and  Valour  in  this  Welchman. 

Enter  three  Soldiers,  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court,  and 
Michael  Williams. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  Morning,  which 
breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be  ;  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to  de- 
fire  the  approach  of  day. 

Williams.  We  fee  yonder  the  Beginning  of  the  day,  but 
I  think  we  mail  never  fee  the  End  of  it.  Who  goes 
there  ? 

K.Henry.  A  Friend. 
Will.  Under  what  Captain  ferve  you  ? 
K,  Henry,  Under  Sir  John  Erpingham. 
Will.  A  good  old  Commander,  and  a  mod  kind  Gentle- 

man: I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  Eftate? 

K.Henry.  Even  as  Men  wrack'd  upon  a  Sand,  that  look to  be  wauVd  off  the  next  Tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  Thought  to  the  King? 
K.Henry.  No;  nor  is  it  meet  he  mould :  For  though  I 

fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  King  is  but  a  Man,  as  I  am  .• 
The  Violet  fmells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me;  the  Element 
fhews  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  all  his  Senfes  have  but  hu- 

man Conditions.  His  Ceremonies  laid  by,  in  hisNakednefs 

he  appears  but  a  Man;  and  tho'  his  Affections  are  higher 
mounted  than  ours,  yet  when  they  fiocp  they  ftccp  with 
the  like  Wing:  Therefore,  when  he  fees  rcafon  of  Fears, 
as  we  do,  his  Fears*  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  fame  rehfti  as ours 
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ours  are;  yet,  in  reafon,  no  Man  mould  poflefs  him  with  any 
appearance  of  Fear;  left  he,  by  mewing  it,  mould  difhearten 
his  Army. 

Bates.  He  may  mew  what  outward  Courage  he  will;  but, 

I  believe,  as  cold  a  Night  as  'tis,  he  could  wifh  himfelf  in  the 
.  Thames  up  to  the  Neck,  and  fo  I  would  he  were,   and  I  by 
him,  at  all  Adventures,  fo  we  were  quit  here. 

K.  Henry.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  Confcience  of 
the  King;  I  think  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any  where  but 
where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then  would  he  were  here  alone;  fo  mould  he  be 
fure  to  be  ranfomed,  and  a  many  poor  Mens  Lives  faved. 

K.  Henry.  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill  to  wilh  him 
here  alone;  howfoever,  you  fpeak  this  to  feel  other  Mens 
Minds.  Methinks  I  could  not  die  any  where  fo  contented  as 

in  the  King's  Company;  his  Caufe  being  juft,  and  his  Quar- rel honourable. 

Will.  That's  more  than  we  know. 
Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  mould  feek  after,  for  we 

know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  King's  Subjects :  If  his 
Caufe  be  wrong,  our  Obedience  to  the  King  wipes  the  Crime 
of  it  out  of  us. 

Will.  But  if  the  Caufe  be  not  good,  the  King  himfelf 
hath  a  heavy  Reckoning  to  make,  when  all  thofe  Legs,  and 

Arms,  and  Heads  chop'd  off  in  a  Battel,  fhall  join  together 
at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all,  We  dyd  at  fttch  a  Place ;  fome 
Swearing,  fome  crying  for  a  Surgeon ;  fome  upon  their  Wives 
left  poor  behind  them ;  fome  upon  the  Debts  they  owe;  fome 

upon  their  Children  rawly  left :  I  am  afear'd  there  are  few 
die  well  that  die  in  Battel ;  for  how  can  they  charitably  dif- 
pofe  of  any  thing  when  Blood  is  their  Argument  ?  Now,  if 
thefe  Men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for  the 
King,  that  led  them  to  it,  whom  to  difobey,  were  againft 
all  proportion  of  Subjection. 

K.  Henry.  So,  if  a  Son,  that  is  by  his  Father  fent  about 
Merchandize,  do  finfully  mifcarry  upon  the  Sea,  the  impu- 

tation of  his  Wickednefs,  by  your  Rule,  mould  be  impofed 
upon  his  Father  that  fent  him ;  or,  if  a  Servant,  under  his 

Matter's  Command,  tranfporting  a  fum  of  Mony,  be  affail'd 
by  Robbers,  nnd  die  in  many  irreconciPd  Iniquities;  you 

may  call  the  bufinefe  of  the  Mailer  the  Author  of  the  Ser- 

vant's 
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v ant's  Damnation;  but  this  is  not  fo  :  The  King  is  not  bound 
to  anfwer  the  particular  endings  of  his  Soldiers,  the  Father 
of  his  Son,  nor  the  Ma  Iter  of  his  Servant;  for  theypurpofe 
not  their  Death,  when  they  purpofe  their  Services.  Befides, 
there  is  no  King,  be  his  Caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs,  if  it  come 
to  the  Arbitrement  of  Swords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  un- 
fpotted  Soldiers:  Some,  peradventure,have  on  them  the  guilt 
of  premeditated  and  contrived  Murther;  fome,  of  beguil- 

ing Virgins  with  the  broken  Seals  of  Perjury;  fome,  making 
the  Wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle 
Bofom  of  Peace  with  Pillage  and  Robbery,  Now,  if  thefe 
Men  have  defeated  the  Law,  and  out-run  Native  Punifh- 

ment;  though  they  can  out-ftrip  Men,  they  have  no  Wings 
to  fly  from  God.  War  is  his  Beadle,  War  is  his  Vengeance; 

fo  that  here  Men  are  punifh'd,  for  before  breach  of  the  King's 
Laws,  in  now  the  King's  Quarrel;  where  they  feared  the 
Death,  they  have  born  Life  away,  and  where  they  would  be 
fafe  they  perifti.  Then  if  they  die  unprovided,  no  more  is 
the  King  guilty  of  their  Damnation,  than  he  was  before  guil- 

ty of  thofe  Impieties,  for  the  which  they  are  now  vifited. 

Every  Subject's  Duty  is  the  King's,  but  every  Subject's 
Soul  is  his  own.  Therefore  fhould  every  Soldier  in  the 
Wars,  as  every  fick  Man  in  his  Bed,  wafh  every  Moth  out 
of  his  Confcience:  And  dying  fo,  Death  is  to  him  advan- 

tage; or  not  dying,  the  time  was  blelTedly  loft,  wherein  fuch 
preparation  was  gained ;  and  in  him  that  efcapes,  it  were  not 
Sin  to  think  that  making  God  fo  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  out- 

live that  day  to  fee  his  Greatnefs,  and  to  teach  others  how 
they  fhould  prepare. 

Will.  'Tis  certain,  every  Man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is  upon 
his  own  Head,  the  King  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 

Bates*  I  do  not  defire  he  mould  anfwer  for  me,  and  yet 
I  determine  to  fight  luftily  for  him. 

K.  Henry.  I  my  felf  heard  the  King  fay,  he  would  not  be 

ranfom'd. 
Will.  Ay,  he  faid  fo,  to  make  us  fight  chearfully ;  but  when 

our  Throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd,  and  we  ne'er  the wifer. 

K.Henry.  If  I  live  to  fee  i£  I  will  never  truft  his  word 
after. 

wmm 
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Will.  You  pay  him  then;  that's  a  perilous  /hot  out  of  in 
Elder-Gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure  can  do  againft 
a  Monarch  ;  you  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn  the  Sun  to 

Ice,  with  fanning  in  his  Face  with  a  Peacock's  Feather : 
You'll  never  truft  his  Word  after!  Come,  'tis  a  foolifti 
faying. 

K.Henry.  Your  Reproof  is  fomething  too  round,  Ifhould 
be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  Quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live* 
K.  Henry.  I  embrace  it. 
Will.  How  (liali  I  know  thee  again? 
K.Henry.  Give  me  any  Gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it 

in  my  Bonnet:  Then  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknowledge  it,  I 
will  make  it  my  Quarrel. 

Will.  Here's  my  Glove ;  give  me  another  of  thine. 
K.  Henry.  There, 
Will.  This  will  I  alfowearin  my  Cap;  if  ever  thou  come 

to  me,  and  fay,  after  to  morrow,  This  is  my  Glove,  by  this 
Hand  I  will  give  thee  a  box  on  the  Ear. 

K.  Henry.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 
K.  Henry.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  tho*  I  take  thee  in  the  King's Company. 
Will.  Keep  thy  Word :  Fare  thee  well. 
Bates.  Be  Friends,  you.EngliJbFooh>  be  Friends;  we  have 

French  Quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to  reckon. 
\Exeunt  Soldiers. 

K.  Henry.   Indeed,   the  French  may   lay   twenty  French 
Crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us,  for  they  bear  them  on  their 
Shoulders ;  but  it  is  no  Englift  Treafon  to  cut  French  Crowns* 
and  to  morrow  the  King  himfelf  will  be  a  Clipper. 
Upon  the  King !  let  us,  our  Lives,  our  Souls, 
Our  Debts,  our  careful  Wives,  our  Children,  and 
Our  Sins,  lay  on  the  King;  he  muft  bear  all 
O  hard  Condition,  twin-born  with  Greatnefs, 
Subjed  to  the  breath  of  every  Fool,  whofe  Senfe 
No  more  can  feel,  but  his  own  wringing. 

What  infinite  heart-eafe  muft  King's  neglecly 
That  private  Men  enjoy? 
And  what  have  Kings  that  Privates  have  not  too* 
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Save  Ceremony,  fave  general  Ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  Idol  Ceremony  ? 

What  kind  of  God  art  thou?  that  fuffer'ft  more 
Of  mortal  Griefs  than  do  thy  Woifhippers. 
What  are  thy  Rents?  What  are  thy  comings  in  ? 
0  Ceremony,  (hew  me  but  thy  worth : 
What!  is  thy  Soul  of  Adoration? 
Art  thou  ought  elfe  but  Place,  Degree,  and  Form, 
Creating  awe  ancj  fear  in  other  Men? 

Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy,  being  feai'd, 
Than  they  in  fearing. 
What  dnnkfl:  thou  oft,  inftead  of  Homage  fweer, 

But  poifon'd  Flattery?  O  be  lick,  great  Greatnefs, 
And  bid  thy  Ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

Think'ft  thpu  the  fiery  Feaver  will  go  out 
With  Titles  blown  from  Adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending? 

Can'ft  thou,  when  thou  command' ft  the  beggars  knee, 
i  Command  the  health  of  it  ?  No,  thou  proud  Dream, 

That  play'ft  fo  fubtilly  with  a  King's  Repofe, 
1  am  a  King  that  find  thee ;  and  I  know, 

5Tis  not  the  Balm,  the  Scepter,  and  the  Ball, 
The  Sword,  the  Mace,  the  Crown  Imperial, 
The  enter-tiflued  Robe  of  Gold  and  Pearl, 

The  farfed  Title  running  'fore  the  King, 

The  Throne  he  fits  on ;  nor  the  Tide  of  Pomp,' 
That  beats  upon  the  high  (hoar  of  this  World: 
No,  not  all  thefe  thrice-gorgeous  Ceremonies, 
Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  Bed  Majeftical, 
Can  deep  fo  foundly  as  the  wretched  Slave : 

Who,  with  a  Body  fill'd,  and  vacant  Mind, 
Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  diftrefsful  Bread, 
Never  fees  horrid  Night,  the  Child  of  Hell : 
But  like  a  Lacquey,  from  the  Rife  to  Set, 
Sweats  in  the  Eye  of  Phabfts;  and  all  Night 
Sleeps  in  Elyjium;  next  day  after  dawn, 
Doth  rife  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  Horfe, 
And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  Year  , 
With  profitable  Labour  to  his  Grave : 
And,  but  for  Ceremony,  fuch  a  Wretch, 
Winding  up  days  with  Toil,  and  Nights  with  Skep* 

Vol.HL  Bb         ~"  Had 



134^  The  LIFE  of 
Had  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  King. 

The  Slave,  a  Member  of  the  Country's  peace, 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  grofs  Brain  little  wots, 
What  Watch  the  King  keeps  to  maintain  the  Peace; 
Whofe  hours  the  Peafant  beft  advantages. 

Enter  Erpingham. 
Erp.  My  Lord,  your  Nobles,  jealous  of  your  abfence, 

Seek  through  your  Camp  to  find  you. 
K.  Henry.  Good  old  Knight,  colled  them  all  together, 

At  my  Tent :  I'll  be  before  thee, 
Erp.  I  mall  do't,  my  Lord.  \Exiu 
K.Henry  O  God  of  Battels,  fteel  my  Soldiers  Hearts, 

Poffcfs  them  not  with  Fear :  Take  from  them  now 

The  fenfe  of  reckoning  of  the  oppofed  Numbers: 
Pluck  their  Hearts  from  them.  Not  to  day,  O  Lord, 
0  not  to  day,  think  not  upon  the  Fault 
My  Father  made,  in  compaffing  the  Crown. 

1  Richard's  Body  have  interred  new, And  on  it  have  beftowed  more  contrite  Tears 

Than  from  it  iffued  forced  drops  of  Blood. 
Five  hundred  Poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 

Who  twice  a  day  their  withered  Hands  hold  up 
Toward  Heaven,  to  pardon  Blood : 
And  I  have  built  two  Chauntries, 
Where  the  fad  and  folemn  Priefte  fing  (till 

For  Richard's  Soul.     More  will  I  do ; 

Tho'  all  that  I  can  do  is  nothing  worth, 
Since  that  my  Penitence  comes  after  all, 
Imploring  Pardon. 

Enter  Gloucefler. 
Glo.  My  Liege. 

K.  Henry.  My  Brother  Glo'fter'sVoke  ? 
I  know  thy  Errand,  I  will  go  with  thee: 
The  Day,  my  Friend,  and  all  things  flay  for  me.     [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures,  and  Beaumont. 
OrL  The  Sun  doth  gild  our  Armour,  up,  my  Lords. 
Dau.  Monte  Chevah  My  Horfe,  Valet  Lac quay :Ha! 
OrL  Oh  brave  Spirit! 
Dau.  Foyer  les  Cieux  &  la  terrt* 
Orl.  Rien  pms  le  air  &fen% 
Dau>  Qeny  Coufin  Orleans* 

Ester 
/ 
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Enter  Conftable. 

Now  my  Lord  Conftable ! 
Con.  Hark  how  our  Steeds  for  prefent  Service  ceigh. 
Dan.  Mount  them,  and  make  Inciiion  in  their  Hides, 

That  their  hot  Blood  may  fpin  in  Englifi  Eye?, 

And  d'out  them  with  fuperfluous  Courage:  Ha! 
Ram.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our Horfes Blood? 

How  fhall  wc  then  behold  their  natural  Tears? 

Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  The  Englifo  are  embattell'd,  you  French  Peers, 
Con.  To  Horle,  you  gallant  Princes,  ftreight  to  Horfe* 

Do  but  behold  yond  poor  and  ftarved  Band* 
And  your  fair  fhew  (hall  fuck  away  cheir  Sauk, 
Leaving  them  but  the  males  and  husks  of  Men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  Hands, 
Scarce  Blood  enough  in  all  their  (ickly  Veins, 
To  give  each  naked  Curtle-ax  a  ftain, 
That  our  French  Gallants  fhall  to  day  draw  our, 
And  (heath  for  lack  of  Sport.     Let  us  but  blow  on  them. 

The  vapour  of  our  Valour  will  o'er-turn  them. 
5Tis  pofitive  'gainft  all  exception,  Lords, 
That  our  fuperfluous  Lacqueys  and  our  Peafants* 
Who  in  unnecefTary  a&ion  fwarm 
About  our  Squares  of  Battel,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  Field  of  fuch  a  hilding  Foe* 

Tho'  we  upon  this  Mountain's  Bafis  by 
Took  ftand,  for  idle  Speculation: 

But  that  our  Honours  muft  nor.     What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little  little  Jet  us  do  ; 
And  all  is  done;   then  let  the  Trumpets  found 
The  Tucket  Sonuance,  and  the  Note  to  mount.- 
For  our  approach  fhall  fo  much  dare  the  Field, 
That  England  fhall  couch  down  ih  fear,  and  yield* 

Enter  Grandpree. 

Gran.  Why  do  you  ftay  fo  long,  my  Lords  of  France*. 
Yond  Ifland  Carrions,  defperate  of  their  Bones> 

Ill-favour'dly  become  the  Morning  Field  .* 
Their  ragged  Curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
And  our  Air  fhakes  them  pafling  fcornfully. 

Big  Mars  kerns  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  Hofr* 
Arid  faintly  through  a  ruily  Bever  peeps, 

Bbi  The 
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The  Horfemen  fit  like  fixed  Candleflicks, 

With  Torch-ftaves  in  their  Hand;  and  their  poor  Jades 
Lob  down  their  Heads,  drooping  the  Hide  and  Hips: 
The  Gum  down  roping  from  their  pale-dead  Eyes, 
And  in  their  pale  dull  Mouths  the  Jymold  Bitt 

Lyes  foul  with  chaw'd  Grafs,  ftill  and  motionlefs; 
And  their  Executors,  the  knavilh  Crows, 

Fly  o'er  them,  all  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Defcription  cannot  fuit  it  felf  in  words, 
To  demonftrate  the  Life  of  fuch  a  Battel* 
In  life  fo  livelefs  as  it  fhews  it  felf. 

Con.  They  have  faid  their  Prayers, 
And  they  May  for  Death. 

Dol.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  Dinners,  and  freih  Sutes* 
And  give  their  fafting  Horfes  Provender, 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Con.  I  fray  but  for  my  Guard :  On,  to  the  Field; 
I  will  the  Banner  from  a  Trumpet  take, 
And  ufe  it  for  my  hafte.     Come,  come  away, 
The  Sun  is  high,  and  we  out- wear  the  day.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Gloucefter,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Erpingham  with  ait  the 

Hofiy  Salisbury  and  Weftmorland. 
Glo.  Where  is  the  King? 
Bed.  The  King  himfelf  is  rode  to  view  their  Battel. 
Weft.  Of  fighting  Men  they  have  full  threefcore  thou- 

fand. 

Exe.  There's  five  to  one,  befides  they  are  all  frefh. 
Sal.  God's  Arm  ftrike  with  us,  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 

God  be  wi'  you  Princes  all;  111  to  my  Charge  : 
If  we  no  more  meet  'till  we  meet  in  Heaven, 
Then  joyfully,  my  Noble  Lord  of  Bedford, 
My  dear  Lord  GWfter,  and  my  good  Lord  Exeter, 
And  my  kind  Kinfman,  Warriors  all  adieu. 

Bed.  Farewel,  good  Salisbury,  and  good  luck  go  with  thee. 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
For  thou  art  fam'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  Valour. 

Exe.  Farewel,  kind  Lord :  Fight  valiantly  to  day.  [Exit  Sa!v 
Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  Valour  as  of  Kindnefs, 

Princely  in  both. 
Enter  King  Henry. 

Weft.  O  that  we  now  had  here 

But 
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But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  Men  in  England, 
Thit  do  no  woik  to  day. 

K.Henry.  What's  he  that  wifhes  fo? 
My  Cou fi n  Wtflmorland  ?  No,  my  fairCoufin: 

If  we  are  marked  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  Country  lofs;  and  if  to  live, 
Tne  fewer  Men  the  greater  fhare  of  Honour. 

God's  will,  I  pray  thee  willi  not  one  Man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  Gold, 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coft : 
It  yerns  me  not,  if  Men  my  Garments  wear; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires : 
But  if  it  be  a  Sin  to  covet  Honour, 

Fi  am  the  molt  offending  Soul  alive. 
No,  faith,  my  Coz,  wlfli  not  a  Man  from  England: 

God's  Peace,  I  would  not  lofe  (o  great  an  Honour, 
As  one  Man  more  methinks  would  fhare  from  me, 
For  the  bell:  hope  I  have.     O,  do  not  wifh  one  more : 
Rather  proclaim  it  (Weftmorland)  through  my  Hoft, 
That  he  which  hath  no  Stomach  to  this  Fight> 
Let  him  depart,  his  Paffport  fhall  be  made, 
And  Crowns  for  Convoy  put  into  his  Purfe  : 

We  would  not  dit  in  that  Man's  Company 
That  fears  his  Fellowfhip  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  is  call'd  the  Feaft  of  Crifpian: 
He  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  comes  fafeHome, 
Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  named, 
And  rouze  him  at  the  Name  of  Crifpian : 
He, that  fhall  fee  this  day,  and  live  old  Age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  Vigil  feaft  his  Neighbours, 
And  fay  to  morrow  is  Saint  Crifpian : 
Then  will  he  ftrip  his  Sleeve,  and  mew  his  Scars  : 

Old  Men  forget,-  yet  all  fhall  not  be  forgot ; 
But  he'll  remember,  with  advantages, 
What  feats  he  did  that  day.    Then  fhall  our  Names, 
Familiar  in  his  Mouth  as  houfhold  Words, 
Harry  the  King,  Bedford  and  Exeter, 
Warwick^  and  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Glofter, 
Be  in  their  flowing  Cups  frefhiy  remembred. 
This  Story  fhall  the  good  Man  teach  his  Son? 

And  Crifpine  Crifpian  fliall  ne'er  go  by, 
Bb  3  From 
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From  this  Day  to  the  ending  of  the  World, 
But  we  in  it  (hall  be  remembered; 
We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  Brothers : 
For  he  to  day  that  iheds  his  Blood  with  me, 

Shall  be  my  Brother;  be  he  ne'er  fo  vile, 
This  day  (hall  gentle  his  Condition. 
And  Gentlemen  in  England  now  a-bed 

Shall  think  themfelyes  accurs'd  they  were  not  here; 
And  hold  their  Manhoods  cheap,  whiles  any  fpeaks, 

That  fought  with  us  upon  St.  Crifpian's  day. Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  My  Sovereign  Lord,  beftow  your  felf  with  fpeed: 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  Battels  fet, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.Henry,  AH  things  be  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fo. 
Weft*  Perifti  the  Man  whofe  Mind  is  backward  now. 
K.  Henry.  Thou  doll:  not  wifh  more  help  from  England, 

Ccz  \ 

Weft.  God  will,  my  Liege,  would  you  and  I  alone, 
Without  more  help,  could  fight  this  Royal  Battel. 

K.  Henry.  Why  now  thou  haft  unwim'd  five  thoufand  Men  1 Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wilh  us  one. 

You  know  your  Places :  God  be  with  you  all. 
A  Tucket founds.     Enter  Mountjoy. 

Mount.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  King  Harry  % 
If  for  thy  Ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound, 
Before  thy  moft  affured  Overthrow : 
For  certainly  thou  art  fo  near  the  Gulf, 
Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted.     Befides,  in  mercy, 
The  Conftable  defires  thee  thou  wilt  mind 

Thy  Followers  of  Repentance;  that  their  Souls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 
From  off  thefe  Fields;  where,  Wretches,  their  poor  Bodies. 
Muft  lye  and  fefter. 

K.  Henry.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  \ 
Mount.  The  Conftable  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  thee  bear  my  former  Anfwer  back : 
Bid  them  atchieve  me,  and  then  fell  my  Bones. 
Good  God !  why  mould  they  mock  poor  Fellows  thus  ? 
The  Man  that  once  did  fell  the  Lion's  Skin 

While  the  Beaft  liv'd,  was  jkill'd  with  hunting  him. And 
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And  many  of  our  Bodies  ihall,  no  doubt^ 
Find  Native  Graves;  upon  the  which,  I  trufr, 

Shall  witnefs  live  in  Brafs  of  this  day's  work. 
And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  Bones  in  France, 

Dying  like  Men,  tho'  buried  in  your  Dunghiis, 
They  ihall  be  fam'd;  for  there  the  Sun  (hA\  greet  them, 
And  draw  their  Honours  reeking  up  to  Heaven, 
Leaving  their  earthly  Parts  to  choak  your  Clime, 
The  fmell  whereof  ihall  breed  a  Plague  in  France. 
Mark  then  abounding  Valour  in  our  Engli (I) : 
That  being  dead,  like  to  the  Bullets  grafing, 
Break  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  Mifchief, 

Killing  in  relapfe  of  Mortality. 
Let  me  fpeak  proudly;  tell  the  Conflable, 
We  are  but  Warriors  for  the  working  day  ; 

Our  Gaynefs  and  our  Guilt  are  all  be-fmirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  Field. 

There's  not  a  piece  of  Feather  in  our  Hoft ; 
Good  Argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  flye : 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry. 
But,  by  the  Mafs,  our  Hearts  are  in  the  trim : 

And  my  poor  Soldiers  tell  me,  yet  e'er  night 
They'll  be  in  frefher  Robes,  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  Coats  o'er  the  French  Soldiers  Heads, 
And  turn  them  out  of  Service.     If  they  do  this, 
As  if  God  pleafe  they  fhalL  my  Ranfom  then 
Will  foon  be  levied. 

Herald,  fave  thou  thy  labour : 
Come  thou  no  more  for  Ranfom,  gentle  Herald, 
They  ihall  have  none,  Ifwear,  but  thefe  my  Joints: 

Which  if  they  have,  as  I  will  leave  'em  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conftable. 

Mon.  I  ftiall,  King  Harry:  Andfo  fare  thee  well. 
Thou  never  ihalt  hear  Herald  any  more.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  I  fear  a  thou  wilt  once  more  come  again  for  a 
Ranfom, 

Enter  York. 

Tork.  My  Lord,  moft  humbly  on  my  Knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  Vaward. 

K.  Henry.  Take  it,  brave  Tork* 

Bb  1  Now 
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Now  Soldiers,  march  away ; 
And  how  thou  pleafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  Day.  [Exeunt. 
.Alarm.  Excurfions.     Enter  Piftol,  French  Soldier,  and  Boy. 
Pift.  Yield,  Cur. 
Fr.  Sol.  Je  penfe  que  vous  eftes  le  Gentil-homc  de  bone 

qualite. 
Pift.  Quality  calmy  cufture  me.  Art  thou  a  Gentleman? 

What  is  thy  Name  ?  difcufs. 
Fr.  Sol.  O  Seigneur  Dieu  ! 
Pift.  O  Signieur  Dewe  fhould  be  a  Gentleman  :  Perpend 

my  words,  O  Signieur  Dewe,  and  mark:  O  Signieur  Dewe, 
thou  dieft  on  point  of  Fox,  except,  O  Signeur,  thou  do  give 
to  me  egregious  Ranfom. 

Fr.  Sol.  Oprennez,  mifericorde  ayez,  pitie  de  moy. 
Pift.  Moy  fhall  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  Moys;  for  I 

will  fetch  thy  rym  out  at  thy  Throat,  in  drops  of  Crimfon 
Blood. 

Fr.  SoJ.  Eft-il  impojjibile  d'efchapper  la  force  de  ton  bras. 
Pift.  Brafs,  Cur?  thou  damned  and  luxurious  Mountain 

Goat,  ofFer'ft  me  Brafs  I 
Fr.  Sol.  Opardonnez,  moy. 

Pift.  Say 'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  Ton  of  Moys  ? 
Come  hither,  Boy,  ask  me  this  Slave  in  French,  what  is  his 
Name. 

Boy.  EJcoute,  comment  eftes  vous  appelle\ 
Fr.  Sol.  Monfieur  le  Fer. 
Boy.  He  fays  his  Name  is  Mr.  Fer. 

Pift.  Mr.  Fer  I  I'll  fer  him,  and  ferk  him,  and  ferret  him : Difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy.  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  and 

firk. 
Pift.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  Throat. 
Fr. SoJ.  Que  dit-il,  Monfieur? 
Boy.  //  me  Commande  de  vous  dire  que  vous  vous  teniez, 

preft,  car  cefbldat  icy  eftdifpofee  tout  a  cette  heure  de  couper 
voftre  gorge.    , 

Pift.  Owy,  cuppele  gorge  parmafoy  pefant,  unlefs  thou 
give  me  Crowns,  brave  Crowns,  or  mangled  fhalt  thou  be 
by  this  my  Sword. 

Fr.SoI. 
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Fr.  Sol,  0  je  vous  fupplie  pour  £  amour  de  Dieu,  me  par- 
donner,  je  fuis  Gentilhome  de  bonne    maifon,  garde  ma  vie, 
&  Je  vous  donneray  deux  cents  ejcus. 

Pift.  What  are  his  words? 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  Life,  he  is  a  Gentleman  of 
a  good  Houfe,  and  for  his  Ranfom  he  will  give  you  two 
hundred  Crov/ns. 

Pifl.  Tell  him  my  fury  (hall  abate,  and  I  the  Crowns  will 
take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Petit  Motifieur  que  dit-il? 
Boy.  Encore  quil  efl  contre  fon  Jurement^  de  pardonner 

aucun  prifonnier :  neant  moins pour  les  efcus  que  vous  I'ay  pro- 
mettez>>  il  eft  content  de  vous  donner  la  Itberte  de  francbife. 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  mes  genouxje  voux  donne  milles  remercitmenSj 
(fr  je  me  eftime  heureux  que  je  fuistombe  entre  Les  mains  dun 
Chevalier,  je  penfe,  le  plus  brave,  v  alt  ant  y  &  tres  eftimee 
Signeur  d?  Angleterre. 

Pift.  Expound  unto  me,  Boy. 
Boy.  He  gives  you  upon  his  knees  a  thoufand  thanks,  and 

efteems  himfelf  happy,  that  he  hath  fal'n  into  the  hands  of 
one,  as  he  thinks,  the  moft  brave,  valorous,  and  thrice- 
worthy  Signeur  of  England, 

Pift.  As  I  fuck  Blood,  1  will  fome mercy  mew.  Follow 
me. 

Boy.  Suivez,  le  grand  Capitain. 
I  did  never  know  fo  woful  a  Voice  iffue  from  fo  empty  a 
Heart  ;    but  the  Song  is  true,  the  empty  Veffel  makes  the 
greateft  found.     Bardolf  and   Nim  had   ten    times    more 

Valour  than  this  roaring  Devil  i'th'  old  Play,    that  every 
one  may  pair  his  Nails  with  a  wooden  Dagger,   and  they 

are  both  Hang'd,  and  fo  would  this  be,  if  he  durft   fleal 
any  thing  adventuroufly.     I  muft  ftay  with  the  Lackies, 
with  the  luggage  of  our  Camp,  the  French  might  have  a 
good  Prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it,   for  there  is  none  to 
XSuard  it  but  Boys.  [Exit. 

Enter  Con  ft  able,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphin, 
and  Rambures. 

Con.  O  Diable! 

OrU  O  Signeur  I  le  jour  eft  perdu>  tome  eft  perdu. 
Dau.  Mort  de  ma  vie9  all  is  confounded,  all, 

Reproach,  and  everlafting  flume 
Sits 
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Sits  mocking  in  our  Plumes.  [A  fart  Alarm. 
0  mefchante  Fortune,  do  not  run  away. 

Con.  Why,  all  our  Ranks  are  broke. 

Dau.  O  perdurable  fhame,  let's  ftab  our  felves: 
Be  thefe  the  Wretches  that  we  play'd  at  Dice  for? 

Or  I.  Is  this  the  King  we  fent  to  for  his  Ranfom  ? 
Bour.  Shame,  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  ftiame ! 

Let  us  fly  in  once  more  back  again, 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
Let  him  go  hence,  and  with  his  Cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  bafe  Pander,  hold  the  Chamber-door, 
Whilft  by  a  bafe  Slave,  no  gentler  than  my  Dog, 
His  faireft  Daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder,  that  hath  fpoil'd  us,  Friend  us  now, 
Let  us  on  heaps  go  offer  up  our  Lives. 

Orl.  We  are  enow  yet  living  in  the  Field, 
To  fmother  up  the  Englifh  in  our  Throngs 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour.  The  Devil  take  Order  now,  I'll  to  the  throng; 
Let  Life  be  ftiortj,  elfe  Shame  will  be  too  long.      {Exeunt. 

Alarm.     Enter  the  King  and  his  Train, 
with  Prifiners. 

K.  Henry.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice  valiant  Countrymen, 

But  all's  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  Field. 
Exe.  The  Duke  of  Torl^  commends  him  to  your  Majefty? 

K.  Henry.  Lives  he,  good  Uncle;  thrice  within  thishpur 
1  faw  him  down ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting : 
From  Helmet  to  the  Spur  all  Blood  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  brave  Soldier,  doth  he 
Larding  the  plain;  and  by  his  bloody  ddc, 
(Yoak-fellow  to  his  Honour-owing  wounds) 
The  Noble  Earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  tyes. 
Suffolk^&rft  dyed,  and  fl>r£  all  hagled  over 
Comes  to  him,    where  in  gore  he  lay  infteepcd, 
And  takes  him  by  the  Beard,  kiffes  the  games. 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  Face. 
He  cries  aloud:  Tarry,  my  Coufin  Suffolk^ 
My  Soul  (hall  thine  keep  company  to  Heaven :  \ 
Tarry,  fweet  Soul,  for  mine,  then  flye  a-breaftt 
As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  Field 
We  kept  together  in  our  Chevalry. 

Upon 
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Upon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheer'd  him  up; 
He  fmil'd  me  in  the  Face,   raught  me  his  Hand, 
And  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fays,   Dear  my  Lord, 
Commend  my  Service  to  my  Soveraign ; 
So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolt(sNeck 
He  threw  his  wounded  Arm,  and  kift  his  Li  ps, 

And  fo  efpous'd  to  Death,   with  Blood  he  feal'd 
A  Teftament  of  Noble-ending  Love : 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 
Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  ftop'd, But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  Man  in  me, 

And  all  my  Mother  came  into  mine  Eyes, 
And  gave  me  up  to  Tears. 

K.  Henry.  I  blame  you  not, 
For  hearing  this  I  muft  perforce  compound 
With  mixtful  Eyes,  or  they  will  iflue  too.  \AUrm. 
But  heark,  what  new  Alarum  is  this  fame  \ 

The  French  have  re-inforc'd  their  fcatter'd  Men : 
Then  every  Soldier  kill  his  Prifoners. 
Give  the  word  through. 

A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Fluellen  *W  Gower. 

J,/».T7"Illthe  payes  and  the  luggage,  'tis  exprefly  againft  the 
jX.  Law  of  Arms,  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  Knavery, 

mark  you  now,  as  can  be  ofFer'd  in  your  Confcience  now, is  it  not  ? 

Gow.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  Boy  left  alive,  and  the 
Cowardly  Rafcals  that  ran  away  from  the  Battel  ha'  done 
this  Slaughter;  befides,  they  have  burned  and  carried  away 

all  that  was  in  the  King's  Tent,  wherefore  the  King  moft  wor- 
thily hath  caus'd  every  Soldier  to  cut  his  Prifoner's  Throat. 

O  'tis  a  gallant  King. 
Flu.  I,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth,  Captain  Gower ;  what 

call  you  the  Town's  name,  where  Alexander  the  pig  was born? 
G*w*  Alexander  the  Great. 

Fltto 
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Flu.  Why  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  f  The  pig,  or 

the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magnani- 
mous are  all  one  reckonings,  fave  the  Phrafe  is  a  little  varia- 

tions, 
Gow.  I  think  Alexander  the  Great  was  born  in  Ma- 

cedon,  his  Father  was  called  Philip  of  Macedon,  as  I  take 
it. 

Flu.  I  think  it  isin  Macedon,  where  Alexander  is  porn:  I 
tell  you  Captain,  if  you  look  in  the  Maps  of  the  Orld,  I 
warrant  that  you  fall  find  in  the  comparifons  between  Ma- 
cedon  and  Monmouth,  that  the  Situations,  look  you,  is  both 
alike.  There  is  a  River  in  Macedon,  and  there  is  alfo  more- 

over a  River  at  Monmouth,  it  is  call'd  Wye  at  Monmouth', 
but  it  is  out  of  my  prains,  what  is  the  name  of  the  other 

River,  but  'tis  all  one,  'tis  as  like  as  my  Fingers  to  my  Fingers, 
and  there  is  Salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's  Life 

well,  Harry  of  Monmouth's  Life  is  come  after  it  indifferent 
well,  for  there  is  Figures  in  all  things.  Alexander,  God 
knows,  and  you  know,  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and  his 
wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  difpleafures, 
and  his  indignations,  and  alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his 
prains,  did  in  his  Ales  and  his  Angers,  look  you,  kill  his  bed 
Friend  Cljtus. 

Gow.  Our  King  is  not  like  him  in  that,  he  never  kill'd 
any  of  his  Friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 

Tales  out  of  my  Mouth,  e'er  it  is  made  and  finifhed.  I  fpeak 
but  in  the  Figures,  and  Comparifons  of  it;  as  Alexander 

kill'd  his  Friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  Ales  and  his  Cups ;  fo 
alfo  Harry  Monmouth  beng  in  his  right  wits,  and  his  good 

/jdgments,  turn'd  away  the  fat  Knight  with  the  great  belly 
Doublet:  he  was  full  of  jell:,  and  gypes,  and  knaveries,  and 
mocks,  I  have  forgot  his  name. 

Gow.  Sir  John  Falftajf. 

Flu.  That  is  he :  I'll  tell  you,  there  is  good  Men  porn at  Monmouth. 

Gow.  Here  comes  his  Majefly. 
Alarum.     Enter  King  Harry  and  Bourbon  with  Pri finer  s, 

Lords  and  Attendants.     Flourifb. 
K.  Henry.  I  was  not  angry  fi nee  I  came  to  France, 
Until  this  inftant.    Take  a  Trumpet,  Herald, 

Ride 
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Ride  thou  unto  the  Horfemen  on  yond  HiJI : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  void  the  Field;    they  do  offend  our  fight. 

If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them, 
And  make  them  sker  away,  as  fwift  as  ftones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Adrian  Slings: 

Befides  we'll  cut  the  Throats  of  thofe  we  have, 
And  not  a  Man  of  them  that  we  fliall  take, 
Shall  tafte  our  Mercy.     Co  and  tell  them  fo. 

Enter  Mountjoy. 
Exe.  Here  comes  the  Herald  of  the  French,  my  Liege. 

Glo.  His  Eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 
K.  Henry.  How  now,  what  means  their  Herald?  Know'ft thou  not, 

That  I  have  fin'd  thefe  Bones  of  mine  for  Ranfom? 

Com'ft  thou  again  for  Ranfom  ? 
Monnt.  No,  great  King: 

I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  Licenfe, 

That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  Field, 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them : 
To  fort  our  Nobles  from  our  common  Men; 
For  many  of  our  Princes,  woe  the  while, 

Lye  drown'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  Blood : 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  Limbs 
In  blood  of  Princes,  and  with  wounded  Steeds 

Fretfet-lock  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wild  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  Matters, 
Killing  them  twice.  O  give  us  leave,  great  King, 
To  view  the  Field  in  fafety,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  Bodies. 

K.  Henry.  I  tell  thee  truly,  Herald, 
I  know  not  whether  the  day  be  ours  or  no, 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  Horfemen  peer, 

And  gallop  o'er  the  Field. 
Mount.  The  day  is  yours. 
K.  Henry.  Praifed  be  God,  and  not  our  firength  for  it : 

What  is  this  Caftle  calPd,  that  (lands  hard  by? 
Mount.  They  call  it  Agincourt. 
K.  Henry.  Then  call  we  this  the  Field  of  dgincourt. 

Fought  on  the  day  of  Crifiin  Grifpmnu 

Fiui 
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Flu*  Your  Grandfather  of  famous  Memory,  an*t  pleaf< 
your  Majefty,  and  your  great  Unkle  Edward  the  Plad 
Prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  Chronicles,  foughi 
moil  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

K.  Henry.  They  did,  Flutllen. 
Flu,  Your  Majefty  fays  very  true:  IfyourMajefHes  isre« 

membred  of  it*  the  Welchmen  did  good  fervice  in  a  Garden 
where  Leeks  did  grow,  wearing  Leeks  in  their  Monmouth 
Caps,  which  your  Majefty  know  to  this  hour  is  an  honoura- 

ble Padge  of  the  fervice  ;  and  I  do  believe  your  Majefty 

takes  no  (corn  to  wear  the  Leek  upon  St.  Tavie's  day. 
K.  Henry.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  Honour  : 

For  I  am  Welch,  you  know,  good  Countryman. 
Fin.  All  the  Water  in  Wye  cannot  wafh  your  Majefties 

Weljh  plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that :  God 
plefs,  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  Grace,  and 
his  Majefty  too.  - 

K.  Henry.  Thanks,  good  my  Countryman. 
Flu.  By  Jefhu,  I  am  your  Majefties  Countryman,  I  care 

not  who  know  it:  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  Orld,  I  need 
not  to  be  afhamed  of  your  Majefty,  praifed  beGod,  fo  long 
as  your  Majefty  is  an  honeft  Man* 

K.  Henry.  God  keep  me  fo. 
Enter  Willams. 

Our  Heralds  go  with  him, 
Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  Parts.     Call  yonder  Fellow  hither. 

Exe.  Soldier,  you  muft  come  to  the  King. 

K.  Henry.  Soldier,  why  wear'ft  thou  that  Glove  in  thy  Cap 
'Will.  And't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  'tis  the  Gage  of  one  that 

I  ihould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 
K.  Henry.  An  EnglifomanA 

Will.  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  a  Rafcal  that  fwagger'd 
with  me  laft  night;  who  if  alive,  and  ever  dare  to  challenge 

this  Glove,  I  have  fworn  to  take  him  a  box  o'th'ear;  or 
if  I  can  fee  my  Glove  in  his  Cap,  which  he  fwore  as  he 
was  a  Soldier  he  would  wear,  (if  alive/  will  ftrike  it  out 
foundry. 

K.  Henry.  What  think  you,  Captain  FlmUen^  is  it  fit  this 
Soldier  keep  his  Oath? 

Flttl 
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Flu.  He  is  a  Craven  and  a  Villain  elfe,  and't  pleafe  your 
Majefty,  in  my  Confcience. 

K.Henry.  It  may  be,  his  Ercmy  is  a  Gentleman  of  great 
Sort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  Degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  good  a  Jettltman  as  the  Devil  is, 
as  Lucifer  and  BeUebub  himfelf,  it  is  neceffary,  lock  your 
Grace,  that  he  keep  his  Vow  and  his  Oath  :  If  he  be  per- 

jur'd,  fee  you  now,  his  Reputation  is  as  arrant  a  Villain 
and  a  Jack  fawce,  as  ever  his  black  fhoo  trod  upon  Gcd's 
Ground,  and  his  Earth,  in  my  Confcience,  Law. 

K.  Henry.  Then  keep  thy  Vow,  Sirrah,  when  thou  meet'ft the  Fellow, 

Will.  So  I  will,  my  Liege,  as  I  live. 

K.Henry.  Who  ferv'ft  thou  under? 
Will.  Under  Captain  Gower,  my  Liege. 
Flu.  Cower  is  a  good  Captain,  and  is  good  knowledge 

and  literatured  in  the  Wars. 

K.Henry.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  Soldier. 
Will.  I  will,  my  Liege,  [_Exit. 
K.Henry.  Here  Fluellen,  wear  thou  this  Favour  for  me, 

and  flick  it  in  thy  Cap ;  when  Alanfon  and  my  felf  were 

down  together,  I  pluck'd  this  Glove  from  his  Helm;  if  any 
Man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  Friend  to  AUnfony  and  an  Ene- 

my to  our  Perfon;  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch,  apprehend 
him,  and  thou  do'ft  me  love. 

Flu.  Your  Grace  does  me  as  great  Honours,  as  can  be 

defir'd  in  the  Hearts  of  his  Subjects :  I  would  fain  fee  the 
Man,  that  has  but  two  Legs,  that  fhall  find  himfelf  agriev'd 
at  this  Glove;  that  is  all;  but  I  would  fain  fee  it  once,  and 
pleafe  God  of  his  Grace  that  I  might  fee. 

K.Henry.  Know'ft  thou  Gower? 
Flu.  He  is  my  dear  Friend,  and  pleafe  ybu. 
K.  Henry.  Pray  thee  go  feek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my  Tent  ? 
Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  [Exit. 

K.Henry.  My  Lord  of  Warwick*  and  my  Brother  Gl&9Jter% 
Follow  Flmllen  clofely  at  the  Heels, 
The  Glove  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  Favour 
May  haply  purchafe  him  a  Box  oWEar. 

It  is  the  Soldier's;  I  by  bargain  ihould 
Wear  it  my  felf.     Follow,  good  Coufin  Wdrmckj 
If  that  the  Soldier  Alike  him,  as  I  judge  4 



1560  The  LIFE  of 

3y  this  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  Word; 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 

And  touch'd  with  C holer,  hot  as  Gunpowder, 
And  quickly  will  return  an  Injury. 
Follow,  and  fee  there  be  not  harm  between  them. 
Go  you  with  me,  Uncle  of  Exeur.  \Exemt* 

Enter  Gower  and  Williams. 

Will.  I  warrant  it  is  to  Knight  you,  Captain. 
Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  God's  Will,   and  his  Pleafure,  Captain,  I  befeech you  now,  come  apace  to  the  King:  There  is  more  good  to- 
ward you  peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to  dream 

of. 

Will*  Sir,  know  you  this  Glove  ? 
FIh.  Know  the  Glove?  I  know  the  Glove  is  a  Glove. 
Will.  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it.    [Strikes  him, 

FIh.  'Sbud,   an  arrant  Traitor  as  any's  in  the  Univerfal 
World,  or  in  France •,  or  in  England. 

Gower.  How  now,  Sir?  you  Villain. 

Will.  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forfworn? 
Flu.  Stand  away,  Captain  Go-wery  I  will  give  Treafon  his 

payment  into  Plows,  I  warrant  you. 
Will.  I  am  no  Traitor. 

Flu*  That's  a  Lie  in  thy  Throat.  I  charge  you  in  his 
Majefty's  Name  apprehend  him,  he's  a  Friend  of  the  Duke 
Alanfon's. Enter  Warwick  and  Glouceftes. 

War.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Fin.  My  Lord  of  Warwick^   here  is,  praifed  be  God  for 

it,  a  moft  contagious  Treafon  come  to  light,  look  you,  as 

you  mall  defire  in  a  Summer's  Day.     Here  is  his  Majefty. 
Enter  King  Henry  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
FIh;  My  Liege,  here  is  a  Villain  and  a  Traitor,   that, 

look  your  Grace,  ha's  ftruck  the  Glove  which  your  Majefty 
is  take  out  of  the  Helmet  of  Alanfon. 

Will.  My  Liege,  this  was  my  Glove,  here  is  the  Fellow 

of  it;  and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'd  to  wear 
it  in  his  Cap  \  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him,  if  he  did  ;  I  met  this 

Man 



2if/#g  Henry  V.  i\Ci 

Man  with  my  Glove  in  his  Cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good 
as  my  word. 

Flu.  Your  Majefty  hear  now,  faving  your  Majefty 's  Man- 
hood,  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly,  lowfie  Knave  it 

is;  I  hope  your  Majefty  is  pear  roe  Teftimony  and  Wit* 
nefs,  and  will  avouchment,  that  this  is  the  Glove  of  A- 

lanfon,  that  your  Majefty  is  give  me,  in  your  Gonfcienca now. 

K.Henry*  Give  me  thy  Glove*  Soldier's Look,  here  is  the  fellow  of  it: 
.Twas  I  indeed  thou  promifedft  to  ftrike. 
And  thou  haft  given  me  moft  bitter  termr. 

Flu.  And  pleafe  your  Majefty,  let  his  Neck  anfwer  for  it, 
if  there  is  any  Marflial  Law  in  the  World. 

K.Henry.  How  canft  thou  make  me  Satisfaction? 

Will.  All  Offences,  my  Lord,  come  from  the  Heart;  ne* 
ver  came  any  from  mine,  that  might  offend  your  Majefty. 

K.Henry.  It  was  our  felf  thou  didft  abufe. 

Will.  Your  Majefty  came  not  like  your  felf;  you  ap- 
pear'd  to  me  but  as  a  common  Man;  witnefs  the,Nighr* 
your  Garments,  your  Lowlinefs;  and  what  your  Highnefs 

fuffer'd  under  that  fhape,  I  befeech  you  take  it  for  your 
fault,  and  not  mine;  for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for, 
I  made  no  offence;  therefore  I  befeech  your  Highnefs 
pardon  me. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  Uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  Glove  with  Crowns, 
And  give  it  to  this  Fellow.     Keep  it  Fellow, 
And  wear  it  for  an  Honour  in.  thy  Cap, 

'Till  I  do  challenge  it.     Give  him  the  Crowns : 
And,  Captain,  you  muft  needs  be  friends  with  him* 

Flu.  By  this.  Day  and  this  Light,  the  Fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  Belly;  hold,  there  is  twelve-pence  for  you, 
and  I  pray  you  ferye  God,  and  keep  you  out  of  prawls  and 
prabbles,  and  quarrels  and  dilTentions,  and  I  warrant  you  ic 
is  the  better  for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  Mony. 
Flu.  It  is  with  a  goodwill;  I  can  tell  you  it  will  ferve 

you  to  mend  your  Shooes ;  come;  wherefore  fhould  you  bg 

fo  paftifui;  your  Shooes  is  not  fo  good  ;  'tis  a  good  Silling 
I  Warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

¥otd  IJffi  C  c  Enter 
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Enter  Herald, 

K.Henry.  Now  Herald,  are  the  dead  numbred? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  {laughter 3d  French. 
K.  Henry.  What  Prifoners  of  good  fort  are  taken,  Uncle  ? 
Exe.  Charles  Duke  of  Orleans,  Nephew  to  the  King; 

John  Duke  of  Bourbon,  and  Lord  Bouchiquald  : 
Of  other  Lords  and  Barons,  Knights  and  Squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  Men. 

K.Henry,  This  Note  doth  tell  me  often  thoufand  French 
That  in  the  Field  lye  (lain ;  of  Princes  in  this  number, 
And  Nobles  bearing  Banners,  there  lye  dead 
One  hundred  twenty  fix;  added  to  thefe, 
Of  Knights,  Efquires,  and  gallant  Gentlemen, 
Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred;  of  the  which, 

Five  hundred  were  butyefterday  dubb'd  Knights: 
So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft, 
There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  Mercenaries: 

The  reft  are  Princes,  Barons,  Lords,  Knights,  Squires, 
And  Gentlemen  of  Blood  and  Quality. 
The  Names  of  thofe  their  Nobles  that  lye  dead: 
Charles  Delabreth,  High  Conftable  of  France, 
Jacques  of  Chatilion,  Admiral  of  France, 
The  Matter  of  the  Crofs-Bows,  Lord  Rambures9 
Great  Mafter  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Guichard  Dauphin, 

John  Duke  of  Alenfon,  Anthonio  Duke  of  "Brabant* 
The  Brother  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy, 
And  Edward  Duke  of  Barr :  Of  lufty  Earls, 
Grandpree  and  RouJJie,  Faulconbridge  and  Foyes% 
Beaumont  and  Aiarle,  Vaudemont  and  Leflrale. 
Here  was  a  Royal  Fellowfhip  of  Death. 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  Englijh  dead  ? 
Ed-ward  the  Duke  of  Tork^  the  Earl  of  Suffolk^ 
Sir  Richard  Ketley,  Davy  Gam  Efquire; 
None  elfe  of  name ;  and  of  all  other  Men, 
But  five  and  twenty. 
O  God,  thy  Arm  was  here: 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  Arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all.   When,  without  ftratagem, 
But  in  plain  fhock,  and  even  play  of  Battel, 
Was  ever  ksown  fo  great  and  little  Lofs? 

On 
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On  one  part  and  on  th'other,  take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  none's,  but  thine. 

Exe.  'Tis  wonderful. 
K.  Henry.  Come,  go  we  in  Proceflion  to  the  Village : 

And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  Hofr, 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  Praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  and  pleafe  your  Majefty,  to  tell  how 

many  is  kill'd  ? 
K.  Henry.  Yes,  Captain ;  but  with  this  acknowledgment, 

That  God  fought  for  us. 
Flu.  Yes,  my  confciencei  he  did  us  great  good. 
K.  Henry.  Do  we  all  holy  Rights ; 

Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis,  and  Te  Deum, 

The  dead  with  chanty  enclos'd  in  Clay: 
And  then  to  Calais,  and  to  England  then, 

Where  ne'er  from  France  arriv'd  more  happy  Men.  [Exeunt. 

AGTV.     SCENE   I. 

Enter  Chorus. 

VOuchfafe  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the  Story, 

That  I  may  prompt  them  5  and  of  fuch  as  have,' 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'excufe 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things, 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  Life 
Be  here  prefented.     Now  we  bear  the  King 
Toward  Calais :  Grant  him  there ;  and  there  being  feen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts, 
Athwart  the  Seat  Behold  the  Englifli  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood,  with  Men,  with  Wives,  and  Boys, 

Whofe  fhouts  and  claps  out-vojce  the  deep-mouth'd  Sea, 
Which  like  a  mighty  Whiffler  'fore  the  King 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way;  So  let  him  land, 
And  folemnly  fee  him  fet  on  to  London. 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  Thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Blacky  He ath : 
Where  that  his  Lords  defire  him,  to  have  born 
tf  is  bruifed  Helmet,  and  his  bended  Sword 

G  e  a  Before 
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Jefore  him,  through  the  City ;  he  forbids  it; 
-Being  free  from  Vainnefs,  and  felf-glorious  Pride : 
Giving  full  Trophy,   Signal,  and  Oftent, 
Quite  from  himfelf,  to  God.     But  now  behold. 

In  the  quick  Forge  and  working-houfe  of  Thought, 
How  London  doth  pour  out  her  Citizens, 
The  Mayor,  and  all  his  Brethren  in  beft  fort, 

Like  td  the.  Senators  of  ch'antique  Rome, 
With  the  Plebeians  fwarmihg  at  their  Heels, 

Go  forth  and  fetch  jthetr  conqu'ring  Cafar  in : 
As  by  a  lower,  but  loving  likelihood, 
Were  now  the  General  of  our  gracious  Emprefs, 
As  in  good  time  he  may,  from  Ireland  coming, 
Bringing  Rebellion  broached  on  his  Sword ; 
-Mow  many  would  the  peaceful  City  quit, 
To  welcome  him  ?  much  more,  and  much  more  caufe. 
Did  they  this  Harry.     Now  in  London  place  him. 
As  yet  the  Lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  King  of  England's  flay  at  home : 
The  Emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 
sTo  order  Peace  between  them ;  and  omit 
AH  the  occurrences,  what  ever  chanc  d, 

'Till  Harry 's  back  return  again  to  France : 
There  muft  we  bring  him;  and  my  felf  have  play'd 
The  Interim,  by  remembring  you  'tis  pair. 
Then  brook  Abridgement,  and  your  Eyes  advance, 
After  your  Thoughts,  ftraight  back  again  to  Frame.  [Exit. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Gower.  Nay,  that's  right ;  but  why  wear  you  your  Leek 
fee  day  ?  St.  David's  day  is  paft. 

Flu.  There  is  occafions  and  caufes  why,  and  wherefore 
in  all  things ;  I  will  teMyou  affe  my  Friend,  Captain  Gower ; 
the  rafcally,  feauld,  beggarly,  lowfie,  pragging  Knave  Pi* 
Holy  which,  you  and  your  felf,  and  all  the  World  know  to 
be  no  petter  than  a  Fellow,  look  you  now,  of  no  merits;  he 
is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me  Pread  and  Salt  yefterday, 
look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  Leek ;  it  was  in  a  place  were 
I  could  not  breed  no  contention  with  him ;  but  I  will  be 

fo  pold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  Cap  'till  I  fee  him  once  again, 
and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  little  piece  of  my  defires. 

Enui 
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Cf<?w;.  Why,  here  he  comes,  fwelling  like  a  Turky-cock.* 
Flu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelling,  nor  hisTurky-cocks. 

God  pleffeyou  aunchient  Pifiol:  You  fcurvy  lowfie  Knave, 
God  plefTe  you. 

Pifi.  Ha!  art  thou  Bedlam?  Doft  thou  thirft,  bafe  7r#/*»,' 
to  have  me  fold  up  Parcas  fatal  Web  ?  Hence ;  I  am  qualraiui 
at  the  fmell  of  Leek. 

Flu.  I  befeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfie  Knave,  at  my 
Defires,  and  my  Requefts,  and  my  Petitions,  to  eat,  look 
you,  this  Leek,  becaufe,  look  you,  you  do  not  love  it,  nor 
your  Affections,  and  your  Appetites,  and  your  Digeftions 
does  not  agree  with  it;  I  would  defire  you  to  eat  it. 

Pifi.  Not  for  Cadwallader  and  all  his  Goats. 
Flu.  There  is  one  Goat  for  you,  \_Strikfs  him. 

Will  you  be  fo  good,  fcald  Knave,  as  eat  it  ? 
Pifi.  Bafe  Trojan,  thou  fhalt  dye. 

Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcald  Knave,  when  God's  will  is: 
I  will  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat  your  Vi- 

ctuals ;  come,  there  is  Sawce  for  it.  You  call'd  me  yefter- 
day  Mountain-Squire,  but  I  will  make  you  to  day  a  Squire 
of  low  degree.  I  pray  you  fall  too ;  if  you  can  mock  a  Leek, 
you  can  eat  a  Leek.  [beatinghimm 

Go-iv.  Enough,  Captain,  you  have  aftonifiVd  him. 
Flu.  I  fay  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my  Leek,  or 

I  will  peat  his  Pate  four  days :  Pite,  I  pray  you,  it  is  good 
for  your  green  Wound,  and  your  ploody  Coxcomb. 

Pifi.  Mull:  I  bite? 
Flu.  Yes  certainly,  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  queftion 

too,  and  ambiguities. 
Pifi.  By  this  Leek,  I  will  mod  horribly  revenge  ;  I  ea 

and  eat — I  fwear — - 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you;  will  you  have  fome  more  Sawce ta 
your  Leek:  There  is  not  enough  Leek  to  fwear  by. 

Pifi.  Quiet  thy  Cudgel,  thou  doft  fee  I  eat. 
Ful.  Mudigooddoyou,  fcald  Knave,  heartily.  Nay?pr«jr 

you  throw  none  away,  the  Skin  is  good  for  your  brok  e 
Coxcomb :  When  you  take  occafions  to  fee  Leeks  hereaft  er 

I  pray  you  mock  at  'em,  that's  all. Bft.  Good. 

CC  5  /-;.;: 
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Flu.  Ay,  Leeks  is  good ;  hold  you,  there  is  a  Groat  to 
heal  your  Pate, 

Tift.  Me  a  Groat  ? 
Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth  you  fhall  take  it,  or  I  have 

another  Leek  in  my  Pocket,  which  you  fhall  eat, 
Pift.  I  take  thy  Groat  in  earneft  of  Revenge. 
Flu.  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  Cudgels, 

you  fhall  be  a  Woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of  me  but 

Cudgels:  God  be  wi'you,  and  keep  you,  and  heal  your  Pate. 

\jExit9 

Fiji.  All  Hell  fhall  ftir  for  this. 
Goiv.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  Knave :  Will 

you  mock  at  an  ancient  Tradition,  began  upon  an  honoura- 
ble Refpeci,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  Trophy  of  predecea*- 

fed  Valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  Deeds  any  of  your 
Words.  I  have  feen  you  gleeking  and  galling  at  this  Gentle^ 
man  twice  or  thrice.  You  thought,  becaufe  he  could  not 
fpeak  Englifi  in  the  native  Garb,  he  could  not  therefore  handle 
an  Englijb  Cudgel;  you  find  it  otherwife,  and  henceforth 
let  a  Weljb  Correction  teach  you  a  good  Englijb  Condition, 
fare  ye  well.  \_Exit. 

Pift.  Doth  Fortune  play  the  Hufwife  with  me  now?  News 

have  I  that  my  Doll  is  dead  i'th'  Spittle,  of  a  malady  of  France, 
and  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off:  Old  I  do  wax, 

and  from  my  weary  Limbs  Honour  is  cudgell'd.  Well,  Bawd 
I'll  turn,  and  fomething  lean  to  Cut-purfe  of  quick  Hand : 
To  England  will  I  fteal,  and  there  I'll  fteal ; 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  cudgel'd  Scars, 
And  fwear  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  Wars.  \_Exit. 
Enter  at  one  Door,  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  Warwick, 

and  other  Lords;  at  another,  theFrench  King,  Queen  Ifabel, 
the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and  other  French. 
K*  Henry.  Peace  to  this  Meeting ;  wherefore  we  are  met  5 

Unto  our  Brother  France,  and  to  our  Sifter, 
Health  and  fair  time  of  Day;  Joy  and  goodWifhas 
To  our  mod  fair  and  Princely  Coufin  Katharine  ; 
And  as  a  Branch  and  Member  of  this  Royalty, 

By  whom  this  great  Affembly  is  contriv'd, 
We  do  falute  you  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

And  Princes  French  and  Peers,  Health  to  you  all,' 
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Jr.  2C/>g.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  Face, 
Moil  worthy  Brother  England,  fairly  met. 
So  are  you  Princes  EnglijJo,  every  one. 

Q<Jfa.  So  happy  be  the  I  flue,  Brother  England^ 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  Eyes; 
Your  Eyes,  which  hitherto  have  born  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
The  fatal  Balls  of  murthering  Bafilisks: 
The  venom  of  fuch  Looks  we  fairly  hope 
Have  loft  their  quality,  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  Griefs  and  Quarrels  into  Love. 

K.Henry.  Tocry  Amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 
Q^/fa.  You  Englifh  Princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 
Burg.  My  Duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  Love  ; 

Great  Kings  of  France  and  England.  That  I  have  labour'd 
With  all  my  Wits,  my  Pains,  andftrong  Endeavours, 
To  bring  your  moft  Imperial  Majefties 
Unto  this  Bar  and  Royal  Interview, 
Your  MightinelTes  on  both  parts  beft  can  witnefs. 

Since  thentmy  Office  hath  fo  far  prevail'd, 
That  Face  to  Face,  and  Royal  Eye  to  Eye, 
You  have  congreeted  :  Let  it  not  difgrace  me. 
If  I  demand  before  this  Royal  view, 
What  Rub,  or  what  Impediment  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor  and  mangled  Peace, 
Dear  nurfe  of  Arts,  Plenties,  and  joyful  Births, 
Should  not,  in  this  beft  Garden  of  the  World, 

Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  Vifage  t 

Alas,  fhe  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chac'd, 
And  all  her  Husbandry  doth  lye  on  heaps, 
Corrupting  in  its  own  Fertility. 
Her  Vine,  the  merry  chearer  of  the|Heart,  . 

Unpruned  dies;  her  Hedges  even  pleach'd, 
Like  Prifoners  wildly  over-grown  with  Hair, 

Put  forth  diforder'd  Twigs  :  Her  fallow  Leas, 
The  Darnel,  Hemlock,  and  rank  Fumitory, 
Doth  root  upon,  while  that  the  Culter  rufts, 
That  mould  deracinate  fuch  Savagery : 
The  even  Mead,  that  eift  brought  fweetly  forth 
The  freckled  Cowflip,  Burnet,  and  green  Clover, 

C  c  4  Wanting 
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Wanting  the  Sythe,  all  uncorre&ed,  rank, 
Conceives  by  Idlenefs,  and  nothing  teems, 
But  hateful  Docks,  rough  Thiftles,  Keckfies,  Burs, 
£ofing  both  Beauty  and  Utility  ; 
And  all  our  Vineyards,  Fallows,  Meads  and  Hedges, 
J)efeftive  in  their  Natures,  grow  to  wildnefs. 
iven  to  our  Houfes,  and  our  Selves,  and  Children*, 
Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  Time, 
The  Sciences  that  mould  become  our  Country; 
But  grow  like  Savages,  fas  Soldiers  will, 
That  nothing  do  buf  meditate  on  Blood) 

To  Swearing,  and  ftern  Looks,  diffus'd  Attire, 
And  every  thing  that  feems  unnatural. 
Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  Favour, 
You  are  afTembled ;  and  my  Speech  intreats, 
Thitt  I  may  know  the  Let,  why  gentle  Peace 
Should  not  expel  thefe  Inconveniences, 
And  blefs  us  with  her  former  Qualities* 

K.  Henry.  If,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  the  Peacei 

Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  th'  Imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited ;  you  mull:  buy  that  Peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  Demands, 
Whofe  Tenures  and  particular  Effects 

You  have  enfchedul'd  briefly  in  your  Hands. 
Burg.  The  King  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which,  as  yet 

There  is  no  Anfwer  made. 

K.  Henry.  Well  then ;  the  Peace,  which  you  before  fo  urg'da 
Lyes  in  his  Anfwer. 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  curfolary  Eye 

O'er-glanc'd  the  Articles :  Pleafeth  your  Grace 
To  appoint  fbme  of  your  Council  prefently 
To  fit  with  us,  once  more  with  better  heed 

To  re-furvey  them;  we  will  fuddenly 
Pafs  our  accept  and  peremptory  Anfwer. 

K.  Henry.  Brother,  we  fhall.  Go,  Uncle  Exeter* 
And  Bfother  Clarence^  and  Brother  Gloucefter, 
Warwick^  and  Huntington,  go  with  the  King, 
And  take  with  you  free  Power  to  ratifie, 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  Wifdems  beft 
Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  Dignity  3 
Any  thing  in  or  oiit  of  our  Demands^ 
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And  we'll  confign  thereto.    Will  you,  fair  Sifteri 
Go  with  the  Princes,  or  ftay  here  with  us? 

jg.  Ifa*  Our  gracious  Brother,  I  will  go  with  them  5 

Haply  a  Woman's  Voice  may  do  fome  good, 
When  Articles  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  flood  on. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  leave  our  Coufin  Katharine  here  with  u$l 

She  is  our  capital  Demand  compris'd 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  Articles. 

OJfa.  She  hath  good  leave.  [Exeunt. 

Manet  King  Henry,  Katharine1  a,nd  a  Lady. 
K.Henry.  Fair  Katharine,  moft fair, 

Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  Soldier  terms, 

Such  as  will  enter  at  a  Lady's  Ear, 
And  plead  his  Love-fuit  to  her  gentle  Heart? 

Kath.  Your  Majeftyfhall  mock  at  me,  I  cannot  fpeak  your 

England. 
K.  Henry*  O  fair  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me  foundly 

with  your  French  Heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  confefs  it 
brokenly  with  your  Englijh  Tongue.  Do  you  like  me,  Kate  * 
i    Kath.  Pardonnez,  moy,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  like  me. 

KHenry.  An  Angel  is  like  you,  Kate,  and  you  are  like  an 
Angel. 

Kath.    Que  dit-il,  que  je  fuis  femblable  a  les  singes  ? 
Lady.  Ouy  verament  (fauf  vofire  Grace)  ainfi  dit-il. 
K.  Henry.  I  faid  fo,  dear  Katharine,  and  I  muft  not  Mufti 

to  affirm  it. 

Kath.  O  hon  Dieu  \  les  Ungues  des  hommes  font  flein  de 
tromperies. 

'   K.  Henry.  What  fays  (he,  fair  One?  that  Tongues  of  Men are  full  of  Deceits? 

Lady.  Ouy9  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  deceits: 
dat  is  de  Princefs. 

K.  Henry.  The  Princefs  is  the  better  Englishwoman  ; 

i'faith  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  Understanding,  I  am 

glad  thou  canft  fpeak  no  better  Englifb,  for  if  thou  could 'ft, 
thou  would'ft  find  me  fuch  a  plain  Kinr,  that  thou  would'ft 
think,  I  had  fold  my  Farm  to  buy  my  Crown.  I  know  no 
ways  to  mince  it  in  Love,  but  diredly  to  fey,  I  love  you  5 

t  then  if  you  urge  me  farther,  than  to  fay,.  Do  you  in  faith? 

I  wear  out  my  fuit:  Give  me  your  anfwer  i'faith  do,  and 
clap  Hands,  and  a  Bargain  ;  how  fay  you,  Lady  ? 

k.  Kath*' 
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Kath.  Sanf  voftre  honneur,  me  underftand  well. 
K.  Henry.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  Verfesjor 

to  Dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me;  for  the 
one,  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafure ;  and  for  the  other, 
I  have  no  ftrength  in  meafure,  yet  a  reafonable  meafure  in 
ftrength.  If  I  could  win  a  Lady  at  leap-frog,  or  by  vault- 

ing into  my  Saddle,  with  my  Armour  on  my  Back  ;  undo* 
the  correction  of  Bragging  be  it  fpoken,  I  mould  quickly 
leap  into  a  Wife:  Or  if  I  might  buffet  for  my  Love,  or 
bound  my  Horfe  for  her  Favours,  I  could  lay  on  like  a  But- 

cher, and  fit  like  a  Jack-an-Apes,  never  off.  But  before 
God,  Kate,  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gafp  out  my  Elo- 

quence, nor  I  have  no  cunning  in  Proteftation ;  only  down- 

right Oaths,"  which  I  never  ufedtili  urg'd,  nor  never  break 
for  urging.  If  thou  canft  love  a  Fellow  of  this  Temper, 
JKate,  whofe  Face  is  not  worth  Sun-burning;  that  never  looks 
in  his  Glafs,  for  love  of  any  thing  he  fees  there;  let  thine 
Eye  be  thy  Cook.  I  fpeak  thee  plain  Soldier;  if  thou  canft 
love  me  for  this,  take  me;  if  not,  to  fay  to  thee  that  I  fhall 
dye,  is  true;  but  for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord.  No:  yet  Hove 

thee  too.  And  while  thou  liv'ft,  dear  Kate,  take  a  Fellow 
of  plain  and  uncoined  Conftancy,  for  he  perforce  muft  do 
thee  right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other 
>!aces :  For  thefe  Fellows  of  infinite  Tongue,  that  can  Rhime 
themfelves  into  Ladies  Favours,  they  do  always  reafon  them- 
fel  ves  out  again.  What  ?  a  Speaker  is  but  a  Prater,  a  Rhime  is  but 
a  Ballad  ;  a  good  Leg  will  fall,  a  ftraight  Back  will  ftoop, 

a  black  Beard  will  turn  white,  a  curl'd  Pate  will  grow  bald, 
a  fair  Face  will  wither,  a  full  Eye  will  wax  hollow  ;  but  a 
good  Heart,  Kate,  is  the  Sun  and  the  Moon,  or  rather  the 
Sun,  and  not  the  Moon;  for  it  mines  bright,  and  never 

changes,  but  keeps  his  courfe  truly.  If  thou  would'fi:  have fuch  a  one,  take  me;  and  take  me,  take  a  Soldier;  take  a 

Soldier;  take  a  King:  And  whatfay'ft  thou  then  my  Love? 
fpeak  my  fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 

Kath.    Is  it  poilible  dat  I  fould  love  de  enemy  of  France? 
K.  Henry.  No,  it  is  not  poffible  that  you  mould  love  the 

Enemy  of  France,  Kate;  but  in  loving  me,  you  mould 
love  the  Friend  of  France;  for  I  love  France  (o  well,  that 
I  will  not  part  with  a  Village  of  it :  I  will  have  it  all  mine; 
and,  Kate,  when  France  is  mine,  andl  am  yours;  then  yours 
is  France,  and  you  are  mine.  Kathi 
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Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vhat  is  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No,  Kate?  I  will  tell  tell  thee  in  French,  which 
I  am  fure  will  hang  upon  my  Tongue,  like  a  new  Married 

Wife  about  her  Husband's  Neck,  hardly  to  be  ihook  oft : 
Je  quand  fur  le  pojfeffion  de  France,  £r  quand  vou  saves  le 

fojfejjion  de  moy,  ('Let  me  fee,  what  then  ?  Saint  Dennis  be  my 
fpecd)  Done  voftre  efi  France,  &  vous  efies  mienne.  It  is 
as  eafie  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  Kingdom,  as  to  fpeak 
fo  much  more  French :  I  (hall  never  move  thee  in  French,  un- 
lefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  voftre  honneur,    le  Francois  que  vohs  parlez,,  it 

efi  meliettr  quel"  Anglois  le  quel  je  park. 
K.  Henry.  No  faith  is't  not,   Kate;  but  thy  fpeaking  of 

my  Tongue,  and  I  thine,   moll:  truly  falfly,  muft  needs  be 
granted  to  be  much  at  one.     But,  Kate,  doft  thou  under- 

ftand  thus  much  of  Englip\  Can'fl  thou  love  me? Kath,  I  cannot  tell. 

K,  Henry%  Can  any  of  your  Neighbours  tell,  Kate  ?  Ill 
ask  them.  Come,  I  know  thou  lovefl:  me;  and  at  night* 
when  you  come  into  your  Clofet,  youll  queftion  this  Gen- 

tlewoman about  me ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will  to  her  dif- 
praife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your  heart;  bur, 
good  Kate,  mock  me  mercifully,  the  rather,  gentle  Prin- 
cefs,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou  beeft  mine, 
Kate,  as  I  have  faving  Faith  within  me  tells  me,  thou  fhalt; 
I  get  thee  with  fcambling,  and  thou  muft  therefore  needs 
prove  a  good  Soldier-breeder :  Shall  not  thou  and  I,  between 
Saint  Dennis  and  St.  George,  compound  a  Boy,  half  French, 
half  Englip,  that  (hall  go  to  Conftantinople,  and  take  the 

Turk^hy  the  Beard.  Shall  we  not?  what  fay 'ft  thou,  my fair  Flower-de-Luce. 
Kath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No ;  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  promife  \ 
do  but  now  promife,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour  for  your  French 
part  of  fuch  a  Boy ;  and  for  my  Englijh  moiety,  take  the  word 
of  a  King,  andaBatchelor.  How  anfwer  you,  La  plus  bells 
Katharine  du  monde  mon  tres  chere  &  divine  deeffe. 

Kath.  Your  Majeftee  ave  faufeFrenche  enough  to  deceive 
de  moft  fage  Damoifel  dat  is  en  France. 

K.  Henry.  Now  fie  upon  my  falfe  French ;  by  mine  Honour, 
in  tme  Eqglifa  I  love  theej  K^te;  by  which  Honour  I  dare no! 
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not  fwear  thou  loveft  me,   yet  my  blood  begins  to  flatter 

me,   that  thou  do'ft ;     notwithftanding  the  poor  and  un- 
tempering  effed  of  my  Vifage.     Now  befhrew  my  Father's 
Ambition,  he  was  thinking  of  Civil  Wars,  when  he  got  me, 
therefore  was  I  created  with  a  ftubborn  outfide,    with  an 
afped  of  Iron,     that  when  I  come  to  woo  Ladies,   I  fright 
them;  but  in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder  I  wax,   the  better  I  fhal} 
appear.     My  comfort  is,  that  Old  Age,  that  ill  layer  up  of 
Beauty,   can  do  no  more  fpoil  upon  my  Face.     Thou  haft 
me,  if  thou  haft  me,  at  the  worft;  and  theumalt  wear  me, 
if  thou  wear  me,  better  and  better ;    a-nd  therefore  tell  me, 
moft  fair  Katharine,  will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off  thofe  Maiden 
Blufhes,  avouch  the  Thoughts  of  your  Heart  with  the  Looks 

of  an  Emprefs,  take  me  by  the  Hand,  and  fay,  Harry  of  Eng- 
land,   I  am  thine ;    which  word  thou  fhalt  no  fooner  blefs 

mine  Ear  withal,  but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud,  England  is  thine, 
Ireland  is  thine,  France  is  thine,  and  Henry  Tlantagenet  is  thine ; 
who,  though  I  fpeak  it  before  his  Face,    if  he  be  not  Fellow 
with  the  beft  King,  thou  (halt  find  the  beft  King  of  Good- 
fellows.     Come,  your  Anfwer  in  broken  Mufick;    for  thy 
Voice  is  Mufick,  and  thy  Englifi  broken :  Therefore  Queen 
of  all,   Katharine,   break  thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  Englife9 
wilt  thou  have  me? 

Kath,  Dat  is  as  it  fhall  pleafe  le  rsy  men  fere* 
K,  i/<?#r/.  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate;  it  mail  pleafe 

him,  Kate. 
Kath.  Den  it  fhall  alfo  content  me. 

K.  Henry.  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  Hand,  and  I  call  you  my 
Queen. 

Kath.  Laijfez,  mon  Seigneur,  laijfez,  laijfez,,  may  f of  :  Je  n$ 

<vcus -point que  vousabbaiJfez,voftre  grandeur,  enbaifant  le  main 
d*  unevoftre>  Seigneur,  indignie  ferviteur,excufhj  moy*  Jevous 
Jupplie  mon  trcf-puijfant  Seigneur, 

K.  Henrj.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  Lips,  Kate, 
Kath.  Les  Dames  &  Damoifels  pour  eft  re  hat  fee  devant  leur 

nopces  ii  net  pas  le  Coutume  de  France, 
K.  Henry.  Madam,  my  Interpreter,  what  fays  fhe? 
Lady,  Dat  is  not  to  be  de  fzftiion  pour  le  Ladies  of  France^ 

I  cannot  tell  what  is  buijfe  en  Engliflo. 
K.  Henry,  To  kifs. 

Lady,  Your  Majefty  entendre  heme  que  moy, 
K.  Henry. 
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K*  Henry.  Is  it  not  a  fafhion  for  the  Maids  in  Frame  to 

kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  fhe  fay? 
Lady*  Ouy  verayment. 

K.  Henry.  O  Kate,  nice  Cuftoms  curt'fie  to  great  Kings. 
Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within  the  weak  Lift 
of  a  Country's  fafhion ;  we  are  the  makers  of  Manners,  Kate; 
and  the  liberty  that  follows  our  Places,  flops  the  mouths  of 
all  find-faults,  as  I  will  do  yours,  for  the  upholding  the  nice 
fafhion  of  your  Country,  in  denying  me  a  kifs;  therefore  pa- 

tiently, and  yielding.  [_KiJJing  her]  You  have  Witch-craft 
in  your  Lips,  Kate;  there  is  more  Eloqrence  in  a  Sugar 
touch  of  them,  than  in  the  Tongues  of  the  French  Council  ; 
and  they  fhouldfooner  perfuade  Harry  of  England,,  than  a 
general  Petitionof  Mori  arch  s.  Here  ccmes  your  Fatner. 

Enter  the  French  Power,  and  the  Lnghfh  Lords. 
Burg*  God  fave  your  Majefty,  my  Royal  Coufin,  teach 

you  our  Prince fs  Engliflj  t 
K.  Henry.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  Coufin,  how 

perfectly  I  love  her,  and  that  is  good  EngUJh. 
Bnrg.  Is  fhe  apt? 
K.  Henry.  Our  Tongue  is  rough,  Coz,  and  my  condition 

is  not  fmooth ;  fo  that  having  neither  the  Voice  nor  the  Heart 
of  Flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up  the  fpirit  of  love 
in  her,  that  he  will  appear  in  his  true  likenefs. 

Burg*  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  Mirth,  if  I  anfwer  you 
for  that*  If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  mull:  make  a 
Circle:  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  truelikennfs,  he  muff, 
appear  naked,  and  blind.  Can  you  blame  her  then,  being  a 

Maid,  yet  ros'd  over  with  the  Virgin  Crimfon  of  Modefty, 
if  fhe  deny  the  appearance  of  a  naked  blind  Boy  in  her  naked 
feeing  felf  ?  It  were,  my  Lord,  a  hard  Condition  for  a  Maid 
to  confign  to. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  they  do  wink  and  yield  as  Love  is  blind 
and  enforces. 

Burg.  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  Lord,  when  they  fee 
not  what  they  do. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  good  my  Lord,  teach  your  Coufin  to 
confent  to  winking. 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  Lord,  if  you  will 

teach  her  to  kaow  my  meaning;  for  Maids  well  Sumrner'd, 
4nd  warm  kept,  are  like  Flies  at  Bartholomew-tyfe,  blind^ though 



1374  ^  LIFE  of 

though  they  have  their  Eyes,  and  then  they  willendure  hand- 
ling, which  before  would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K.  Henry.  This  Moral  ties  me  over  to  Time,  and  a  hot 
Summer;  and  fo  I  (hall  catch  the  Flie,  yourCoufin,  in  the 
latter  end,  and  me  muft  be  blind  too. 

Burg.  As  love  is,  my  Lord,  before  it  loves. 
K.  Henry.  It  is  fo ;  and  you  may,  fome  of  you,  thank  Love 

for  my  blindnefs,  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair  French  City 
for  one  fair  French  Maid,    that  ftands  in  my  way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes  my  Lord,  you  fee  them  perfpe&ively;  the 
Cities  turr/d  into  a  Maid ;  for  they  are  all  girdled  with  Maiden 
Walls,  that  War  hath  never  entred, 

K.  Henry*  Shall  Kate  be  my  Wife? 
Fr.  King.  So  pleafe  you. 
K.  Henry.  I  am  content,  fo  the  Maiden  Cities  you  talk 

of  may  wait  on  her;  fo  the  Maid  thatftood  in  the  Way  for 
my  Wifli,  (hall  mew  me  the  way  to  my  Will. 

Fr.  King.  We  have  confented  to  all  term*  of  Reafon. 

K.  Henry.  Is't  fo,  my  Lords  of  England  ? 
Weft.  The  King  hath  granted  every  Article : 

His  Daughter  firft;  and  the*n  in  fequel  all, 
According  to  their  firm  propofed  Natures. 

Exe.  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this : 
Where  your  Majelty  demands,  That  the  King  of  Francehi* 
ving  occafion  to  write  for  matter  of  Grant,  fhall  name  your 
Highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition,  in  French: 
Noflre tres cherfilz, Henry  Roy,  £ Angleterre  Heretier  de  France; 
and  thus  in  Latin :  Traclarijjimm  Filim  nofter  Henricm  Rex 
jinglU  &  Hares  Francia. 

Fr.  King.  Nor  this  I  have  not,  Brother,  fo  deny'd, 
But  your  requeft  mail  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  then,  in  Love  and  dear  Alliance^ 
Let  that  one  Article  rank  with  the  reft, 
And  thereupon  give  me  your  Daughter. 

Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  Son,  and  from  her  Blood  raife  up 
IfTue  to  me,  that  the  contending  Kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England^  whofe  very  (hears  look  pale, 
With  envy  of  each  others  happinefs, 
May  ceafe  their  hatred ;  and  this  dear  Conjunction 
Plant  Neighbourhood  and  Chriftian-like  accord 
In  their  fweet  Bofoms ;  that  never  War  advance 

His 
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His  bleeding  Sword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France* Lords.  Amen. 

K.  Henry.  Now  welcome,  Kate;   and  bear  me  witnefs  all, 
That  here  I  kifs  her,  as  mySoveraign  Queen.       [Flottrifi. 

CK  Ifa.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  Marriages, 
Combine  your  Hearts  in  one,  your  Realms  in  one,  J 
As  Man  and  Wife  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 

So  be  there  'twixtyour  Kingdoms  fuch  a  Spoufal, 
That  never  may  ill  Office,  or  felljealoufie, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  Bed  of  blefled  Marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  Paflion  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  League : 
That  Englifb  may  as  French,  French  Englijb  men, 
Receive  each  other,     God  fpeak  this  Amen. 

All.  Amen. 

K.  Henry.  Prepare  we  for  our  Marriage ;  on  which  day, 
My  Lord  of  Burgundy  well  take  your  Oath, 
And  all  the  Peers,  for  furety  of  our  Leagues. 
Then  (hall  I  fwear  to  Kate,  and  you  to  me, 

And  may  our  Oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be.     [Exeunt. Sonnet.  Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  far  with  rough  and  all-unable  Pen, 

Our  bending  Author  hath  purfu'd  the  Story, 
In  little  room  confining  Mighty  Men, 
Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  Glory. 
Small  time,   but  in  that  fmall,  moft  greatly  lived, 
This  Star  of  England.  Fortune  made  his  Sword ; 
By  which,  the  Worlds  beft  Garden  he  atchieved , 
And  of  it  left  his  Son  Imperial  Lord. 

Henry  the  Sixth,  in  Infant  Bands  crown'd  King 
Of  France  and  England,  did  this  King  fucceed  : 
Whofe  State  fo  many  had  the  managing, 
That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed : 
Which  oft  our  State  hath  mown;  and  for  her  fake, 

In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 
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 VI. 
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Duze  of  Bedford,  ZJnkJLe  to  the  King,  and  Regent  of  France. 
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Duke  cf  Exeter. 
Duke  of  Somerfet. 
Earl  of  Warwick. 

Earl  of  Salisbury, 
Earl  of  Suffolk. 
Lord  Talbot. 

Toung  Talbot,  his  Son, 

Richard  Plantagenet,  afterwards  D }uke  of  York. 
Mortimer,  Earl  of March. 
Wood  vile,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 
Lord  Mayor  of  London. 
Vernon,  of  the  White  Rofe,  or  York  Faction, 
Baffer,  of  the  Red  Rofl,  or  Lancafter  Faction* 

Charles,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards  King  of  France. 
Reignier,  Duke  of  AnJQU,  and  Titular  King  of  Naples. 
Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Duke  of  Alenfon. 
Baflard  of  Orleans. 
-An  old  Shepherd,  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Margaret,   Daughter  to  Reignier,  and  afterwards  Queen  /# 
King  Henry. 

Joan  ta  Pucelie,  a  Maid  pretending  to  beinfpird  from  Heaven, 
andfetting  up  for  the  Championefs  of  France. 

Countefs  of  Auvergne. 

Lords,  Captains,  Soldiers,  Meffengers,  and  fever  al  Attendant '/, 
both  on  the  Englifh  -and  French. 

The  SCENE  is  partly  in  England,  and  partly 
in  France. 

The 
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King  HENRT  VI. 

ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 

Dead  March.  Enter  the  Funeral  of  King  Henry 
the  Fifth*  attended  on  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford, 

Regent  of  France  ̂   the  'Duke  of  Gloucefter, 
*Prote£lor ;  the  "Duke  of  Exeter,  and  the  Earl  of 
Warwick,  the  Bifhop  of  Winchefter,  and  the 
Duke  of  Somerfet. 

BEDFORD, 

UNG  be  the  Heavens  with  black,  yield  Day 
to  Night; 

Comets  importing  change  of  Times  and  States, 
Brandifh  your  Cryftal  TrefTes  in  the  Sky, 
And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revolting 

Stars, 

That  have  confented  unto  Harrfs  Death.- 
King  Henry  the  Fifth,  too  Famous  to  live  long, 

England  ne'er  loft  a  King  of  fo  much  Worth, 
Glo*  England  ne'er  had  a  King  until  his  time: 

Virtue  he  had,  deferving  to  Command. 
His  brandiftVd  Sword  did  blind  Men  with  his  Beams* 

His  Arms  fpread  wider  than  a  Dragon's  Wiags; VjuHX*  Dd  %  His 
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His  fparkling  Eyes,  repleat  with  awful  Fire, 
More  dazled  and  drove  back  his  Enemies, 

Than  mid-day  Sun  fierce  bent  againft  their  Faces. 
What  mould  I  fay ?  his  Deeds  exceed  all  Speech: 

He  ne'er  lift  up  his  Hand  but  conquered. 
Exe.  We  mourn  in  Black,  why  mourn  we  not  in  Blood? 

Henry  is  dead,  and  never  mail  revive: 
Upon  a  wooden  Coffin  we  attend ; 

And  Death's  difhonourable  Victory, 
We  with  our  ftately  prefence  glorifit-, 
Like  Captives  bound  to  a  Triumphant  Car. 
What  ?  mail  we  curfe  the  Planets  of  Mimap, 

That  plotted  thus  our  Glory's  overthrow? 
Or  mail  we  think  the  fubtile-wkted  French, 
Conjurers  and  Sorcerers,  that  afraid  of  him, 

By  Magick  Verfe  have  thus  contriv'd  his  End  ? 
Win,  He  was  a  King,  bleft  of  the  King  of  Kings, 

Unto  the  French,  the  dreadful  Judgment-day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  fight. 
The  Battels  of  the  Lord  of  Hofts  he  fought; 
The  Churches  Prayers  made  him  fo  profperous. 

Glo.  The  Church?  Where  is  it? 

Had  not  Church-men  pray'd, 
His  thread  of  Life  had  not  fo  foon  dccay'd. 
None  do  you  like,  bit  an  effeminate. Prince, 
Whom  like  a  School-boy  you  may  over-aw 

Win.  Giofler,  what  e'er  we  like,  thou  art  Protector, 
And  lookeft  to  command  the  Prince  and  Realm, 
Thy  Wife  is  proud,  me  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
More  than  God  or  Religious  Church-men  may. 

Glo.  Name  not  Religion,  for  thou  lov'ft  the  Flefh, 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  Year  to  Church  thou  go'il, 
Except  it  be  to  pray  againft  thy  Foes. 

Bed.  Ceafe,  ceafethefe  Jars,  and  reft  your  Minds  in  peace : 
Let's  to  the  Altar:  Heralds  wait  on  us ; 
Inftead  of  Gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  Arms, 
Since  Arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henrfs  dead. 
Pofterity  await  for  wretched  Years, 
When  at  their  Mothers  moift  Eyes  Babes  fh all  fuck, 
Our  Ifle  be  made  a  nouriih  of  fait  Tears, 

And  none  but  Women  left  to  'wail  the  dead. 
Htrtry 
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Henry  the  Fifth,  thy  Ghoft  I  invocate; 
Profper  this  Realm,  keep  it  from  Civil  Broils, 
Combat  with  adverfe  Planets  in  the  Heavens,* 
A  far  more  glorious  Star  thy  Soul  will  make, 
Than  Julius  Cafkr,  or  bright   

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Afejf.  My  Honourable  Lords,  health  to  you  all  * 
Sad  Tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France^ 

Of  Lofs,  of  Slaughter,  and  Difcomfiture  ■ 
Guyenne,   Champaign,  Rheims,  Orleans, 
Parity  GuyforSy  Poitliers,  are  all  quite  loft. 

Bed.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Man,  before  dead  Henrfs  Coarfe  ? 
Speak  foftly,  or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  Towns 
Will  make  him  burft  his  Lead,  and  rife  from  Death. 

Glo.  Is  Paris  loft,  and  is  Roan  yi  !ded  up? 

If  Henry  were  rccall'd  to  'Life  again, 
Thefe  News  would  caufe  him  once  more  yield  the  Ghoft. 

Exe.  How  were  they  loft?  What  Treachery  was  us'd  ? 
Mejf.  No  Treachery,  but  want  of  Men  andM^ny. 

Amongft  the  Soldiers  this  is  muttered, 
That  here'  you  maintain  feveral  Factions 

And  whilft  a  Field  fhould  be  difpatch'd  and  fought, 
You  are  difputing  of  your  Generals. 
One  would  have  lingring  Wars  with  little  Coft; 
Another  would  fly  iwift,  but  wanteth  Wings: 
A  third  Man  thinks,  without  expence  at  aU, 

By  guileful  fair  Word?,  Peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  Englift  Nobility, 
Let  not  Sloth  dim  your  Honours,  new  begot; 

Crop'd  are  the  Flower-de-Luces  in  your  Arms 
Of  England's  Coat,  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe.  Were  our  Tears  wanting  to  this  Funeral, 
Thefe  Tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  Tides^ 

Bed.  Me  they  concern,  Regent  I  am  of  France ; 

Give  me  ray  fteded  Coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. 
Away  with  thefe  difgraceful  wailing  Robes; 
Wounds  will  I  lend  the  French,  inftead  of  Eyes, 
To  weep  their  interrniflive  Miferies. 

Enter  to  them  another  Afejfenger. 

2  Mejf.  Lords,  view  thefe  Letters,  full  of  bad  Mifchancc' 
France  is  revolted  from  the  Englijh  quite, 

Dd  3  Except 
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Except  fome  petty  Towns  of  no  import. 
The  Dauphin  Charles  is  crowned  Xing  in  Rhqimsi 

The  Ballard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  joined : 
Reignier,  Duke  of  jinjouy  doth  his  Part, 
The  Diike  of  Alenjon  fliethon   his  fide.  [Jzxh. 

Exe.  The  Dauphin  crowned  Kni?  all  fly  tohini? 
O,  whither  (hall  we  fly  Irom  this  Reproach? 

Glo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  Enemies  Throats. 

Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  I'll  fight  it  our. 
Bed*  Giofter,  why  doubt ''ft  thou  of  my  forwardnefs/ 

An  Army  have  I  mufter'd  in  my  Thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  c\e  -run. 

Enter  a  third  Aleffenger. 

5  Mejf.  My  Gracious  Lord-,  to  add  to  your  Laments 

Wherewith  you  now  bedew  King  Henry's  Hearfe, 
I  muft  inform  you  cf  a  difmal  Fight 
Betwixt   he  flout  Lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

Win.  What!  wherein  Talbot  overcame,  is't  fo? 

3  Mejf.  O  no;  wherein  Lo  d  Talbot  was  overthrown, 
TheOrcumftance  HI  te!J  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  *Auguft  laft,  this  drcidfui  Lord, 
Retiring  from  the  Siege  of  Orleans^ 
Having  fcarce  full  fix  thousand  in  his  Troop, 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
vVas  round  e»  compalTed,  and  fetupon; 
No  leifure  had  he  to  en  ank  his  Men. 
He  wanted  Pikes  to  fet  before  his  Archers; 

Fnfiead  whereof,  fharp  Stakes  plucktoutof  Hedge? 
They  pitched  in  the  Ground  confufedly, 
To  keep  the  Horiemen  off  from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  Fight  continued; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  f  uman  Thought, 
E rafted  Wend  is  with  his  S*ord  and  Lance. 

Hundreds  he  lent  to  He*J,  and  no>  e  durft  fland  hims 

Herr?  there,  and  evey  where  enrag'd,  he  fLw. 
The  French  e^claim'd,  the  Devil  was  in  Arms, 

All  the  wh    e  Army  flood  agaz'd  on  him. 
His  Soldier:  fpying  his  undaunted  Spirit, 

A  Talbot  i  a  Talbot  I  cry'd  out  amain. 
And  icfh'd  into  the  JJowels  of  the  Battel 

Here,  had' the  gonaueft  fully  beenfeal'dup, 

If 
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If  Six  John  Falflaf  had  not  play'd  the  Coward, 
He  being  in  the  Vaward,  plac'd  behind 
With  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them, 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  ftruck  one  ftroak. 
Hence  grew  the  general  Wrack  and  Maffacre; 
Enclofed  were  they  with  their  Enemies. 

A  bafe  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 
Thruft  Talbot  with  a  Spear  iato  the  Back, 
Whom  all  France,  with  their  Chief  affembled  Strength, 
Durft  not  prefume  to  look  once  in  the  Face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  {lain  then  ?  I  will  flay  my  felf, 
For  living  idly  here  in  pomp  and  eafe, 
Whilft  fuch  a  worthy  Leader,  wanting  Aid, 

Unto  his  daftard  Foe-men  is  betray'd. 
3  Mejf.   Ono,  he  lives,  but  is  took  Prifoner, 

And  Lord  Scales  with  him,  and  Lord  Hungerfords 

Mod:  of  the  reft  flaughter'd,  or  took  hkewile. 
Bed.  His  Ranf  m  there  is  none  but  I  mall  pay. 

I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  Throne, 
His  Crown  (hall  be  the  Ranfom  of  my  Friend  : 
Four  of  their  Lords  Til  change  for  one  of  ours, 
Farewel,  my  M afters,  to  my  Task  will  I, 
Bonefires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 

To  keep  our  great  St.  George's  Feaft  withal. Ten  thoufand  Soldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 

Whofe  bloody  Deeds  (hall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Mejf.  So  you  had  need,  for  Orleans  is  befieg'd, 
The  Englijh  Army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  Earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  Supply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  Men  from  Mutiny, 
Since  they  fo  few,  watch  fuch  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  Lords,  your  Oaths  to  Henry  fworn : 
•Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly, 
Or  bring  him  in  Obedience  to  your  Yoak. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it,  and  here  take  leave. 
To  go  about  my  Preparation.  [Exit  Bedford. 

Glo.  I'll  to  the  Tower  with  all  the  hafte  I  can, 
To  view  the  Artillery  and  Munition, 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  King. 

[Exit  Glcucefter. 

Dd  4  Exe, 
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Exe.  To  Eltam  will  I,  where  the  young  King  is, 

Being  ordain'd  his  fpecial  Governor, 
And  for  his  fafety  there  I'll  beft  devife.  [Exit* Win.  Each  hath  his  Place  and  Function  to  attend : 

I  am  left  out;  for  me  nothing  remains : 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack  out  of  Office, 
The  King  from  Eltam  I  intend  to  fend, 
And  fit  at  chiefeft  fternof  publick  Weal.  [Exit. 

Enter  Charles,  Alenfon,  and  Reignier,  marching  with  a 
Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  Heavens, 
So  in  the  Earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known. 

Lace  did  he  fhine  upon  the  EngliJJj  ficte  .* 
Now  we  are  Victors,  upon  us  he  fmiles. 
What  Towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleafure  here  we  lye,  near  Orleans : 

Otherwhiles,  the  famiiTi'd  Englifc  like  pale  Ghofts, 
Faintly  befiege  us  one  Hour  \h  a  Month. 

Alen.  They  want  their  Porredge,  and  their  fat  Bull-Beeves, 
Either  they  muft  be  dieted  like  Mules, 

And  have  their  Provender  ty'd  to  their  Mouths, 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  Mice. 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 

Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury, 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  Gall, 
Nor  Men,  nor  Mony  hath  he  to  make  War. 

Char*  Sound,  found  Alarum,  we  will  rufh  on  them, 
Now  for  the  Honour  of  the  forlorn  French : 

Him  I  forgive  my  Death  that  killeth  me ; 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  on  foot,  or  fly.  [Exeunt* 

[Here  Alarmy  they  are  beaten  bach  by  the  Englifh,  with 
great  Lofs. 

Enter  Charles,  Alenfon,  and  Reignier. 
Char*  Who  ever  faw  the  like?  What  Men  have  \\ 

Dogs,  Cowards,  Daftards:  I  would  ne'er  have  fled, 
But  that  they  left  me  'mid ft  my  Enemies. 

Reig.  Salisbury  is  a  defperate  Homicide, 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  Life  : 
Two  other -Lords,  like  Lions  wanting  Food, 
Do  rufh  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

jtUn% 
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Alen.  Froyfard,  a  Countryman  of  ours,  records, 

England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred, 
During  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  Reign: 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  ; 
For  none  but  Sampjons  and  Goliajjes 
It  fendeth  forth  to  Skirmifh  ;  one  to  ten ! 

Lean  raw-bon'd  Rafcals,  who  would  e'er  fuppofe 
They  had  fuch  Courage  and  Audacity  ? 

Char.  Let's  leave  this  Town, 

For  they  are  hair-brain'd  Slaves, 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them;   rather  with  their  Teeth 

The  Walls  they'll  tear  down,   than  forfake  the  Siege. 
Reig.  I  think  by  fome  odd  Gimmals  or  Device 

Their  Arms  are  fir,  like  Clocks,  flill  to  ftrike  on; 

Elfe  ne'er  could  thy  hold  out  fo  as  they  do: 
By  my  confent,  we'll  even  let  them  alone. Alen.  Be  it  fo. 

Enter  the  Baflard  of  Orleans. 

Baft.  Where's  the  Prince  Dauphin  ?  I  have  News  for  him. 
Dan.  Baftard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Baft.  Methsrks  your  Looks  are  fad,  your  Chear  appal'd. 
Hath  the  late  Overthrow  wrought  this  Offence? 

Be  not  difmay'd,   for  Succour  is  at  hand: 
A  holy  Maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which  by  a  Vifion  fent  to  her  from  Heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  raifc  this  tedious  Siege, 
And  drive  the  Englifto  forth  the  bounds  of  France  x 
The  Spirit  of  deep  Prophefie  fhe  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  Sibyls  of  old  Rome: 

What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  fhe  can  defcry. 
Speak,  fhall  I  call  her  in?  Believe  my  Word?, 
For  they  are  certain  and  infallible. 

Dau.  Go,  call  her  in  ;  but  firfr,  to  try  her  Skill, 
Reignier  (land  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place; 
Queftion  her  proudly,  let  thy  Looks  be  ftern, 
By  this  means  fhall  we  found  what  Skill  fhe  hath. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Reig.  Fair  Maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  thefe  wondrous  Feats  ? 
Pucel.  Reignier ;  is't  thou  that  thinkeft  to  beguile  me  ? 

Where  is  the  Dauphin?  Come,  come  from  behind, 
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I  know  thee  well,  though  never  feen  before. 

Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : 
Stand  back,  you  Lords,  and  give  us  leave  a  while, 

Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firftdafh. 

PuceL  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  Shepherd's  Daughter^ 
My  Wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  Art: 
Heaven  and  our  Lady  gracious  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  fhine  on  my  contemptible  Eftate. 
Lo,  whilft  I  waited  on  my  tender  Lambs, 

And  to  Suns  parching  heat  difplay'd  my  Cheeks, 
God's  Mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me, 
And  in  a  Vifion  full  of  Majefty, 

Will'd  me  to  leave  my  bafe  Vocation, 
And  free  my  Country  from  Calamity : 

Her  Aid  (he  promis'd,  and  afTur'd  Succefs, 
In  com  pleat  Glory  fhe  reveal'd  her  felf; 
And  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before ; 

With  thofe  clear  Rays  which  fhe  infus'd  on  mes 
That  Beauty  am  I  bleft  with,  which  you  fee. 
Ask  me  what  queftion  thou  canft  poffible, 
And  I  will  anfwer  unpremeditated : 

My  Courage  try  by  Combat,  if  thou  dar'ft, 
And  thou  fhalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  Sex. 
Refolve  on  this,  thou  fhalt  be  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  Warlike  Mate. 

Dau.Thou  haft  aftonifh'd  me  with  thy  high  terms  s 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  Valour  make, 
In  fingle  Combat  thou  fhalt  buckle  with  me; 
And  if  thou  vanquifheft,  thy  Words  are  true, 
Otherwtfe  I  renounce  all  Confidence. 

PuceL  lam  prepar'd;  here  is  my  keen-edg'd  Sword, 
Deck'd  with  fine  Fiower-de-Luces  on  each  fide, 

The  which  ztTourain  in  St.  Katharine's  Church-yard, 
Out  of  a  great  deal  of  old  Iron,  I  chofe  forth.( 

Dan.  Then  come  a  God's  Name,  I  fear  no  Woman. 
PuceL  And  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  no  Man. 

Here  they  Fight*  ̂ WJoandePucelle  overcomes. 
Dan.  Stay,  ftay  thy  Hands,  thou  art  an  Amazon, 

And  fighteft  with  the  Sword  of  Debora. 

PuceL  Chrift's  Mother  helps  me,  elfe  I  were  too  weak. Daw* 
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Dan.  Who  e'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  mufl  help  mc  * 
Impatiently  I  bum  with  thy  defire, 

My  Heart  and  Hands  thou  haft  at  once  fubdu'd, 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  Name  be  fo, 
Let  me  thy  Servant,  and  not  Sovereign  be, 

*Tis  the  French  Dauphin  fueth  to  thee  thus. 
\Pucel.  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rights  of  Love, 

For  my  Profeffion's  facred  from  above : 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  Foes  from  hence, 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  Recompence. 

Dan.  Mean  time  look  gracious  on  thy  proftrate  Thrall. 
Reig.  My  Lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 
Men.  Doubtlefs  he  (h  rives  this  Woman  to  her  Smock, 

Elfe  ne'er  could  he  fo  long  protract  his  Speech. 
Reig.  Shall  we  difturb  him,  fince  he  keeps  no  mean? 
Alen.  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  Men  do  know  * 

Thefe  Women  are  fhrewd  tempters  with  their  Tongues. 
Reig.   My  Lord>  where  are  you  ?  What  devifc  you  on  ? 

Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no? 
P/icel.  Why  no,  I  fay;  diftruftful  Recreants, 

Fight  'till  thelaftgafp;  for  I'll  be  your  guard. 
Ban.  What  ftie  fays  I'll  confirm;  we'll  fight  it  out, 
VuceU  Aflign'd  I  am  to  be  the  Engliflo  Scourge. 

This  Night  the  Siege  affuredly  I'll  raife: 
Expeft  Saint  Martin's  Summer,  Halcyon  days, Since  I  have  entred  thus  into  thefe  Wars. 

Glory  is  like  a  Circle  in  the  Water; 
Which  never  ceafeth  to  enlarge  it  felf, 

'Till  by  broad  fpreading  it  difperfe  to  nought. 
With  Henry  %  death,  the  Englijh  Circle  ends, 
Difperfed  are  the  Glories  it  included : 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  Ship, 
Which  Cdfar  and  his  Fortune  bore  at  once. 

Dan.  Was  Mahomet  infpired  with  a  Dove  i 

Thou  with  an  Eagle  art  infpir'd  then. 
Helen,  the  Mother  of  great  Conjiantine, 

Nor  yet  St.  Philip's  Daughters  were  like  thee. 
Bright  Star  of  Venus,  fall'n  down  on  the  Earth, 
f-Jow  may  I  reverently  worihip  thee  enough? 

*4Un.  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raife  the  Sieged 
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Reig.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canft  to  fave  our  Honours, 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 
Dau.  Prefently  we'll  try:  Come,  let's  away  about  it, 

No  Prophet  will  I  truft,  if  me  prove  falfe.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Gloucefler,  with  his  Serving- Men. 

Glo.  I  am  to  furvey  the  Tower  this  day : 

Since  Henry's  Death,  I  fear  there  is  Conveyance  : 
Where  be  thefe  Warders,  that  they  wait  not  here? 

Open  the  Gates,  'tis  Gloucefter  that  calls. 
i  Ward.  Who's  there,  that. knocks  fo  imperioufly  ? 
i  Man.  It  is  the  Noble  Duke  of  Glo'fter. 
2  Ward.  Who  e'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 
i  Man.  Viilians,  anfwer  you  fo  the  Lord  Protector  ? 
i  Ward.  The  Lord  protect  him,  fo  we  anfwer  him, 

We  do  not  otherwife  than  we  are  wilPd. 
Glo.  Who  willed  you  ?  or  whofe  Will  ftands  but  mine  ? 

There's  none  Protedor  of  the  Realm,  but  I. 
Break  up  the  Gates,  1*11  be  your  warrantize; 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  bydunghil  Grooms  ? 

Gloucefter' j  Men  rufi  at  the  Tower  Gates,  and  Woodvile 
the  Lieutenant  ft  eaks  within. 

Wood.  What  noife  is  this?  What  Traitors  have  we  here? 
Glo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whofe  Voice  I  hear? 

Open  the  Gates,  here's  Glo'fler  that  would  enter. 
Wood.  Have  patience,  Noble  Duke,  I  may  not  open, 

The  Cardinal  of  Winchefier  forbids; 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  Commandment, 
That  thou  nor  none  of  thine  fhall  be  let  in. 

Glo.  Faint-hearted  Woodvile,  prizeft  him  'fore  me  ? 
Arrogant  Winchefier,  that  haughty  Prelate, 

Whom  Henry  our  late  Sovereign  ne'er  could  brook? 
Thou  art  no  Friend  to  God  or  to  the  King: 
Open  the  Gate,  or  Pllfhut  thee  outfhortly. 

Serv.  Open  the  Gates  to  the  Lord  Protector, 

Or  we'll  burft  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 
Enter  t»  the  Protector  at  the  Tower  Gates,  Winchefier 

and  his  Men  in  Tawny  Coats. 
Win.  How  now  ambitious  Umpire,  what  means  this  ? 

Glo.  Piel'd  Frieft,  doft  thou  command  me  to  be  (hut out? 

Ww.  I  do,  thou  moft  ufurping  Proditor, 
And 
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And  not  Proteftor  of  the  King  or  Realm. 

Glo.  Stand  back,  thou  manifeft  Confpirator, 

Thou  that  contrived'ft  to  murther  our  dead  Lord, 

Thou  that  giv'fl  Whores  Indigencies  to  Sin, 
I'll  canvas  thee  in  thy  broad  Cardinal's  Ha% 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  Infolence. 

Wtn.  Nay,  ftand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot : 
This  be  Damafctis,  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 
To  flay  thy  Brother  Abel>  if  thou  wilt. 

Glo.  I  will  not  flay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back: 
Thy  Scarlet  Robes,  as  a  Child's  bearing  Cloth, 
I'll  ufe,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Win.  Do  what  thou  dar'iT,  I  beard  thee  to  thy  Face. 
Glo.  What?  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my  Face? 

Draw  Men,  for  all  this  privileged  Place, 
Blue  Coats  toTawny  Coats.  Prieft,  beware  thy  Beard, 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  foundly. 

Under  my  Feet  I'll  ftamp  thy  Cardinal's  Hat : 
In  fpight  of  Pope,  or  Dignities  of  Church, 

Here  by  the  Cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 
Win.  Glo'fter,  thou  wilt  anfwer  this  before  the  Pope. 
Glo.  Winchefler  Goofe,  I  cry,  a  Rope,  a  Rope. 

Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  ftay  ? 

Thee  I'll  chafe  hence,  thou  Wolf  in  Sheep's  array. 
Out  Tawny  Coats,  out  Scarlet  Hypocrite. 

Here  Gloucefter'j  Men  beat  out  the  Cardinal's^  and  enter  in  the 
hurly-burly  the  Major  of  London,  and  his  Officers. 

Mayor.  Fie,  Lords,  that  you  being  fupream  Magi  ft  rates, 
Thus  contumelioufly  mould  break  the  Peace. 

Gh.  Peace,  Mayor,  for  thou  know'ft  little  of  my  Wrongs : 
Here's  Beauferd,  that  regards  not  God  nor  King, 
Hath  here  diftrain'd  theTower  to  his  ufe. 

Win.  Here's  Glo'fter  too,  a  Foe  to  Citizens, 
One  that  ftill  motions  War,  and  never  Peace, 

O'er-charging  your  free  Purfes  with  large  Fines; That  feeks  to  overthrow  Religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  Protector  of  the  Realm  ; 
And  would  have  Armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  Crown  himfelf  King,  and  fupprefs  the  Prince* 

Glo.  I  will  not  anfwer  thee  with  Words,  but  BlowsJ 

[Here  they  skirmifo  againl  \ 
Mayor. 
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Mayor.  Nought  refts  for  me  in  this  tumultuous  Strife* 

But  to  make  open  Proclamation. 

Come,  Officer,  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  can'ft;  cry; 
All  manner  of  Men  ajfembled  here  in  Arms  this  Day,  a- 

gainft  Goas  Peace  and  the  Kings,  we  Charge  and  Command  you^ 
in  his  Htghnefs  Name,  to  repair  to  your  fever al  dwelling  Places, 
and  not  to  weary  handle,  or  ufe  any  Sword,  Weapons,  or  Dagger 
henceforward^  upon  pain  of  Death* 

Glo.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  Breaker  of  the  Law  .• 
But  we  mall  meet,  and  break  our  Minds  at  large. 

Win.  Glo'fter,  well  mefct  to  thy  dear  Coft  be  fare; 
Thy  Heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  Work. 

Mayor.  Til  call  for  Clubs,  if  you  will  not  away: 
This  Cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  Devil. 

Glo.  Mayor,  farewel :  Thou  doft  but  what  thou  may'fh 
Win.  Abominable  GWfler,  guard  thy  Head, 

For  I  intend  to  have  it  e'er  be  long.  [Exeunt. 
Mayor.  See  the  Coaft  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  depart. 

Good  God,  that  Nobles  mould  fuch  Stomachs  bear, 

I  my  felf  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  the  Mafter-Gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Boy. 

M.  Gun.  Sirra,  thou  know'ft  how  Orleans  is  befieg'd. 
And  how  the  EngliJJi  have  the  Suburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  Iknow,  and  oft  have  fhot  at  them, 

How  e'er  unfortunate  I  mifs'd  my  aim. 
M.  Gun.  But  now  thou  (halt  not.     Be  thou  rul'dbymeo* 

Chief  Mafter-Gunner  am  I  of  this  Town, 
Something  I  muft  do  to  procure  me  Grace: 

The  Prince's  efpials  have  informed  me, 
How  the  Englifo,  in  the  Suburbs  clofe  intrench'd, 
Went  through  a  fecret  Grate  of  Iron  Bars, 
In  yonder  Tower,  to  over-peer  the  City, 
And  thence  difcover,  how  with  moft  Advantage 
They  may  vex  us  with  Shot  or  with  Affault. 
To  intercept  this  Inconvenience, 

A  piece  of  Ordnance  'gainft  it  I  have  plac'd, 
And  fully  even  thefe  three  Days  have  I  watch'd, 

If  I  could  fee  them.     Now,  Boy,  do  thou  watch,1 For  I  can  flay  no  longer. 

If  thou  fpy'ft  any,  run  and  Wing  me  word, 
And  thou  {halt  find  me  at  the  Governor's.  [Exit. 
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Boy.  Father,  I  warrant  you,  take  you  no  care, 

I'll  never  oouble  you,  if  I  may  fpy  them. 
Enter  S  J  isbu  ry  and  Talbot  on  theTurrets,  'with  others* 

Sal.  Talbot^  my  Life,  my  Joy,  again  return'd  ? 
How  wot  thou  handled,  being  Prifoner? 

Or  by  what  means  got'ft  thou  to  be  releas'd? 
Difcourie  I  prethee  on  this  Turret's  top. 

TaL  Th    Earl  of  Bedford  had  a  Prifoner, 

Call'd  the  brave  Lord  Ponton  de  Santraile9 

For  him  was  I  exchang'd,  and  ranfomed. 
But  with  a  bafer  Man  of  Arms  by  far, 

Once  in  Contempt  they  would  have  barter'd  me  : 
Which  I  di/daining,  fcorn'd,  and  craved  Death, 
Rather  than  I  would  be  fo  pil'd  efteem'dj 
In  fine,  redeem'd  I  was,  as  I  defir'd. 
But  O,  the  treacherous  Falfiajf  wounds  my  Heart, 
Whom  with  my  bare  Fifts  I  would  execute, 
If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  Power. 

SaLYet  tellH  thou  not  how  thou  wert  entertain'd. 
TaL  With  feoffs  and  fcorns,  and  contumelious  taunts, 

In  open  Market-place  produe'd  they  me, 
To  be  a  publick  Spedacle  to  all  .* 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  Terror  of  the  French, 
The  Scare-crow  that  affrights  our  Children  fo. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  Officers  that  led  me, 

And  with  my  Nails  digg'd  Stones  out  of  the  Ground, 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  Shame. 
My  grifly  Countenance  made  others  fly, 
None  durft  come  near,  for  fear  of  fudden  Death. 

In  Iron  Walls  they  deem'd  me  not  fecure: 
So  great  fear  of  my  Name'mongft  them  was  fpread, 
That  they  fuppos'd  I  could  rend  Bars  of  Steel, 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  pofts  of  Adamant. 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  Shot  I  had  ; 

That  walk'd  about  me  every  Minute  while; 
And  if  I  did  but  ftir  out  of  my  Bed, 
Ready  they  were  to  moot  me  to  the  Heart. 

Enter  Boy  with  a  Linffiock^ 

Sal.  I  grieve  to  hear  what  Torments  you  enejur'd. 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  fufficiently. 
Now  it  is  Supper  time  in  Orleans: 

Herei 
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Here,  through  this  Grate,  I  can  count  everyone, 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortifie : 
Let  us  look  in,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee.- 
Sir  Thomas  Gar  grave,  and  Sir  William  Glan/dale, 
Let  me  have  yourexprefs  Opinions, 

Where  is  beft  place  to  make  our  Batt'ry  next  ? 
Gar.  I  think  at  the  North  Gate,  for  there  ftand  Lords. 
GUn.  And  I  here,  at  the  Bulwark  of  the  Bridge. 

Tal.  For  ought  I  fee,  this  City  mull:  be  famifh'd, 
Or  with  light  Skirmiihes  enfeebled. 

[Here  they  fioot,  and  Salisbury  falls  down. 
Sal.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  Sinners. 
Gar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  Man. 
TaU  What  chance  is  this  that  fuddenly  hath  croft  us  ? 

Speak,  Salisbury ;  at  leaft,  if  thou  canft,  fpeak : 
Mow  far' ft  thou,  Mirror  of  all  Martial  Men? 
One  of  thy  Eyes,  and  thy  Cheeks  fide  ftruck  off? 
Accurfed  Tower,  accurfed  fatal  Hand 

That  hath  contrived  this  woful  Tragedy. 
In  thirteen  Battels,  Salisbury  o'ercame : 
Henry  the  Fifth  he  fir  ft  train'd  to  the  Wars. 
Whilft  any  Trump  did  found,  or  Drum  ftruck  up, 

His  Sword  did  ne'er  leave  {hiking  in  the  Field. 
Yet  liv'ft  tho\i)Salisbury  \  though  thy  Speech  doth  fail, 
One  Eye  thou  haft  to  look  to  Heaven  for  Grace. 
The  Sun  with  one  Eye  vieweth  all  the  World. 
Heaven  be  thou  Gracious  to  none  alive, 

If  Salisbury  wants  Mercy  at  thy  Hands. 
Bear  hence  this  Body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it. 
Sir  Thomas  Gar  grave,  haft  thou  any  Life  I 
Speak  unto  Talbot,  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
Salibury,  chfear  thy  Spirit  with  this  Comfort, 
Thou  mult  not  die  whiles — - 

He  beckons  with  his  Hand,  and  fmiles  on  me' 

As  who  fhould  fay,  When  I  am  dead  and  font ', 
Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French. 
Plantagentt  I  will,  and,  Nero  like,  will 
Play  on  the  Lute,  beholding  the  Towns  burn : 
Wretched  mail  France  be  only  in  my  Name. 

[Here  An  Alarm,  and  it  Thunders  and  Lightens*. 
What  ftir  is  this?  What  Tumult's  in  the  Heayens? 

Whence 
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Whence  cometh  this  Alarum,  and  the  Noife  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mcjf.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  French  have  gather'd  head. 
The  Dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  Pucelle  join'd, 
A  holy  Prophetefs,  now  rifen  up, 
Is  come  with  a  great  Power,   to  raife  the  Siege. 

[Here  Salisbury  lift  eth  himfelfup,  and  groans. 
TaL  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan, 

It  irks  his  Heart  he  cannot  be  reveng'd, 
Frenchmen,  I  11  be  a  Salisbury  to  you. 
Puz,el  or  Pujfely  Dolphin  or  Dog-fifh, 

Your  Hearts  I'll  ftamp  out  with  my  Hoifes  heels. 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  Tent, 

And  then  we'll  try,  what  thefe  daftard  Frenchmen  dare. 
Alarum.  [Exit. 

Here  an  Alarum  again;    andi Talbot  purfueth  the  Dhauphin% 
anddrivethhim  :  Then  enter  Joan  la  Pucelle,  driving  Lng- 
ifhmen  before  her.      Then  e*ter  Talbot. 
TaL  Where  is  my  Strength,    my  Valour,  and  my  Force  ? 

Our  Engliflo  Troops  retire,  I  cannot  ftay  them. 
A  Woman  clad  in  Armour  chafeth  them. 

Enter  Pucelle. 

Here,  here  (he  comes.     I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee; 
Devil,  or  Devil's  Dam,  I'll  conjure  thee  : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  Witch. 

And  flraightway  give  thy  Soul  to  him  thou  ferv'fr. 
Pucel.  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I  that  muft  difgrace  th"f. 

[They  fight. 

TaL  Heavens,  can  you  fuffer  Hell  fo  to  prevail  .<* 

My  Breaft  I'll  burft  with  Straining  of  my  Courage, 
And  from  my  Shoulders  crack  my  Arms  afunder, 

But  I  will  chaftife  this  high-minded  Strumpet. 

[They  fight  again. 
Pucel.  Talbot  farewe),  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come, 

I  muft  go  Victual  Orleans  forthwith, 
A.  fhort  Alarum  :  Then  Enter  the  Town  with  Soldiers. 

O'er-take  me  if  thou  canft,  I  fcorn  thy  ftrengch. 
Go,  go*  chear  up  thy  hunger-ftarved  Men, 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  1  eftament, 
This  Day  is  ours,  as  many  more  fliall  be.       [Exit  Pucelle. 

Vot.UL  £e  TaL 
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TaL  My  Thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  Potter's  Wheel. 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do: 
A  Witch  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  Troops,  and  conquers  as  (he  lifts: 
So  Bees  with  fmoak,   and  Doves  with  noifom  ftencb, 
Are  from  their  Hives  and  Houfes  driven  away. 
They  ca!Pd  us,  for  our  fiercenefs,  Englijh  Dogs, 
Now  like  the  Whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

\A  port  Alarum. 
Hark  Countrymen,  either  renew  the  fight, 

Or  tear  the  Lions  out  of  England's  Coat. 
Renounce  your  Soil,  give  Sheep  in  Lions  ftead: 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  treacherous  from  the  Wolf, 
Or  Horfe  or  Oxen  from  the  Leopard, 

As  you  fly  from  your  oft-fubdued  Slaves. 
[Alarum.     Here  another  Skirmifl?. 

It  will  not  be,   retire  into  your  Trenches: 

You  all  confented  unto  Salisbury's  Death, For  none  would  fhike  a  ftroke  m  his  Revenge. 
Pucelle  is  entred  into  Orleans, 
la  fpight  of  us,  or  ought  that  we  could  do. 
O  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury, 
The  fhame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

[_Exit  Talbot. 
\_Alarum,  Retreat,  Flourish. 

Enter  on  the  Wally  Pucelle,  Dauphin,  Reignier,  Alenfon, 
and  Soldiers, 

VuceU  Advance  our  waving  Colours  on  the  Walls, 

Refcu'd  is  Orleans  f "rem  the  EngliJJj  Wolves: 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  performed  her  word. 

Dan.  Divined  Creature,  bright  Afirea's  Daughter, How  fhall  I  honour  thee  for  this  Succefs! 

Thy  Promifes  a-e  like  Adonis  Garden, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next* 
France,  Triumph  in  thy  glorious  Prophetefs, 
Recovered  is  the  Town  of  Orleans ; 
More  bleffed  hap  did  ne'er  befal  our  State. 

Reig.  Why  ring  not  out  the  Bells  aloud, 
Throughout  the  Town? 
Dauphin,  command  the  Citizens  make  Bonfire?, 
And  feaft  and  banquet  in  the  open  Streets. 
To  celebrate  the  Joy  that  God  hath  given  us.     %        AUz, 
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Alen.  All  France  will  be  repleat  with  Mirth  and  Joy, 

When  they  fhall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  Men. 
Ban.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won : 

For  which,  I  will  divide  my  Crown  with  her, 
And  ail  the  Priefts  and  Fryers  in  my  Realm, 
Shall  in  Proceflion  ling  her  endlefs  Praife. 

A  fhtelier  Pyramid  to  her  I'll  rear, 
Than  Rhodope's  or  Memphis  ever  was. 
In  memory  of  her  when  flie  is  dead, 
Her  Allies,  in  an  Urn  more  gracious 
Than  the  RJch-jewePd  Coffer  of  Darius, 
Trsnfported  mall  be,  at  high  Feftivals, 
Before  the  Kings  and  Queens  of  France. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Denni*  will  we  cry, 

But  Joan  la  Pucelle  ill  all  be  France's  Saint. 
Come  in,  and  let  us  Banquet  Royally, 
After  this  Golden  day  of  Victory. 

[Flourish.    Exeunt. 

ACT    II.     SCENE   ]. 

Enter  a  Serjeant  of  a,  Band,  with  two  Centinels. 

Ser.  CIrs,  take  your  places  and  be  vigilant : 
l3  If  any  Noife  or  Soldier  you  perceive 

Near  to  the  Wall,  by  fome  apparent  fign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  Court  of  Guard. 

Cent.  Serjeant,  you  dial!.     Thus  are  poor  Servitors 
(When  others  deep  upon  their  quiet  Beds) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  in  Darknefs,  Rain,  and  Cold. 

Enter  Talbot,   Bedford,  and  Burgundy,  with  fcaling Ladders .  Their  Drums  beating  a  Dead  March. 
Tal.  Lord  Regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy, 

By  whofe  approach,  the  Regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  and  Picardy,  are  Friends  to  us : 
This  happy  Night,  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure, 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banquetted, 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity, 
As  fitting  beft  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Contnv'd  by  Art,  and  baleful  Sorcery. E  e  2  Bed. 
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Bed.  Coward  of  France,  how  much  he  wrongs  his  Fame, 

J>elpairing  of  his  own  Arms  fortitude, 

To'  join  with  Witches,  and  the  help  of  Hell. 
Bnr.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 

But  what's  that  Ptlcel,  whom  they  term  fo  pure? 
TkL  A  Mud,  they  fay. 
Bed.  A  Maid?  And  be  fo  Martial? 

Bur.  Pray  God,  fhe  prove  not  Mafculine  e'er  long: If  underneath  the  Standard  of  the  French 

She  carry  Armour,  as  fhe  hath  begun. 
TaL  Welly  let  them  praciife  and  converfe  with  Spirits, 

God  is  our  Fortress,  in  whofe  Conquering  Name 
Let  us  refolve  to  fcale  their  flinty  Bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,  brave  Talbot,  we  will  follow  thee* 
TaL   Not  all  together:  Better  far  I  guefs, 

That  we  do   make  our  entrance  feveral  ways: 
That    if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail,  , 

The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed;  I'll  to  yond  corner. Bur.   And  I  to  this. 

Tal.  Aid  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  Grave. 
Now  Salisbury  for  thee  and  for  the  right 
Of  Englijh  Henry,  lliall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty,  I  am  bound  to  both. 

Cent.   Arm,  Arm,  the  Enemy  doth  make  affault. 

[Cry,  S.  George!     ̂ Talbot J 
The  French  leap  o'er  the  Walls  in  their  foirtu     Enter  fever al 

ways,    Baftard,    Alenfon,  Reignier,   half  ready,    and  half 
unready. 

A  en.  How  now,  my  Lords?  what  all  unready  fo? 
Bafi.  Unready?  I  and  glad  we  fcape  fo  well. 

Ketg.  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leave  our  Beds,  . 
Hearing  Alarams  at  our  Chamber  doors. 

Alen.  Of  all  Exploits  fincefirfr,  I  foliow'd  Arms, 
Ne'er  heaid  I  of  a  Warlike  Enterprize 
JVl^re  venturous,   or  defperate  than  this. 

Baft.  I  think  this  Talbot  be  a  Fiend  of  Hell, 

Retg.  If  not  of  Hell,  the  Heavens  fure  favour  him. 
uikn.  Here  cometh  Charles,  I  marvel  how  hefped. 

Enter  Charles  and  Joan. 
Baft.  Tut,  holy  Joan  was  his  defenfive  Guard. 

Char. 
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Car.  Is  this  thy  cunning,   thou  deceitful  Dame? 

Didff.  thou  at  firft,    to  flatter  us  withal, 

Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 
That  now  our  lofs- might  be  ten  times  fo  much? 

Pucel.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  Friend? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike? 
Sleeping  or  Waking,  muff.  I  ftill  prevail; 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  onm;? 
Improvident  Soldiers,  had  your  Watch  been  good, 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  could  have  fa<!  . 

Char.  Duke  of  Alen[on,  this  was  your  default, 
That  being  Captain  of  the  Watch  to  NigSt, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  Charge. 

Alen.  Had  all  our  Qjarter  Veen  as  fafely  kept, 
As  that,  whereof  I  had  the  Government 

We  had  not  been  thus  fhamefully  furpriz'd. 
Bafi.  M;ne  was  fee  re. 
Reig.  And  fo  was  mine,  my  Lord. 
Char.   And  for  my  felf,   mod  part  of  all  this  Night 

Within  her  Quarter,  and  mine  own  Precinct, 

I  was  employ'd  in  paffing  to  and  fro, 
About  relieving  of  the  Centinels. 
Then  how,  or  which  way,    fliould  they  fir  ft  break  in? 

Pitz..  Queftion,  my  Lord/  no  further  of  the  cafe, 

How,  or  which  way  ;  'tis  fure  they  found  fome  place, 
But  weakly  Guarded,  where  the  Breach  was  made  : 
And  now  there  refts  ho  other  (hifr,   but  this 

To  gathir  our  Soldiers,  fcatter'd  and  difperft, 
And  lay  new  Plat-forms  to  endamage  them.  [Exeunu 
Alarum.     Enter  a  Soldier,  crying,  a  Talbo. !  a  Talbot! 

thy  fly,    leaving  their  Cloaths  behind. 

Sol.  I'll  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left : 
The  Cry  of  Talbot  ferves  me  for  a  Sword, 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  Spoils, 
Ufing  no  other  Weapon  but  his  Name.  [Exit. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  and  Burgundy. 
Bed.  The  Day  begins  to  break,  and  Night  is  fled, 

Whofe  pitchy  Mantle  over-vail'd  the  Earth. 
Here  found  Retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hotPurfuit.        [Retreat* 

Tal.  Bring  forth  the  Bodv  of  old  Salisbury, 

An^  here  advance  it  in  the  Market-place, 
E  e     3  Th^ 
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The  middle  Centre  of  this  curfed  Town. 

Now  have  I  pay'd  my  Vow  unto  his  Soul, 
For  every  drop  of  Blood  was  drawn  from  him, 

There  hath  at  leaft  five  Frenchmen  dy'd  to  night. 
And  that  hereafter  Ages  may  behold 

What  ruin  happen'd  in  revenge  of  him, 
Within  the  chiefefl:  Temple  I'll  erect 
A  Tomb,  wherein  his  Corps  {hall  be  interr'd: 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 

Shall  be  engrav'd  the  Sack  of  Orleans, 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  Death, 
And  what  aterrour  he  had  been  to  France. 

Bur,  Lords,  in  all  our  bloody  Maflacre, 

Imufe  wre  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  Grace, 
His  new-come  Champion,  virtuoqs  Joan  of  Arc, 
Nor  any  of  his  falfe  Confederates. 

Bed.  5Tis  thought,  Lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began, 
Rouz'd  on  the  fudden  from  their  drowfie  Beds, 
They  did  amongft  the  Troops  of  armed  Men, 

Leap  o'er  the  Walls  for  refuge  in  the  Field. 
Bur.  My  felf,  as  far  as  I  could  well  difcern, 

For  Smoak,  and  dufty  Vapours  of  the  Night, 

Am  fure  I  fcar'd  the  Dauphin  and  his  Trull, 
When  Arm  in  Arm  they  both  came  fv/iftly  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  Turtle  Doves, 
That  could  not  live  afunder  Day  or  Night. 
After  that  things  are  fet  in  order  here, 

We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  Power  we  have. 
Enter  a  Adejfenger. 

Afejf.  All  hail, my  Lords;   which  of  this  Princely  Train 
Call  ye  the  Warlike  Talbot,  for  his  Ads 
So  much  applauded  through  the  Realm  of  France? 

Tal.  Here  is  the  Talbot,    who  would  fpeak  with  him? 
Aiejf.  The  virtuous  Lady,  Countefs  of  Auvergne, 

With  modefly  admiring  thy  Renowr, 

By  meintreats,  great  Lord,  thou  would'ft  vouchfafe 
To  vifit  her  poor  Caft'e  where  fhe  lyes; 
That  fhe  may  boaft  (lie  hath  beheld  the  Man, 
Whofe  Glory  fills  the  World  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  fo?    Nay,  then  I  fee  our  Wars 
Will  turn  unto  a  peaceful  Comick  Sport, 

When 
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When  Ladies  crave  to  be  encountred  with. 

You  may  nor,  my  Lord,  defpife  her  gentle  fuir. 

Tal.  Ne'er  trull  me  then ;  for  when  a  World  of  Men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  Oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  Woman's  kindnefs  over-rul'd : 
And  therefore  tell  hcrr,  I  return  great  thanks, 
And  in  fubmiffion  will  attend  on  her. 

Will  not  your  Honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed.   No,  truly  'tis  more  than  mannei  swill: And  I  have  heard  it  faid,  Unbidden  Guefts 

Are  often  welcomeft  when  they  are  g<yie. 

Tal.  Well  then,  alone,  fince  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  Lady's  courtefle. 
Come  hither,   Captain,  you  perceive  my  mind.    \Whiffers. 

Capt.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  mean  accordingly.       [Exeunt. 
Enter  Cottntefs  of  Auvergne. 

Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge, 
And  when  you  have  done  fo,  bring  the  Keys  to  me. 

Port.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 
Couut.  The  Plot  is  laid,  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 

I  fhall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 
As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus  Death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  Knight, 
And  his  Atchievements  of  no  lefs  account  : 

Fain  would  mine  Eyes  be  witnefs  with  my  Ears, 
To  give  their  Cenfure  of  thefe  rare  Reports. 

Enter  Mejfenger  and  Talbot. 

Meff.  Madam,  according  as  your  Ladyjfhfp  defir'd, 
By  MelTage  crav'd,  fo  is  the  Lord  Talbot  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome;  what?  is  this  the  Man? 
Mej[.  Madam,  it  is. 
Count.  Is  this  the  Scourge  of  France* 

Is  this  the  Talbot,  fo  much  fear'd  abroad?- 
That  with  his  Name  the  Mothers  ftill  their  Babes? 

I  fee  Report  is  fabulous  and  falfe. 
I  thought  I  mould  have  feen  fome  Hercules, 
A  fecond  Hector,  for  his  grim  afpelt, 
And  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong  knit  Limbs. 
Alas!   this  is  a  Child,  a  filly  Dwarf; 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  writhled  Shrimp 
Should  ftrike  fuch  terror  to  his  Enemies. 

E  e  \  TaL 
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Tal.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you  5 
But  fince  your  Ladyfhip  is  not  at  leifure, 
Til  fort  (bme  other  time  to  vifit  you. 

Count.  What  means  he  now  ? 

Go  ask  him,  whither  he  goes  \ 

Mejf.  Stay,  my  Lor4  Talbot ,  for  my  Lady  craves. 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Marry,  for  that  (he's,  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certifie  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Enter  Porter  "with  Keys, 
Count.  If  thou  be  he  ;  then  art  thou  Prifoner, 
Tal.  Prifoner?  to  whom? 

Count.  To  me,  Blood- thirfty  Lord? 

And  for  that  caufe  I  train'd  thee  to  my  Houfe„ 
Longtime  thy  Shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me^ 
For  in  my  Gallery  thy  Picture  hangs : 
But  now  the  Subftance  mail  endure  the  like, 

And  I  will  cliain  thefe  Legs  and  Arms  of  thine, 
That  haft  by  Tyranny  thefe  many  Years 
Wafted   our  Country,  (lain  our  Citizens, 
And  fent  our  Sons  and  Husbands  Captivate. 

TaL  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Count.  Laugheft  thou  Wretch? 

Thy  Mirth  fhall  turff  to  Moan. 
TaL  I  laugh  to  fee  your  Lady  (hip  fo  fond, 

To  think,  that  you  have  ought  but  Talbot's  Shadow* 
Whereon  to  pra&lfe  your  feventy. 

Count*  Why?  art  thou;*not  the  Man? TaL  I  am  indeed. 
Count,  Then  have  I  Subfrance  too. 

TaL  No,  no,   I  am  but  Shadow  of  my  felf  5 

You  are  deceiv'd,  my  Subftance  is  not  here; 
For  what  you  fee  is  but  the  fmal!eft  part, 
And  lead  proportion  of  Humanity; 
I  tell  you,  Madam,  were  the  whole  Frame  here, 
It  is  of  fuch  a  fpacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  Roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count.  This  is  a  Riddling  Merchant  for  the  nonces 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here : 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree? 

TaL  That  will  I  ihew  ypu  prefently? 

Winds 
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Winds  bis  Horn,  Drums  Jirike  up,    a  Peal  of  Ordinance  : 

Enter  Soldiers, 

Mow  fay  you,  Madam  ?  are  you  now  perfuaded, 
That  Talbot  is  but  Shadow  of  himfelf  ? 

Thefe  are  his  Subftance,  Sinews,  Arms,  and  Strength, 
With  which  he  yoaketh  your  rebellious  Necks, 
Razeth  your  Cities,  and  fubverts  your  Towns, 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  defolate, 

Conn.  Victorious  Talbot,  pardon  my  abufe  ; 
I  find  thou  art  no  lefs  than  Fame  hath  bruited, 
And  more  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  Shape. ! 
Let  my  Prefumption  not  provoke  thy  Wrath, 
For  1  am  forry,  that  with  Reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal.  Be  not  difmay'd,  fair  Lady,  nor  mifconftrua 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mi  flake 
The  outward  compofition  of  his  Body. 

What  you  have  done,  har.h  not  offended  me : 
Nor  other  fatisfaction  do  I  crave, 
But  only  with  your  Patience,  that  we  may] 
Tafte  of  your  Wine,  and  fee  what  Cates  you  have, 
For  Soldiers  Stomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Conn.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  think  me  honoured, 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  Warrior  in  my  Houfe.  \Exemt. 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  Suffolk, 

and  others. 

Plan.  Great  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 
What  means  this  filence  ? 
Dare  no  Man  anfwer  in  a  Cafe  of  Truth? 

Suf.  Within  the  Temple  Hall  we  were  too  loud, 
The  Garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan.  Then  fay  at  once,  if  I  maintain'd  the  Truth: 
Or  elfe  was  wrangling  Somerfet  in  th'Error? 

Suf.  Faith  I  have  been  a  Truant  in  the  Law, 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it, 
And  therefore  frame  the  Law  unto  my  Will. 

Som.  Judge  you,  mv  Lord  of  Warwick*  then  between  us. 
War.  Between  two  Hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch. 

Between  two  Dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  Mouth, 
Between  two  Blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper, 
between  two  Horfes,  which  doth  bear  him  b  ft, 
Between  two  Qirls,  which  hath  the  merry tft  Eye9 
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I  have  perhaps  fome  fhallow  Spirit  of  judgment: 
But  in  thefe  nice  fliarp  Quillets  of  the  Law, 
Good-faith,  I  am  no  wifer  than  a  Daw. 

Plan,  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance : 
The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide, 
That  any  pur-blind  Eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  fide,  it  is  fo  well  apparell'd, 
So  clear,  fo  fhining,  and  fo  evident, 

That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  Man's  Eye. 
Plan,  Since  you  are  Tongue-ty'd,  and  fo  loth  to  fpeafc. 

In  dumb  iignificants  proclaim  your  Thoughts  : 
Let  him  that  is  a  true-born  Gentleman, 
And  ftands  upon  the  Honour  of  his  Birth, 
If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleadtth  truth, 
From  off  this  Briar  pluck  a  white  Rofe  with  me. 

Som.  Le  him  that  is  no  Coward,  nor  no  Flatterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  Party  of  the  Truth, 
Pluck  a  red  Rofe  from  off  this  Thorn  with  me. 

•     War.  I  love  no  Colours ;  and  without  all  colour 
Of  bafe  infinuating  Flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  Rofe  with  Plantaganet. 

Snf.  I  pluck  this  red  Rofe  with  young  Somerfet, 
And  fay  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right. 

Ver.  Stay,  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  and  pluck  no  more, 

'Till  you  conclude,  that  he  upon  whofe  fide 
The  feweft  Rofes  are  crop'd  from  the  Tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  Opinion. 

Som.  Good  Mafter  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected ; 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fubfcribe  in  filence. 

Plan,  And  I. 

Ver.  Then  for  the  truth,  andplainnefsoftheCafe, 

I  pluck  this  pale  and  Maiden  B'oiTom  here, 
Giving  my  Verdid:  on  the  white  Rofe  fide. 

Som.  Prick  not  your  Finger  as  you  pluck  it  off, 
Left  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  Rofe  red, 
And  fall  on  my  fide  fo  againft  your  will. 

Ver.  If  I,  my  Lord,  for  my  Opinion  bleed> 
Opinion  (hall  be  Surgeon  to  my  hurt, 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide  ftill  where  I  am. 

Som.  Well,  well,  come  on,  who  elfe? 
Lawyer* 
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Lawyer.  Unlefs  my  Srudy  and  my  Books  be  falfe, 

The  Argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you; [7a  Somerfet. 
In  fign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  Rofe  too. 

Plan.  Now  Somerfet,  where  is  your  Argument  ? 
Som.  Here  in  my  Scabbard,  meditating  that, 

Shall  dye  your  white  Rofe  in  a  bloody  red. 
Plan.  JViean  time  your  Cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  Rofes, 

For  pale  they  lock  with  fear,  as  witnefling 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Som.  No,  Plantaganet. 

*Tis  not  for  ftar,  but  anger,  that  my  Cheeks 
Blufh  for  pure  fhamc,  to  counterfeit  our  Rofes, 
And  yet  thy  Tongue  will  not  confefs  thy  Error. 

Plan.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  Canker,  Somerfet  ? 
Som.  Hath  not  thy  Rofe  a  Thorn,  Plantaganet  f 
Plan.  Ay,  (harp  and  piercing  to  maintain  his  truth, 

Whiles  thy  confumirg  Canker  eats  his  falfhood. 

Som.  Well,  I'll  find  Friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  Rofes, 
That  fhall  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true, 
Where  falfe  Plantaganet  dare  not  be  feen. 

Plan.  Now  by  this  Maiden  Bloffomin  my  Hand, 
I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  fafhion,  peevifti  Boy. 

Snf.  Turn  not  thy  fcorns  this  way,  Plantaganet. 
Plan.  Proud  Pool,  I  will,  and  fcorn  both  him  and  thee. 

Snf.  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  Throat, 
Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  de  la  Pool, 

We  grace  the  Yeoman,  by  converfing  with  him. 

War,  Now  by  Gpd's  will  thou  wrong'fl:  him,  Somerfet : 
His  Grandfather  was  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  Son  to  the  third  Edward  King  of  England  ; 
Spring  Creftlefs  Yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  Root  ? 

Plan.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  Priviledge, 
Or  durft  not  for  his  craven  Heart  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  111  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  Ground  in  Chriftendom. 
Was  not  thy  Father,  Richard,  Earl  of  Cambridge, 

For  Treafon  executed  in  our  late  King's  Days? 
And  by  his  Treafon,  ftand'fl:  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted  and  exempt  from  antient  Gentry  ? 
His  trefpafs  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  Blood, 

And  'till  thou  be  reftor'd,  thou  art  a  Yeoman^ 
Plan. 
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Plan,  My  Father  was  attached,  not  attainted, 

Condemn'd  to  die  for  Treafon,  but  not  Traitor; 

And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  Men  than  Somerfet%     , 
Were  growing  time  once  ripened  to  my  Will. 
For  your  Partaker  /W,  and  you  your  felf, 

I'll  note  you  in  my  Book  of  Memory, 
To  fcourge  you  for  this  apprehenfion: 

Look  to  it  well,  and  fay  you  are  well  warned. 
Som.  Ah,  thou  (halt  find  us  ready  for  thee  ftill; 

And  know  us  by  thefe  Colours,  for  thy  Foes : 
For  thefe,  my  Friends  in  fpight  of  thee  fhall  wear. 

Plan.  And  by  my  Soul,  this  pale  and  angry  Rofe, 
As  Cognizance  of  my  Blood-drinking  hate* 
Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  Faction  wear, 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  Grave, 
Or  flourifh  to  the  height  of  my  Degree. 

Suf.  Go  forward,  and  be  choak1d  with  thy  ambition  : 
And  fo  farewel,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [Exit* 

Som.  Have  with   thee,    Pool:    Farewel,    ambitious  Ri- 
chard. \_Exit. 

Plan.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  muft  perforce  endure  it  J 
War.  This  blot,  that  they  object  againft  your  Houfe, 

Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  Parliament, 
Caird  for  the  Truce  of  Wmchefier  and  Gloucefier : 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  Tork^ 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Mean  time,  in  fignal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Againft  proud  Somerfet,  and  William  Poolf 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  Rofe. 
And  here  I  prophefie ;  this  Brawl  to  day, 
Grown  to  this  Fa&ion  in  the  Temple  Garden, 
Shall  fend  between  the  red  Rofe  and  the  white, 
A  thoufand  Souls  to  death  and  deadly  Night. 

Plan.  Good  Matter  Vernon,    I  am  bound  to  yoUj 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  Flower. 

Ver.  In  your  behalf  ftill  will  I  wear  the  fame. 
Lawyer.  And  fo  will  I. 
Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 

Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner;  I  dare  fay, 
This  Quarrel  will  drink  Blood  another  day:  [Exemt. 

\ 

Enter 
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Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  Chair »  and  Jailors* 

Mor.  Kind  Keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  Age, 
Let  dying  Mortimer  here  reft  himfelf. 
Even  like  a  Man  new  haled  from  the  Wrack, 

So  fare  my  Limbs  with  long  Imprifonment: 
And  thefe  gray  Locks,  the  Purfuivants  of  Death, 

Neft or '-like  aged,  in  an  Age  of  Care, 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
Thefe  Eyes,  like  Lamps,  whofe  wafting  Oil  is  fpent, 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  Exigent. 
Weak  Shoulders,  over-born  with  burthening  Grief, 
And  pithlefs  Arms,  like  to  a  withered  Vine, 
That  droops  his  faplefs  Branches  to  the  Ground, 
Yet  are  thefe  Feet,  whofe  ftrengthlefs  ftay  is  n,um, 
(Unable  to  fupport  this  Lump  of  Glay) 
Swifowinged  with  defire  to  get  a  Grave, 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. 
But  tell  mc,  Keeper,  will  my  Nephew  come? 

Keeper,  Richard  Plant aganet,  my  Lord,  will  come; 
We  fent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  Chamber, 

And  anfwer  was  return'd,  that  he  will  come, 
Mor.  Enough;  my  Soul  then  fhall  be  fatisfied. 

Poor  Gentleman,  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  fiift  began  to  Reign, 
Before  whofe  Gloiy  I  was  great  in  Arms, 
This  loathfome  fequeft..  ation  have  I  had; 

And  even  fince'  then,  hath  Richard  been  obfeur'd, 
Depriv'd  of  Honour  and  Inheritance. 
But  now,  the  Arbitrator  of  Defpairs, 
Juft  Death,  kind  Umpire  of  Mens  Miferies, 
With  fweet  Enlargement  doth  difmifs  me  hence: 

I  would  his  troubles  likewife  were  expir'd, 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loft. 

Enter  Richard  Plantaganet. 
Keeper.  My  Lord,  your  loving  Nephew  now  is  come. 
Mor.  Richard  Plantaganet,  my  Friend,  is  he  come  ? 

VUn.  T,  noble  Uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 
Your  Nephew,  late  difpifed  Richard^  comes. 

Mor.  Direct  mine  Arras,  I  may  embrace  his  Neck, 
And  in  his  Bofom  fpend  my  later  gafp. 
Oh  tell  me  when  my  Lips  do  touch  his  Cheeks, That 
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That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  Kifs : 
And  now  declare,  fweet  Stem  from  Torl(s  great  Stock, 

Why  did'ft  thou  fay  of  late  thou  wert  defpis'd  ? 
Plan.  Firft,  lean  thine  aged  Back  againft  mine  Arm, 

And  in  that  eafe  I'll  tell  thee  my  Difeafe. 
This  day  in  Argument  upon  a  Cafe, 

Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Soinerfet  and  me : 
Amengft  which  terms,  he  us'd  his  lavifh  Tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  Father's  Death; 
Which  obloquie  fet  Bars  before  my  Tongue, 
Elfe  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 

Therefore,  good  Uncle,  for  my  Father's  fake, 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantaganet, 
And  for  Alliance  fake,  declare  the  Caufe* 
My  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  loft  his  Head, 

Mor.  This  Caufe,  fair  Nephew,  that  imprifon'd  me, 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flow'ring  Youth, 
Within  a  loathfome  Dungeon,  there  to  pine, 
Was  curfed  Inftrument  of  his  deceafe. 

Plan.  Difcover  more  at  large,  what  Caufe  that  was, 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guefs. 

Mor.  I  will,  if  that  my  fading  Breath  permit, 

And  Death  approach  not,  e'er  my  Tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  Fourth,  Grandfather  t©  this  King, 

Depos'd  his  Coufin  Richard,  Edward's  Son, 
The  firft  begotten,  and  the  lawful  Heir 
Of  Edward  King,  the  third  of  that  Defcent. 
During  whofe  Reign,  the  Piercies  of  the  North, 
Finding  his  Ufurpation  moft  unjuft, 

Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  Throne. 
The  Reafon  mov'd  thefe  warlike  Lords  to  this, 
Was,  for  that,  young  King  Richard  thus  remov'd, 
Leaving  no  Heir  begotten  of  his  Body, 
I  was  the  next  by  Birth  and  Parentage : 
For  by  my  Mother  I  derived  am 
From  Lyonel  Duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  Son 
To  King  Edward  the  Third;  whereas  he, 
From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  Pedigree, 
Being  but  the  fourth  of  that  Heroick  Line. 
But  mark;  as  in  this  haughty  great  attempr, 
They  laboured  to  Plant  the  rightful  Heir, 
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I  loft  my  Liberty,  and  they  their  Lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Succeeding  his  Father  Btillingbroke,  did  Reign; 

Thy  Father,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  Langleyt  Duke  of  York* 
Marrying  my  Sifter,  that  thy  Mother  was; 
Again,  in  pity  of  my  hard  diftrefs, 
Levied  an  Army,  weening  to  redeem, 

And  have  inftall'd  me  in  the  Diadem : 
But  as  the  reft,  fo  fdl  that  noble  Ear/, 
And  was  beheaded.     Thus  the  Mortimers, 

In  whom  the  Title  refted,  were  fupprtft. 
Plan.  Of  which,  my  Lord,  your  Honour  is  the  laft. 
Mor.  True;  and  thoufeeft,  that  I  no  TlTue  have 

And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death: 
Thou  art  my  Heir;  the  reft,  I  wifh  thee  gather: 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  Care. 

Flan.  Thy  grave  Admonifhments  prevail  with  me : 

But  yet,  methinks,  my  Father's  Execution 
Was  nothing  lefs  than  bloody  Tyranny, 

Mor.  With  filence,  Nephew,  be  thou  politick: 
Strong  fixed  is  the  Houfe  of  Laxcafter, 
And  like  a  Mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  Uncle  is  removing  hence, 

As  Princes  do  their  Courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  fetled  place. 

Plan.  O  Uncle,  would  fome  part  of  my  young  Years 
Might  but  redeem  the  paflage  of  your  Age. 

Mor.  Thou  d©ft  then  wrong  rne,  as  that  flaughterer  doth, 
Which  giveth  many  Wounds,  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrow  for  my  good, 
Only  give  order  for  my  Funeral. 
And  To  farewel,  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes; 
And  profperous  be  thy  Life  in  Peace  and  War.  [Dies. 

Plan.  And  Peace,  no  War,  befall  thy  parting  Seul. 
In  Prifon  haft  thou  fpent  a  Pilgrimage, 
And  like  a  Hermite  over-paft  thy  days. 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  Counfel  in  my  Breaft, 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  reft. 
Keepers  convey  him  hence,  and  I  my  felf 
Will  fee  his  Burial  better  than  his  Life. 

Here 
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Here  dies  the  dusky  Torch  of  Mortimer, 

Choak'd  with  Ambition  of  the  meaner  fort. 
And  for  thofe  Wrongs,  thofe  bitter  Injuries, 

Which  Somerfet  hath  offer'd  to  my  Houfe* I  doubt  not,  but  with  Honour  to  redrefs. 
And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  Parliament, 
Either  to  be  reftored  to  my  Blood, 

Or  make  my  will  th'advantage  of  my  good*  [Exit. 

ACT  III.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 
Flourifh,  Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  GJoucefter,  Win- 

chefter,  Warwick,  Somerfet,  Suffolk,  and  Richard  Phn- 
taganet.  Gloucefter  offers  to  put  up  a  Bill ;  Win- 
chefter  /hatches  it>  and  tears  it. 

Wm.  /^Om'ft  thou  with  deep  premeditated  Lines? 
V«-/  With  written  Pamphlets,  ftudioufly  devis'd  ? 

Humphry  of  Glo"fter>  if  thou  canft  accufe, 
Or  ought  intend'ft  to  lay  unto  my  charge, 
Do  it  without  invention,  fuddenly, 
As  I  with  fudden,  and  extemporal  Speech, 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canft  object.  [ence, 

Glo.  Prefumptuous  Prieft,  this  place  commands  my  pati* 
Or  thou  fhould'ft  find  thou  haft  difhonour'd  me. 

Think  not,  although  in  Writing  I  preferr'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outragious  Crimes, 

That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearfe  the  Method  of  my  Pen. 
No,  Prelate,  fuch  is  thy  audacious  Wickednefs, 
Thy  leud,  peftiferou?,  and  difTentious  pranks, 
As  very  Infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  Ufurer, 
Froward  by  Nature,  Enemy  to  Peace, 
Lafcivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  befeems 
A  Man  of  thy  Profeflion,  and  Degree. 

And  for  thy  Treachery,  what's  more  manifeft? 
In  that  thou  laid'ft  a  Trap  to  take  my  Life, 
As  well  at  London  Bridge*  as  at  the  Tower. 
Befide,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  Thoughts  were  fifted* 
The  King,  thy  Soveraign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
PtQBB  envious  malice  of  thy  fwclling  Heart.  Win* 
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Win.  GWfter±  t  do  defie  thee.  Lords,  vouchfafe 

To  give  me  hearing  what  I  fhall  reply.  \  , 
If  I  were  Covetous,  Ambitious,  or  Perverfe, 
As  he  will  have  me;  how  am  I  fo  poor  ? 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raife  my  felf  ?  But  keep  my  wonted  Calling* 
And  for  Diffention,  who  preferreth  P. ace 

More  than  I  do?  except  I  be  provok'd. 
No,  my  good  Lords*  it  is  not  that  offends, 

It  is  not  that,  that  hath  incens'd  the  Duke: 
It  is  becaufe  no  one  mould  fway  but  he, 
No  one,  but  he,  mould  be  about  the  King; 
And  that  engenders  Thunder  in  his  Bre^d* 
And  makes  him  roar  thefe  Accufutions  forth* 

But  he  /hall  know,  I  am  as  good   
Glo.  As  good  I 

Thou  Baftard  of  my  Grandfather. 
Win.  Ay,  Lordly  Sir;  for  what  are  you,  I  pray, 

But  one  imperious  in  another's  Throne  f 
Glo.  Am  not  I  Prote&or,  fawcy  Prieft  ? 
Win.  And  am  not  I  a  Prelate  of  the  Church? 

Glo.  Yes,  as  an  Outlaw  in  a  Caftle  keeps, 
And  ufeth  it,  to  patronage  his  Theft. 

Win.  Un reverend  Gloceftrr. 
Glo.  Thou  art  Reverend, 

Touching  thy  fpiritual  Function,  not  thy  Life. 
Win.  Rome  mail  remedy  this. 
War.  Roam  thither  then. 

My  Lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 
Som.  Ay,  fee  the  Brfhop  be  not  over-born  s 

Methinks  my  Lord  fhould  be  Religious, 
And  know  the  Office  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

War.  Methinks  his  LordAiip  fhould  be  humbler* 
It  ficteth  not  a  Prelate  fo  to  plead* 

Som.  Yes,  when  his  holy  State  is  touch'd  fo  near* 
War.  State  holy,  or  unrullow'd.  wrnt  of  that  \ 

Is  not  his  Grace  Protector  to  the  King  \ 
Rich.  Plantaganet  I  fee  muft  hold  his  Tongue, 

Left  it  be  faid,  fpeak,  Sirrah,  when  you  mould, 
Muft  your  bold  Verdi 6t  enter  talk  with  Lords? 
Elfe  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Wmchejfer* 
Vol.  III.  F  f  X 
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K.  Henry.  Uncles  of  GWfler  and  of  Winchefter, 

The  fpecial  Watchmen  of  our  Englifo  Weal,   - 
I  would  prevail,  if  Prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  Hearts  in  Love  and  Amity. 
Oh,  what  a  Scandal  is  it  to  our  Crown, 
That  two  fuch  Noble  Peers  as  ye  mould  jar! 
Believe  me,  Lords,  my  tender  Years  can  telf, 
Civil  DifTention  is  a  viperous  Worm, 
That  gnaws  the  Bowels  of  the  Common-wealth. 

\_A  noife  •within-,  Down  with  the  Tawny  Coats. 
K.Henry.  What  Tumult  is  this? 
War.  An  Uproar,  I  dare  warrant, 

Begun  through  malice  of  the  Biihor/s  Men. 
[vf  noife  again,  Stones,  Stones. 

Enter  Mayor. 

Mayor.  Oh,  my  good  Lords,  and  virtuous  Henry, 
Pity  the  City  of  London,  pity  us: 

The  Bifhop,*  and  the-  Duke  of  Glo'fier's  Men, Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  Weapon, 
Have  fUrd  their  Pockets  full  of  peble  Stones ; 
And  banding  themfelves  in  contrary  Parts, 

Do  pelt  fo  fad  atone  another's  Pate, 

That  many  have  their  giddy  Brains  knocked  out: 
Our  Windows  are  broke  down  in  every  Street, 

And  we,  for  fear,  compell'd  to  fhut  our  Shops. 
Enter  in  skirmifo  with  bloody  Pates. 

K.Henry. ,We  charge  you  on  Allegiance  to  our  felves, 
To  hold  your  flaughtering  Hands,  and  keep  the  Peace : 

Pray,  Uncle  Glo'fter,  mitigate  this  Strife. 
i  Serv.  Nay,  if  we  be  forbidden  Stones,  we'll  fall  to  it with  our  Teeth. 

2  Serv.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  refolute. 
[Skirmijh  again* 

Glo.  You  of  my  houfhold  leave  this  peevifh  broil, 

And  fetthis  unaccuftom'd  fight  afide. 
3  Serv.  My  Lord,  we  know  your  Grace  to  be  a  Man 

Juft,  and  upright;  and  for  your  Royal  Birth, 
Inferior  to  none,  but  to  his  Majefty: 

And  e'er  that  we  will  fufFer  fuch  a  Prince, 
So  kind  a  Father  of  the  Common  WeaJ, 

To  be  di/graced  by  an  Ink-horn  Mate, 
We, 
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We,  and  our  Wives  and  Children,  all  will  fight, 

And  hive  our  Bodies  fliUghter'd  by  thy  Foes. 
1  Serv.  Ay,  and  the  very,  parings  of  our  Nails 

Shall  pitch  a  Field  when  we  are  dead.  \?eg}nagain\ 
Glo.  Stay,  ftay,  I  fay* 

And  if  you  lo  e  mc,  as  you  fay  you  do, 
Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 
K.  Henry,  Oh  how  thisdifcord  doth  afflict,  my  Soul! 

Can  you,  my  Lord  of  Wmchefter,  behold 
My  Sighs  and  Tears,  and  wiLlnot  once  relent/ 
Who  fhould  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  fliould  ftudy  to  prefer  a  Peace, 
If  Holy  Church-men  take  delight  in  Broils? 

War.  Yield,  my  Lord  Protector,  yield  Wmchefter  j 
Except  you  mean  with  obftinate  Repulfe 
To  flay  your  Sovereign,  and  deftroy  the  Realm. 
You  fee  what  Mifchief,  and  what  Murther  too, 
Hath  been  enacted  through  your  Enmity  : 
Then  be  at  Peace,  except  ye  thirft  for  Blood, 

Win.  H2  fhall  fubmir,  or  I  will  never  yield. 
Glo.  Companion  on  the  King  commands  me  (loop* 

Or  I  would  fee  his  Heart  out,  e'er  the  Prieft 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  Lord  of  Wmchefter ',  the  Duke 
Hath  banifh'd  moody  difcontented  Fury, 
As  by  his  fmoothed  Brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  ftill  fo  Stern  and  Tragical? 

Glo.  Here,  Wmchefter,  I  offer  thee  my  Hando 
K.Henry.  Fie,  Uncle  Beaufordy  I  have  heard  yoti  preachy 

That  Malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  Sin  : 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach? 
But  prove  a  chief  Offender  in  the  fame. 

War.  Sweet  King;  the  Bifhop  hath  a  kindly  gird: 
For  Shame,  my  Lord  ofWinchefter,  relent; 
What,  fhall  a  Child  inftrucl:  you  what  to  do? 

Win.  Well,  Duke  of  Glofter,  I  will  yield  to  thee* 
Love  for  thy  Love,  and  Hand  for  Hand  I  give. 

Glo.  Ay,  but  I  fear  me  with  a  hollow  Heart. 
See  here,  my  Friends  and  loving  Countrymen^ 
This  Token  ferveth  for  a  Flag  of  Truce, 
letwkt  our  felves*  and  all  our  Followers  3 

Ff i  3tf 
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So  help  me  God,  as  I  difTemble  not. 

Wm,  So  hdp  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  nor, 
K.  Henry.  Oh,  loving  Uncle,  kind  Duke  of  Glcffter, 

How  joylulam  I  made  by  this  Contract  ! 
Away,  my  M  afters,  trouble  us  no  more, 
But  join  in  Friendlhip,  as  your  Lords  have  done, 

1  Serv.  Content,  Til  to  the  Surgeon's. 2  Serv.  And  To  will  I. 

3  Serv.  And  I  will  lee  what  Phyfick  the  Tavern  affords. 

\Exeunu War.  Accept  this  Scrowl,  mod:  gracious  Sovereign, 
Which  in  the  Right  of  Richard  Plant  age  net, 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  Mdjefty. 

Glo.  Well  urg'd,  my  Lord  of  Warwick}  for,  fweet  Prince, 
A  id  if  your  Grace  maik  every  Circumftance, 
You  ha\e  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right, 
Efpecially  for  thofe  Occafions 
Ar  Eltham  Place  I  told  your  Majefty. 

_  K.Henry.  And  thofe  Occafions,  Uncle,  were  of  force  : 
Therefore,  my  loving  Lords,  our  pleafure  is. 
That  Richard  be  reftored-  to  his  Blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  Blood, 

So  ftiall  his  Father's  Wrongs  be  recompens'd. 
Win.  As  will  the  reft,  fo  wi  leth  Winchefler. 
K.  Henry.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone, 

But  all  the  whole  Inheritance  I  give 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  Houfe  of  Tork^ 
From  whence  you  fpring,  by  lineal  Defcent. 

Rich.  Thy  humble  Servant  vows  Obedience, 

And  humble  Service  'till  the  point  of  Death. 
K,  Henry.  Stoop  then,  and  fet  your  Knee  againft  my  Foot, 

And  in  reguerdon  of  that  Duty  done, 
I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  Sword  of  Tork* 
Rife,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plant agenet, 
And  rife  created  Princely  Duke  of  Tork, 
,     Rich.  And  fo  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  Foes  may  fall, 

And  as  my  D'Jty  fprings,  fo  perifh  they 
That  grudge  one  Thought  againft  your  Majefty. 

All.  Welcome,  h'gh  Prince,  the  mighty  Duke  of  Tork. 
Som,  Perifh,  bafe  Piince,  ignoble  Duke  of  York.       \_Afde. 

Glo. 
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Glo.  Now  will  it  beft  avail  your  Majefty, 

To  crofs  the  Seas,    a~d  to  be  crown'd  in  France  : 
The  prefence  of  a  King  engenders  Love, 
Amongft  his  Subjects  and  his  loyal  Friends, 
As  it  difiniraates  his  Enemies. 

K.Henry.  When  Glo'Jter  fays  the  word,  King  Henry  goes, 
For  friendly  Counfel  cuts  off  many  Foes. 

Glo.  Your  Ships  already  are  \n  readinefs.  [Exeunt. 
Manet  Exeter. 

Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England  or  in  France, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfifcj 
This  late  Difltntion  grown  betwixt  the  Peers, 

Burns  under  feigned  allies  of  forg'd  Love, 
And  will  at  laft  break  out  into  a  Flame, 

As  fefter'd  Members  rot  but  by  degrees, 
'Till  Bones,  and  Flefh,  and  Sinews  fall  away; So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  Difcord  breed. 

And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  Prophecy 

Which  in  the  time  of  Henry  nam'd  the  Fifth, 
Was  in  the  Mouth  of  every  fucking  Ba  e, 

.  That  Henry  born  at  Monmouth  fhould  win  aU, 

And  Henry  born  at  Windfor  fhould  lofe  all : 

•  Which  is  fo  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wifh, 

His  days  may  finifh  e'er  that  haglefs  time.  {Exit. 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  difguis'd,  and  four  S-Adiers  with 

Sacks  upon  their  Bac!^s. 

PuceL  Thefeare  the  City  Gates,  the  Gates  of  Roan •, 
Through  which  our  Policy  muft  make  a  Breach. 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  yon  place  your  Words, 

Talk  hke  the  vulgar  fort  of  Market- men, 
That  come  to  gather  Mony  for  their  Corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  as  I  hope  we  lliall, 
And  that  we  find  the  flothful  Watch  but  weak, 

I'll  by  a  Sign  give  notice  to  our  Friends 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

Sol.  Our  Sacks  fhall  be  a  means  to  fack  the  City, 
And  we  be  Lords  and  Rulers  over  Roan, 

Therefore  we'll  knock,  [Knochs. 

Ff  1  Watcru 
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Watch.  Ouivala* 

Pucel.  Paifans  pauvres  gens  de  France. 
Poor  Market  Folks  that  come  to  fell  their  Corn. 

Watch,  Enter,  go  in,  tru  Market  Bell  is  rung. 

Pucel*  Now  Roan,  I'll  make  thy  Bulwarks  to  the  Ground. 

[Exeunt. Enter  Dauphin,  Baft  or  d,  and  Alenfon. 
Dau.  St.  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  Stratagem, 

And  once  again  we'll  deep  fecure  in  Roan. 
Baft.  Here  entred  Pucelle  and  her  Practifants: 

Now  me  is  there,  how  will  Hie  fpecifie, 
Where  is  the  bed:  and  fafeft  palTags  in? 

Relg.  By  thrufting  out  a  Torch  from  yonder  Tower, 

Which  once  difcern'd,  mews  that  her  meaning  is, 
N3  way  to  that  ('for  weaknefs)  which  me  entred. 
Enter  ] oan  la  Pucelle  on  the  top,  thrufting  out  a  Torch  burning, 
Pucel.  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  Wedding  Torch, 

That  joineth  Roan  unto  her  Countrymen, 
put  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbonites. 

Bafi.  See,  Noble  Charles,  the  Beacon  of  our  Friend, 
The  burning  Torch  in  yonder  Turret  (lands. 

Date.  Now  mines  it  like  a  Comet  of  Revenge, 
A  Prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  Foes. 

Reig.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  Ends 
Enter,  and  cry,  The  Dauphin,  prefently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  Watch. 

[_An  Alarm,  Talbot  in  an  Excurfion. 
Tal.  France,  thou  (halt  rue  this  Treafon  with  thy  Tears, 

If  Talbot  but  furvive  thy  Treachery. 
Pucelle  that  Witch,  that  damned  Sorcerefs, 
Hath  wrought  thishellim  Mifchief  unawares, 

That  hardly  we  efcap'd  the  Pride  of  France  [Exit. 
An  Alarm  :  Excurfions,  Bedford  brought  in fickjn  a  Chair. 

Enter  Talbot  and  Burgundy  without',  within  Joan  la  Pu- 
celle, Dauphin,  Bafiard  and  Reignier  on  the  Walls. 

Pucel.  Good  morrow,  Gallants,  want  ye  Cora  for  Bread? 
I  think  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  will  faft, 

Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fuch  a  rate. 
'Twas  full  of  Darnel;  do  you  like  the  tafte  ? 

Burg.  ScofF  on,  vile  Fknd,  and  manaeful  Courtizan, 

I  rruft  e'er  long  to  choak  thee  with  thine  own, Aad 
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And  make  thee  curfe  the  Harveft  of  that  Corn. 

Dau.  Your  Grace  may  ftarve,  perhaps,  before  that  time. 
Bed.  Oh  let  not  Words,  but  Deeds  revenge  this  Treaion. 

Pucel.  What  will  yoii  do,  good  gray  Beard? 
Break  a  Launce,  a.jd  run  a  Tilt  at  Death 
Within  a  Chair. 

Tal.  Foul  Fiend  of  France^  and  Hag  of  all  defpight, 

Incompafs'd  with  thy  luftful  Paramours, 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  Age, 
And  twit  with  Cowardtfe  a  Man  half  dead? 

DamfeJ,  PJ1  have  a  Bout  wiih  you  again, 
Or  elk  let  Talbot  perifh  with  his  Shame. 

Pucel.  Are  you  fo  hot,  Sir :  Ytt  Pucelle  hold  thy  peace, 
If  Talbot  do  but  Thunder,  Rain  will  follow. 

[They  whiff er  together  in  Counfcl. 
Godfpeed  the  Parliament;  who  fhall  be  the  Speaker? 

Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  mett  us  in  the  Field  ? 
Pticel.  Belike  your  Lordfhip  takes  us  then  for  Fools 

To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 
TaL  I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 

But  unto  thee  Alenfon,  and  the  reft. 
Will  ye,  like  Soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out? 

Alen.  Seignior,  no. 
TaL  Seignior,  harcg:  Bafe  Muleteers  of  France , 

Like  Peafant  Foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  Walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  Arms,  like  Gentlemen. 

Pucel.  Captains  away,  let's  get  us  |from~thc  Walls, For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs  by  his  Looks. 

God  be  wi'  you,  my  Lord ,*  we  came,  Sir,  but  to  tt\\  you* 
That  we  are  here.  [Exeunt  from  the  Walls, 

Tal.  And  there  we  will  be  too,  e'er  it  b^  long, 
Or  elfe  Reproach  be  Talbot's  greareft  Fame. 
Vow  Burgundy,  by  Honour  of  thy  Houfe, 

Prick'd  on  by  pubhek  Wrongs  fuflain'd  in  France, 
Either  to  get  the  Town  again,  or  dye. 
And  I,  as  fure  as  Englifj  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  Father  here  was  Conqueror, 
As  fure  as  in  this  late  betrayed  Town, 

Great  Coeurdelionys  Heart  was  buried ; 
5 a  fure  I  fwear  to  get  the  Town  or  die* Ff4 

P 

ur-r, 
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Burg,  My  Vows  are  equal  pmner^  with  thy  Vow?, 

Tal.  But  e'er  we  go,  regard  this  dying  Prince, 
The  valiant  Duke  of  Bedford  :  Come,  ray  Lord, 
We  will  bellow  you  in  feme  better  place* 
Fitter  for  Sicknds,  and  for  crazy  Age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talkoty  do  not  (o  dishonour  me: 
Here  I  will  fit,  before  the  Walls  of  Roany 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  Weal  or  Wo. 

Burg. Couragious  Bsdfordy\tt  us  now  perfuadeyou. 
Bed.  Not  to  begone  from  hence:  For  once  I  read, 

That  flout  Pendra?on.  in  his  Litter  fick, 

Came  to  the  Field,  and  vanquished  his  Foes. 
Methinks  I  mould  revive  the  Soldiers  Hearts, 

B-cauf-  I  ever  found  them  as  my  felf. 
Tal.  Undaunted  Spirit  in  a  dying  Breafr, 

Then  be  it  fo:  Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  fafe. 
And  now  no  more  ado,  hr^vt  Bur  gundy  r 

But  gather  we  our  Forces  out  of  hand,  * 
And  fet  upon  our  boafling  Enemy.  [Exjfa 

An  Alarm  i  Excurjicns :  Enter  Sir  John  Falftaff,  and 
a  Captain. 

Cap*  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Falftaff  in  fuch  hafte? 
Fat.  Whither  away?  to  fave  my  felf  by  flight, 

We  are  like  to  have  the  Overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  Lord  Talbotl 

FaU  Ay,  all  the  Taibots  in  the  World  to  fave  my  Life* 

[Exit. 
Qip.  Cowardly  Knight,  ill  Fortune  follow  thee.       [Exit. 
Retreat:  Excurfions.     Pircelle,  Alenfon,  and  Dauphin  fljo 

Bed.  Now,  quiet  Soul,  depart  when  Heaven  pleafe, 
For  I  have  feen  our  Enemies  overthrow. 

What  is  the  truft  or  ftrengthof  foolifh  Man? 
They  thit  of  lace  were  daring  with  their  Scoffs, 

Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themfelves. 

'[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  Chair* An  Alarm.     Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  the  refi^ 
TaL  Loft,  and  reco  ered  in  a  day  again, 

This  is  a  double  Honour,  Burgundy ; 
Yet  Heavens  have  Gk.ry  for  this  Vctory. 

Burg.  Warlike  and  Martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
F.ihn.  es  thee  in  lis  Heart,  and  there  ere&s 

Thy 
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Thy  Noble  Deeds,  as  Valour's  Monuments. 
Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  Duke;  but  where  is  Pucelle  now  ? 

I  think  her  old  Familiar  is  aileep. 

Now  where's  the  Baftard's  braves,  and  Charles  his  glikes? 
What,  all  amort?  Roan  hangs  her  Head  for  Grief> 
That  fuch  a  valiant  Company  are  fled. 
Now  we  will  take  fome  Order  in  the  Town, 

Placing  therein  fome  expert  Officers, 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  King, 
For  there  young  Henry  with  his  Nobles  lye. 

Burg.  What  will's  Lord  Talbot,  pleafeth  Burgundy* 
Tal.  But  yet  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 

The  Noble  Duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceas'd, 
But  fee  his  Exequies  fulfilled  in  Roan. 
A  braver  Soldier  never  couched  Launce, 

A  gentler  Heart  did  never  fway  in  Court,     * 
But  Kings  and  mightieft  Potentates  muft  dye, 

For  that's  the  end  of  Human  Mifery.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Dauphin,  Baftardy  Alenfon,  and  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

PuceL  Difmay  not,  Princes,  at  this  Accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recovered. 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrofive, 

For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedy'd. 
Let  frantick  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while, 
And  like  a  Peacock  fweep  along  his  Tail, 

We'll  pull  his  Plumes,  and  take  away  his  Train, 
If  Daui  hin  and  the  reft  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Dau.   We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of  thy  Cunning  had  no  diffidence. 
One  fudden  Foil  fhall  never  breed  diftruft. 

Baft.  Search  out  thy  Wit  for  fecret  Policies, 
And  we  wi>l  make  thee  famous  through  the  World. 

4len.  We'll  fet  thy  Statue  in  fome  Holy  Place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  ablefled  Saint. 
Employ  rhee  then,  fweet  Virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pucel.  Then  thus  it  rnufl  be,  this  doth  Joan  devife: 

By  fair  Perfuafions,  m;xt  with  fu.gar'd  Words, 
We  will  enti<  Duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  T4h$h  and  to  follow  us.  Dan. 
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Daze.  Ay,  marry,  Sweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 

France  were  no  place  for  Henrys  Warriors  ; 
Nor  fliall  that  Nation  boalr  it  fo  with  us, 
But  be  extirped  from  our  Provinces. 

Alen.  For  ever  mould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France, 
And  not  have  Title  of  an  Earldom  here. 

Pucel.  Your  Honours  fhail  perceive  how  I  will  work, 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wimed  end. 

[Drum  beats  afar  off'. Hark,  by  the  found  of  Drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  Powers  are  marching  unto  Paris  ward, 

[Here  beat  an  Englifh  March. 
There  goes  the  Talbot  with  his  Colours  fpread, 
And  all  the  Troops  of  Englifo  after  him.      [French  March* 
Now  in  the  Rereward  comes  the  Duke  and  his: 

Fortune  in  favour  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  Parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

[Trumpets  found  a  Parley. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  marching. 

Dau.  A  Parley  with  the  Dake  of  Burgundy, 
Burg.  Who  craves  a  Parley  with  the  Burgundy? 
Pucel.    The  Princely  Charles  of  France,   thy  Country-* 

man. 

Burg,  What  fay'ft   thou,  Charles  ?    for  I  am  marching hence. 

Dau.  Speak,  Pucelle,  and  enchant  him  with  thy  Words, 
Pucel.  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France, 

Stay,  let  thy  humble  Kand-maid  fpeak  to  thee. 
Burg.  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over-tedious. 
Pucel.  Look  on  thy  Country,  look  on  fertile  France, 

And  fee  the  Cities  and  the  Towns  defae'd, 
By  wafting  Ruin  of  the  cruel  Foe, 
As  looks  the  Mother  on  her  lowly  Babe, 

When  Death  doth  clofe  his  tender-dying  Eyes ; 

See,  fee  the  pining  Malady  of  France*. 
Behold  the  Wounds,  the  mod  unnatural  Wounds, 

Which  thou  thy  felf  Issft  given  her  wofui  Breaft. 
Oh,  turn  the  ̂ dged  Sword  another  way, 
Strike  thofe  that  hurr5  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help: 

One  drop  of  Blood  draw  a  from  thy  Country's  Bofom, 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  ft;  earns  of  common  Gore  ; 

1    '  'r  "  Return 
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Return  thee  therefore  with  a  flood  of  Tear.*, 

And  warn  away  thy  Country's  flained  Spots. 
Burg.  Either  (he  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  Words, 

Or  Nature  makes  me  fuddenly  relenr. 
Pucel.  Befides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee, 

Doubting  thy  Birth  and  Lawful  Progeny. 

Whom  join'ft  thou  with,  but  with  a  Lordly  Nation, 
That  will  not  truft  thee  but  for  Profits  fake? 
When  Talbot  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France^ 

And  fafhion'd  thee  that  Inftrument  of  II], 
Who  then  but  Englijh  Henry  will  be  Lord, 
And  thou  be  thruft  out  like  a  Fugitive? 
Call  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof; 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  Foe? 
And  was  he  not  in  England  Prifoner? 
But  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  Enemy, 
They  fet  him  free,  without  his  Ranfom  paid, 
In  fpight  of  Burgundy  and  all  his  Friends. 

See  then,  thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  Countrymen, 
And  join'ft  with  them  v/ill  be  thy  Slaughter-men. 
Come,  come,  return,  return  thou  wand  ring  Lord 
Charles  and  the  reft  will  take  thee  in  their  Arms. 

Burg.  I  am  vanquifhed.  Thefe  haughty  Words  of  hers 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  Cannon-fhot, 
And  made  me  almoft  yield  upon  my  Knees. 
Forgive  me  Country,  and  fweet  Countrymen; 
And,  Lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace. 
My  Forces,  and  my  Power  of  Men  are  yours. 

So  farewel  Tallkt^  I'll  no  longer  truft  thee. 
PuceL  Done  like  a  Frenchman :  Turn,  and  turn  again. 
Dau.  Welcome,  brave  Duke,   thy  Fiiendfhip    makes  us 

frerti. 

Baft,  And  doth  beget  new  Courage  in  our  Breafls. 

jilen.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  play'd  her  part  in  thi.c, And  doth  deferve  a  Coronet  of  Gold. 

Dau.  Now  let  us  on,  my  Lords,  and  join  our  Powers, 
And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  Foe,  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Winchefter,  York,  Suffolk,  So- 
merfet,  Warwick,  Exeter :  To  them  Talbot  with  his  Soldiers. 

Tal.  My  gracious  Prince,  and  honourable  Peers, 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  m  this  Realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  Truce  unto  my  Wars, 
To  do  my  Duty  to  my  Sovereign. 

In  fign  whereof,  this  Arm,  that  hath  reclaim'd 
To  your  obedience,  fifty  Fortrefles, 

Twelve  Cities,  and  feven  walled  Towns  of  ftrength, 
Befide  five  hundred  Prifoners  of  Efteem; 

Lets  fall  his  Sword  before  your  Hkhnefs  Feet: 
And  with  fubmfllve  Loyalty  of  Heart 
Afcribes  the  Gloiy  of  his  Conqueft  got, 
Firft  to  my  God,    and  next  unto  your  Grace, 

K.Henry.  Is  this  the  fam'd  Lord  Talbot,  UncleGlo'fter, 
That  hath  fo  long  beenRefidenr  in  France  t 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Mijdty,  my  Liege. 
K.Henry.  Welcome,  brave  Captain,  and  victorious  Lord. 

When  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old) 
I  do  remember  how  my  Father  faid, 
A  ftouter  Champion  never  handled  Sword. 

Long  fince  we  have  refolved  of  your  Truth, 
Your  faithful  Service,  and  your  toil  in  War: 
Yet  never  have  you  tailed  our  Reward, 

Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  fo  much  as  Thanks, 
Becaufe  'till  now  we  never  faw  your  Face; 
Therefore  Hand  up,  and  for  thtfe  good  dvferts, 
We  here  create  you  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 
And  in  our  Coronotion  take  your  pface.  [Exeunt* 

Manent  Vernon  and  Baffet. 

Per.  Now,  Sir,  to  you  that  were  fo  hot  at  Sea, 
Difgracing  of  thefe  Colours  that  I  wear, 
In  honour  of  my  Noble  Lord  of  York, 

Dar'ft  thou  maintain  the  former  Words  thou  fpak'ft  ? 
Baf.  Yes,  S  r,  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 

The  envious  barkirg  of  you»*  fawcy  Tongue, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Somerfet. 

Ver.  Sirrah,  thy  Lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 
Baf.  Why,  what  is  he?  As  good  a  Man  as  York^ 

Ver. 
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Ver.  Hark  ye;  not  fo :  In  witnefs  take  you  that.  [Strikes  him. 
Baf.  Villain,  thou  knoweft  the  Law  of  Arrm  is  iuch 

That  whofo  draws  a  Sword,  'tis  prtfent  Death, 
Or  elfe  this  Blow  fhoud  broach  thy  deareft  Blood. 

But  I'll  unto  his  Majefty,  and  crave, 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  Wrong, 

When  thou  (halt  fee,  I'll  meet  thee  to  thy  Coft. 
Ver.  Well,  Mifcreant,  Vll  be  there  as  loon  as  you, 

And  after  meet  you,  fooner  than  you  would.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T    IV.     S  G  E  N  E    I. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  Winchefter,  York,  Suffolk, 
Someriet,  Warwick,  Talbot, and  Exeter,  Governor  of  Paris. 

G/0. 1     Ord  Bifhop,  fet  the  Crown  upon  his  Head. 
I  i  Win.  God  fave  King  Henry,  of  that  Name  the  Sixth, 

Glo*  Now  Governor  of  Paris  take  your  Oath, 

That  you  e'ed:  no  other  King  but  him ; 
Efteem  none  Friends,  but  fuch  as  are  his  Friends, 
And  none  your  Foes,  but  fuch  as  (hall  pretend 
Malicious  practices  againft  his  State. 
This  mall  ye  do,  fo  help  you  righteous  God. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Fal.  My  gracious  Sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais, 
To  hafte  unto  your  Coronation : 

A  Letter  was  deliver'd  to  my  Hand?, 
Writ  to  your  Grace,  from  the  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee : 

I  vow'd,  bafe  Knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next, 
To  tear  the  Garter  from  thy  Craven's  Leg, 
Which  I  have  done;  becaufe,  unworthily, 
Thou  waft  inftaUed  in  that  high  Degree. 
Pardon,  my  Princely  Henry ,  and  the  reft  ; 
This  Daftard,  at  the  Battel  of  Pciftiers, 
Whin,  but  in  all,  I  was  fix  thoufand  ftrong, 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one, 

Before  we  met,  or  that  a  ftroke  was  given, 
L.ke  to  a  trufty  Squire,  did  run  away. 
In  which  Affault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  Men. 

My 
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My  felf,  and  divers  Gentlemen  befide, 

Were  there  furpri^'d,  and  taken  Prifoners. 
Then  judge,  great  Lords,  if  I  have  done  amifsj 
Or,  whether  that  fiich  Cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  Ornament  of  Knighthood,  yea  or  no? 

Glo.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  Fad  was  infamous. 
And  ill  befeemmg  any  common  Man; 
Much  more  a  Knight,  a  Captain,  and  a  Leader. 

Tal.  When  tuft  this  Order  was  ordain'd, my  Lords, 
Knights  of  the  Garter  were  of  Noble  Birth; 
Valiant,  and  Virtuous,  full  of  haughty  Courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  Credit  by  the  Wars: 
Not  fearing  Death,  nor  fhrinking  for  Diftrefs, 
But  always  refolute  in  raoft  Extreams. 

He  then,  that  is  not  furnifh'd  in  this  fort, 
Doth  but  ufurp  the  facred  Name  of  Knight, 
Prophaning  this  moft  Honourable  Order, 
And  mould,  if  I  were  worthy  to  be  Judge, 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  .Hedge-born  Swain, 
That  doth  prefume  to  boaft  of  Gentle  Blood. 

K.  Henry*  Stain  to  thy  Countrymen,  thou  hear3 ft  thy  doom  i 
Be  packing  therefore,  rhou  that  waft  a  Knight; 
Henceforth  we  haniQi  theeon  pain  of  Death.     [Exit  Falftaff. 
And  now,  my  Lord  Protector,  view  the  Letter, 
Sent  from  our  Uncle,  Duke  of  Burgundy, 

Glo.  What  means  his  Grace,  that  he  hath  chang'd  his  ftyle  ? 
No  more  but  plain  and  bluntly,   To  the  King,  [Reading* 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  Sovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlifh  Superfcription 
Pretend  fome  Alteration  in  good  will? 

What's  here?  I  have  upon  efpecialCaufe,         ̂ Reads. 
Adovd  with  Companion  of  my  Country's  WrAek^ 
Together  with  the  pitiful  Complaints 
Of  fuch  as  your  Opprejjion  feeds  upon9 
Forfaken  your  pernicious  Faction, 
And  joy  rid  with  Charles,  the  rightful  King  of  Franc  A 
O  monftrous  Treachery !  Can  this  be  fo  ? 
That  in  Alliance,  Amity,  and  Oaths, 
There  lhould  be  found  fuch  falfedifTembling guile? 

IC  Henry.  What!  doth  my  Uncle  Burgundy  revolt? 
Glo.  He  doth,  my  Lord,  and  is  become  my  Foe. M*  HeHffi 
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K.  Henrj.  Is  that  the  worlr.  this  Letter  doth  contain  ? 

Glv.  It  is  the  worfl,  and  a:l>  my  Lord,  he  writes. 
K.Henry.  Whythen,  LordTal&ot  there  ftiall  calkwitbtufn, 

And  give  him  Chaflifeipent  for  this  Abufe. 

How  fay  you,  my  Lord,  are  you  not  content? 
Tal.  Content,  my  Liege?  Yes:   But  that  I  am  prevented, 

I  mould  have  begg'd  I  might  have  be*  i  o)'d. 
K.Henry.  Then  gather  ftrength, and  march  u  Biftreights 

Let  him  perceive  how  ill  we  brook  his  Treaf< 
And  what  Offence  it  is  to  flout  his  Friends, 

Tal.  I  go,  my  Lord,  in  Heart  during  ftill 
You  may  behold  Confufion  of  your  F  >««      [  Exit  Talbot. 

Enter  Vernon  and  Bafftt. 

Per.  Grant  me  the  Combat,  gracious  Sovereign. 
Baf.  And  me,  my  Lord,  grant  me  the  Combat  roo. 
York.  This  is  my  Servant,  hear  him  Noble  Prince, 
Som.  And  this  is  mine,  tweet  Henry,  fa  our  him. 
K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  Lords,  and  give  them  leave  to  fpeak. 

Say,  Gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 
And  wherefore  crave  you  Combat  ?  or  with  whom  ? 

Ver.  With  him,  my  Lord,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
Baf.  And  I  with  him,  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
K.  Henry.  What  is  that  wrong  whereon  you  both  complain  f 

Firft  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  anfwer  you. 
Baf.  C ro fling  theSea,  from  England  into  France  ̂  

This  Fellow  here  with  fharp  and  carping  Tongue, 
.  Upbraided  me  about  the  Rofe  I  wear ; 

Saying,  the  fanguine  Colour  of  the  Leaves 

Did  reprefent  my  Mailer's  blufhing  Checks: 
When  ftubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  Truth, 
About  a  certain  queftion  in  the  Law, 

Argu'd  betwixt  the  Duke  of  7t?r^  and  him; 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  Terms. 
In  Confutation  of  which  rude  Reproach, 

And  in  defence  of  my  Lord's  Worthiness, I  crave  the  benefit  of  Law  of  Arm?. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  Petition,  Noble  Lord ; 
For  though  he  feem,  with  forged  quaint  Conceit, 
To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 

Yet  know,  my  Lord,  I  was  provo'h'd  by  h'm, 
And  he  5, ft  took  Exceptions  at  this  Badge, 

PixrQur.cing 
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Pronouncing  that  the  palenefs  of  this  Flower, 

Bewray'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  Mafter's  Heart. 
York.  Will  not  this  Malice,  Somerfet,  be  left? 
Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  Cord  of  York)  will  out, 

Though  ne'er  To  cunningly  you  fmother  it.  [Men  ! 
K.  Henry.  Good  Lord !  What  madnefs  rules  in  Brain-fick 

When  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  Caufe, 
Such  factious  Emulations  (hall  arife! 
Good  Coufins  both  of  York,  and  Somerfet, 
Quiet  your  felves,  and  be  at  peace. 

York.  Let  this  DifTention  firft  be  try'd  by  fight, 
And  then  your  Highnefs  (hall  command  a  Peace. 

Som.  The  Quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone, 
Betwixt  our  felves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  Pledge,  accept  ir,  Somerfet. 
Ver.  Nay,  let  it  reft  where  it  began  at  firft. 
Baf  Confirm  it  fo,  mine  honourable  Lord. 
Glo.  Confirm  it  fo  ?  Confounded  be  your  Strife, 

And  perifh  ye  with  your  audacious  Prate; 

Prefumptuous  VafTals,  are  you  not  afham'd 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  Outrage, 
To  trouble  and  difturb  the  King  and  Us? 
And  you,  my  Lords,  methinks  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  Objections : 
Much  lefs  to  take  occafion  from  their  Mouths, 
To  raife  a  Mutiny  amongft  your  felves: 
Let  me  perfuade  you  take  a  better  courfe. 

Exe.  It  grieves  his  Highnefs  .• 
Good  my  Lord.s  be  Friends. 

K.  Henry.  Come  hither  you  that  would  be  Combatants. 
Henceforth  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  Favour, 
Quite  to  forget  this  Quarrel,   and  the  Caufe. 
And  you,  my  Lords,  remember  where  you  are, 
In  France,  amongft  a  fickle  wavering  Nation: 
If  they  perceive  diffention  in  our  Looks, 
And  that  within  our  felves  we  difagree; 

How  will  their  grudging  Stomachs  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  Difobedience  and  Rebellion? 
Befide,  what  Infamy  will  there  arife, 
When  Foreign  Princes  {hall  be  certified, 

That 
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That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 
King  Henrys  Peers,  and  chief  Nobility* 

Deftroy'd  themfelves,  and  loft  the  Reaim  of  France^ 
0  think  upon  the  Conqueft  of  my  Father, 
My  tender  Years,  and  let  us  not  forgo 
That  for  a  trifle,  that  was  bought  with  Blood* 
Let  me  be  Umpire  in  this  doubtful  Strife : 
1  fee  no  Reafon,  if  I  wear  this  Rofe, 
That  any  one  lhould  therefore  be  fufpicious 
I  more  encline  to  Somerfet  than  York} 
Both  are  my  Kinfmen,  and  I  love  them  both. 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  Crown, 

Becaufe,  forfooth,  the  King  of  Scots  is  crown'd* 
But  your  Difcretions  better  can  perfuade, 
Than  I  am  able  to  inftrucl:  or  teach ; 

And  therefore  as  we  hither  came  in  peace, 
So  let  us  ftill  continue  peace  and  love. 
Coufin  of  Yorkj  we  inftitute  your  Grace 
To  be  our  Regent  in  thefe  parts  of  France  : 
And  good  my  Lord  of  Somerfet,  unite 
Your  Troops  of  Horfemen,  with  his  Bands  of  Foot$ 
And  like  true  Subjects,  Sons  of  your  Progenitors;) 
Go  chearfully  together,  and  digeft 
Your  angry  Choler  on  your  Enemies, 
Our  felf,  my  Lord  Protector,  and  the  reft, 
After  fome  refpite  wiJl  return  to  Calais ; 

From  thence  to  England,  where  I  hope  e'er  long 
To  be  prefented  by  your  Victories, 
With  Charles,  Alenfon^  and  that  traiterous  rout.      \Exeunti 

Manent  York,  Warwick,  Exeter,  and  Vernon, 
War.  My  Lord  of  York,  I  promife  you  the  King 

Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  Orator. 
York*  And  fo  he  did,  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 

In  that  he  wears  the  Badge  of  Somerfen 
War.  Tufh,  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not$ 

I  dare  prefume,  fweet  Prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 
York.  And  if  I  wifh  he  did.— But  let  it  reft, 

Other  Affairs  muft  now  be  managed.  \Exemh 
Flour ijh.  \.xManet  Exeter. 

Exe.  Well  didft  thou  Richard  to  fupprefs  thy  Voice: 
For  if  the  paffions  of  thy  Heart  burft  our, 
Vot,  IIL  Gg  jf 
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I  fear  we  fhouJd  have  feen*  decypher'd  there 
More  rancorous  fpight,  more  furious  raging  Broils, 

Than  yet  can  be  imagin'd  or  fuppos'd : 
But  howfoe'er,  no  iimple  Man  chat  fees 
This  jarring  difcord  of  Nobility, 
This  mouldering  of  each  other  in  the  Court, 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  Favourites, 
Butihat  he  doth  prefage  fome  ill  event,  V 

'Tis^much,   when  Scepters  are  in  Childrens  Hands; 
But  more,  when  Envy  breeds  unkind  Divifion: 
Then  comes  the  Ruin,  there  begins  Confufion,  [Exit* 

Enter  Talbot  "with  Trumpets  andDrum  before  Bourdeaux. 
Tal,  Go  to  the  Gates  of  Bonrdeanxy  Trumpeter, 

Summon  their  General  unto  the  WalJ.  [Sounds* 
Enter  General  aloft, 

Englifo  John  Talbot,  Captains,  calls  you  forth, 
Servant  in  Arms  to  Harry  King  of  England, 
And  thus  he  would :  Open  your  City  Gates, 
Be  humbled  to  us,  call  my  Soveraign  yours, 
And  do  him  Homage  as  Obedient  Subjects, 

And  I'll  withdraw  me,   and  my  Bloody  Power. 
But  if  you  frown  upon  this  proffer'd  Peace, 
And  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  Attendants, 
Lean  Famine,  quartering  Steel,  and  climbing  Fire, 
Who  in  a  moment  even  with  the  Earth 

Shall  lay  your  (lately,  and  Air-braving  Towers, 
If  you  forfake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Cap,  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  Owl  of  Death, 
Our  Nations  terrour,  and  their  bloody  Scourge. 
The  period  of  thy  Tyranny  approacheth, 
On  us  thou  canft  not  enter  but  by  Death : 
For  I  proteft  we  are  well  fortified, 
And  ftrong  enough  to  ifTue  out  and  fight. 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin  well  appointed, 
Stands  with  the  Snares  of  War  to  tangle  thee. 
On  either  hand  thee,  there  are  Squadrons  pitchfc, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  Flight; 

Ten  thoufand  French  have  ta'en  the  Sacrament, 
And  no  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  Redrefs, 
But  Death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil, 
And  pale  deftru&ion  meets  thee  in  the  Faces 
To  rive  their  dangereus  Artillery  ^P03  \ 
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Upon  no  Chriftian  Soul,  but  Englifl?  Talbot* 
Lo  there  thou  ftand'ft  a  breathing  valiant  Man, 
Of  an  invincible  unconquer'd  Spirit: 
This  is  the  lateft  Glory  of  thy  Praife, 
That  I  thy  Enemy  dew  thee  withal; 

For  e'er  the  Glafs,  that  now  begins  to  ruw* 
Finifh  the  procefs  of  his  fandy  Hour, 
Thefe  Eyes  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured, 
Shall  fee  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

'    [Drum  a- far  < 

Hark,  hark,  the  Dauphin's  Drum,  a  warning  Bd\y 
Sings  heavy  Mufick  to  thy  timorous  Soul, 
And  mine  (hall  ring  thy  dire  departure  our.  [Exit* 

Tal.  He  fables  not,  I  hear  the  Enemy: 
Out  fome  light  Horfemen,  and  perufe  their  Wings, 
O  negligent  and  heedlefs  Difcipline, 

How  are  we  park'd  and  bounded  in  a  Pale? 
A  little  Herd  of  England's  timorous  Deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  Curs. 
If  we  be  Englijh  Deer,  be  then  in  Blood, 
Not  Rafcal-like  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch, 
.But  rather  moody,  mad,  and  defperate  Stags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  Hounds,  with  Heads  of  Stee^ 
And  make  the  Cowards  ftand  aloof  at  Bay: 
Sell  every  Man  his  Life  as  dear  as  mine, 
And  they  fhall  find  dear  Deer  of  us,  my  Friends* 

God  and  Sr.  George*  Talbot  and  England*s  Right* 
Profper  our  Colours  in  this  dangerous  fight.  -[Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger  that  meets  York.     Enter  York  with 
Trumpet^   and  many  Soldiers. 

Tork*  Are  not  the  fpeedy  Scouts  return'd  again, 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  Army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 

Mejf.  They  are  return *d,  my  JLord,  and  give  it  but* 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  Power 

To  fight  with  Talbot ;  as  he  march'd  along^ 
By  your  efpyals  were  difcovefed 
Two  mightier  Troops,  than  that  the  Dauphin  led, 

Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march  for  Bonrdeaux* 
Tork^  A  plague  upon  that  Villain  Somerfet, 

That  thus  delays  my  promifed  Supply 
Of  Korfemen  that  were  levied  for  the  Siege* 

Gg  z  Renowned 
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Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  Aid, 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  Traitor  Villain, 
And  cannot  help  the  Noble  Chevalier : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  neceflity  : 
If  he  mifcarry,  farewel  Wars  in  France. 

Enter  afecond  Mejfenger. 

z  Mef  Thou  Princely  Leader  of  our  £»£///&  ftrength, Never  fo  needful  on  the  Earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  Refcue  of  the  Noble  Talbot, 

Who  now  is  girded  with  a  wafte  of  Iron, 
And  heirrd  about  with  grim  Deftru&ion: 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  Duke,  to  Bourdeaux,  York, 

Elfe  farewel  Talbot,  France,  and  England'sHonour. 
York.  OGod!  that  Somerfet,  who  in  proud  Heart 

Doth  flop  my  Cornets,  were  lnTalbois  place, 
So  fhould  we  fave  a  valiant  Gentleman, 

By  forfeiting  a  Traitor  and  a  Coward : 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury  makes  me  weep, 
That  thus  we  dye,  while  remifs  Traitors  deep. 

Mejf.  O  fend  fome  fuccour  to  the  diftrefs'd  Lord. 
York.  He  dyes,  welofe;  I  break  my  warlike  word : 

We  mourn,  France  fmiles :  Welofe,  they  daily  get: 
All  long  of  this  vile  Traitor  Somerfet. 

Mejf.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  Soul, 
And  on  his  Son,  young  John,  who  two  hours  fince, 
I  met  in  Travel  towards  his  warlike  Father  ; 

This  feven  years  did  not  Talbot  fee  his  Son, 
And  now  they  meet,  where  both  their  lives  are  done. 

Yor^  Alas !    What  Joy  fliall  Noble  Talbot  have  , 
To  bid  his  young  Son  welcome  to  his  Grave  I 
Away,  Vexation  almoft  flops  my  Breath, 
That  fundi y  Friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  Death. 
Lucy  farewel,  no  more  my  Fortune  can, 
But  curfe  the  Gaufe,  I  cannot  aid  the  Man. 

Maine,  Bloys,  Poittiers,  and  Tours  are  won  away, 
j     Long  all  of  Somerfiu  and  his  delay.  [Exiu 

Mef.  Thus  while  the  Vulture  of  Sedition, 
Feeds  in  the  Bofom  of  fuch  great  Commanders, 

Sleeping  negle&ion  doth  betray  to  lofs, 

The  Conquefts  of  our  fcarce  cold  Conqueror, 
That  ever-living  Man  of  Memory, °  Henry 



King  Henry  VI.  1425) 

Henry  the  Fifth.     Whiles  they  each  others  crofs, 
Lives,  Honours/ Lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  M<.  [Exit. 

Enter  Somerfet  ivith  his  Army. 
Som.  It  is  too  late,  I  cannot  fend  them  now : 

This  Expedition  was  by  Tor k^and  Talbot 
Too  raihly  plotted.     All  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  Sally  of  the  very  Town 
Be  buckled  with ;  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  fullied  all  his  glofs  of  former  Honour 
By  this  unheedful,  defperate,  wild  Adventure : 
Tor^fct  him  on  to  fight,  and  dye  in  fhame, 
That  Talbot  dead,  great  Tork^  might  bear  the  name. 

Capt.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me, 
Stt  from  our  o'er-matcht  Forces  forth  for  aid. 

Som.  How  now,  Sir  William,  whither  weriT:  thou  fent? 

Lucy.  Whither  my  Lord  ?  from  Bought  and  Sold  L.  Talbot, 

Who  ring'd  about  with  bold  adverfity, 
Cries  out  for  Noble  Tor!^  and  Somerjet, 
To  beat  a/Tailing  Death  from  his  weak  Legions  ; 
And  whiles  the  Honourable  Captain  there 

Drops  bloody  Sweat  from  his  War-wearied  Limbs, 
And  in  advantage  lingring  looks  for  Rcfcue, 

You,  his  falfe  Hopes,  the  trull  of  England's  Honour, 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthlefs  Emulation  : 
Let  not  your  private  Difcord  keep  away 
The  levied  Succours  that  fhall  lend  him  aid, 
While  he,  renowned  noble  Gentleman, 
Yields  up  his  Life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 
Orleans  the  Baftard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy, 
Alenjon,  Reignier,  compafs  him  about, 
And  Talbot  perifheth  by  your  default. 

Som.  Torl^  fet  him  on,  Torl^  fhould  have  fent  him  aid, 
Lucy.  And  Tork^  as  faft  upon  your  Grace  exclaims, 

Swearing  that  you  with-hold  his  levied  Hoft, 

Collected  for  this  Expedition.  TT1 
Som.  Tork  lies:  He  might  have  fent,  and  had  theHorfe  : 

I  owe  him  little  Duty,  and  Ms  Love, 
And  take  foul  fcorn  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending, 

Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  foi  ce  of  France 

Hath  now  entrapt  the  Noble-minded  Ta'bot  .- 
Gg  s  Never 
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Never  to  England  (hall  he  bear  his  Life, 

But  dies  betray 'd  to  Fortune  by  your  ftrifeJ 
Som.  Come,  go,  I  will  difpatch  the  Horfemen  ftraight : 

Within  fix  hours,  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy.  Too  late  comes  Refcue,  if  he's  ta'en,  or  flain, 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled: 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu. 

Lucy.  His  Fame  lives  in  the  World,  his  Shame  in  you. 

[Exeunt* Enter  Talbot  and  his  Son. 

Tai  O  young  John  Talbot^  I  did  fend  for  thee, 
To  tutor  thee  in  Stratagems  of  War, 

That  Talbot\  Name  might  be  in  theereviv'd, 
Whenfaplefs  Age,  and  weak  unable  Limbs, 
Should  bring  thy  Father  to  his  drooping  Chair* 
But  O  malignant  and  ill-boading  Stars, 
Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  Feaft  of  Death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger, 
Therefore,  dear  Boy,  mount  on  thy  fwifteft  Horfe* 

And  I'll  dired  thee  how  thou  malt  efcape 
By  fudden  flight.     Come,  dally  not,  be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  Name  Talbot  ?  and  am  I  your  Son  ? 
And  mall  I  fly?  O!  if  you  love  my  Mother, 
Difhonour  not  her  Honourable  Name, 
To  make  a  Baftard  and  a  Slave  ©f  me. 

The  World  will  fay,  he  is  not  Talbot's  Blood, 
That  bafely  fled,  when  Noble  Talbot  flood. 

TaU  Fly,  to  revenge  my  Death,  if  I  be  ilain0 

John.  He  that  flies  fo,    will  ne'er  return  again, 
Tal.  If  we  both  flay,  we  both  are  fure  to  dye, 
John.  Then  let  me  flay,  and,  Father,  do  you  fly  j 

Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  mould  be; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  Death,   the  French  can  little  boaft; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  loft. 
Flight  cannot  ftain  the  Honour  you  have  won, 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  Exploit  have  done. 

You  fled  for  Vantage,  every  one  will  fwear .° 
But  if  I  bow,  they'll  fay  it  was  for  Fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  flay, 
If  the  firft  hour  I  flirinfc  and  inn  away*  Here 
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Here  on  my  Knee  I  beg  Mortality, 

Rather  than  Life,  preferv'd  with  Infamy. 
TaL  Shall  all  thy  Mother's  hopes  lye  in  one  Tomb? 
John,  Ay,  rather  then  111  fhame  my  Mother's  Womb. 
Tal.  Upon  my  bleffing  I  command  thee  go. 
John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  Foe. 

TaL  Part  of  thy  Father  may  be  fav'd  in  thee. 
John.  No  part  of  him  but  will  be  fhame  in  me. 
Tal.  Thou  never  hadft  Renown,  nor  canft  not  lofe  if. 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  Name  ;  fhall  flight  abufe  it? 

TaL  Thy  Father's  charge  fhall  clear  thee  from  the  ftain* 
John.  You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  (lain. 

If  Death  be  fo  apparent,  then  both  fly. 
Tal.  And  leave  my  Followers  here  to  fight  and  die  ? 

My  Age  was  never  tainted  with  fuch  fhame. 
John.  And  fhall  my  Youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame? 

No  more  can  I  be  fevered  from  your  fide, 
Than  can  your  felf  vour  felf  in  twain  divide: 

Stay,  go,  do  what  you  wiH,  the  like  do  I; 
For  live  I  will  not,*  if  my  Father  die. 

TaL  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  Son, 
Borntoeclipfe  thy  Life  this  afternoon  : 
Come,  fide  by  fide,  together  live  and  die, 
And  Soul  with  Soul  from  France  to  Heaven  fly.      [Exeunt. 

Alarum:   Excurfionsy    wherein  Talbot'j  Son  is  hemmd. 
about)   and  Talbot  refines  him. 

Tal.  Sr.  George^  and  Victory,  fight  Soldiers,  fight : 
The  Regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France\  Sword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot  ?  Paufe,  and  take  thy  Breath, 

I  gave  thee  Life,  and  refcu'd  thee  from  Death. 
John.  O  twice  my  Father,  twice  I  am  thy  Son : 

The  Life  thou  gav'ft  me  firft,  was  loft  and  done. 
'Till  with  thy  warlike  Sword,   defpight  of  Fate, 
To  my  determin'd  time  thdu  gav'ft  new  date. 

Tal.  When  from  the  Dauphin's  Creft  thy  Sword  (truck  fire* 
It  warm'd  thy  Fathei's  Heart  with  proud  defire 
Of  bold-fae'd  Vi&ory.     Then  Leaden  Age, 
Quicken'd  with  Youthful  Spleen,  and  Warlike  Rage, 
Beat  down  Alenfon^  Orleans^  Burgundy  ~** 
A°d  from  the  Pride  of  Gallia  refcued  thee. 

G  g  4  Thi 
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The  ireful  Baftard  Orleans,  that  drew  Blood 
From  thee,  my  Boy,  and  had  the  Maidenhood 
Of  thy  firft  fight,  I  foon  encountered, 
And  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  fried 
Some  of  his  Baftard  Blood,  and  in  difgrace 
Befpoke  him  thus:  Contaminated,  bafe 
And  mifs-begotten  Blood,  I  fpil]  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor,   for  that  pure  Blood  of  mine, 
Which  thou  didft  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  Boy. 
Here  purpofing  the  Baftard  to  deftroy, 

Came  in  ftrong  refcue.     Speak,    thy  Father's  care, 
Art  not  thou  weary,  John?  How  do*ft  thou  fare? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  Battel,  Boy,  and  fly? 

Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  Son  of  Chivalry? 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  Death  when  I  am  dead, 
The  help  of  one  ftands  me  in  little  ftead. 
Oh,  too  mucli  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fmall  Boat. 

If  I  to  day  die  not  with  Frenchmens  Rage, 
To  morrow  I  mail  die  with  mickle  age. 
By  me  they  nothing  gain,  and  if  I  ftay, 

'Tis  but  the  fhortning  of  my  Life  one  day. 
In  thee  thy  Mother  dies,  ourHoufehold's  Name, 
My  Death's  Revenge, thy  Youth,and  England's  Fame, 
All  thefe,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  ftay; 

All  thefe  are  fav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away, 
John.  The  Sword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  me  fmare, 

Thefe  Words  of  yours  draw  Life-blood  from  my  Hearts 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  fuch  a  ihame, 
To  fave  a  paltry  Life,  and  flay  bright  Fame, 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly, 
The  Coward  Horfe  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die; 

And  like  me  to  the  Peafant  Boys  of  France, 

To  be  Shame's  Scorn,  and  Subject  of  Mifchanee* 
Surely,  by  all  the  Glory  you  have  won, 

And  if  I  fly,'  I  am  not  Talbot's  Son. 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot, 

If  Son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  Foot. 
TaL  Then  follow  thou  thy  defp'rate  Sire  of  Crest, 

Thou  Icarus,  thy  Life  to  me  is  fween 



King  Henry  VI.  1433 

If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  Father's  fide, 
And  commendable  prov'd  let's  die  in  Pride.  [Exeunt  a Alarum,     Excurfions.     Enter  old  Talbot  led. 

TaL  Where  is  my  other  Life?  mine  own  is  gone. 

€) !  where's  young  Talbot?  where  is  valiant  John? 
Triumphant  Death,  fmear'd  with  Captivity, 
Young  Talbot*s  Valour  makes  me  faille  at  thee. 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  fluink,  and  on  my  Knee, 
His  bloody  Sword  he  brandimed  over  me, 
And  like  a  hungry  Lion  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  Rage,   and  ftern  Impatience: 
But  when  my  angry  Guardant  flood  alone, 

Tendring  my  ruin,   and  affail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  Fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart, 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  (tart 
Into  the  cluttering  Battel  of  the  French  t 
And  in  that  Sea  of  Blood,  my  Boy  did  drench 

His  over-mounting  Spirit  j  and  there  dy'd 
My  Icarus,  my  BlofTom  in  his  Pride. 

Enter  John  Talbot,  born. 
Serv*  O,   my  dear  Lord  I    lo  where  your  Son  is  born, 

Tal.  Thou  antick  Death,  which  lawghlft  us  here  to  fcorn, 
Anon  from  thy  infulting  Tyranny, 
Coupled  in  Bonds  of  Perpetuity, 
Two  Ttlbois  winged  through  the  lither  Sky, 
In  thy  defpight  mail  fcape  Mortality, 
O  thou,  whofe  wounds  become  hard  favoured  death, 

Speak  to  thy  Father,  e'er  thou  yield  thy  breath. 
Brave  Death  by  fpeaking,  whether  he  will  or  no: 
Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,   and  thy  Foe. 
Poor  Boy,  he  fmiles,  methinks,  as  who  fhould  fay, 
Had  Death  been  French,  then  Death  had  dkd  to  day. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  Father's  Arms, 
My  Spirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 
Soldiers  adieu:  I  have  what  I  would  have, 

How  my  old  Arms  are  young  John  Talbot's  Grave,,      [Dies 

ACT 
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A  C  T   V.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Charles,  Alenfon,  Burgundy,  Baftard,  and  Pucelle. 

OW. TT  A D  Tor  ̂ nd Somerfet  brought Refcue  in, 
XjL  We  mould  have  found  a  bloody  Day  of  this. 

Baft.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's  raging  wood, 
Did  flffh  his  puny  fword  in  Frenchmen's  blood. 

'"  Pucel.  Once  I  encountred  him,  and  thus  I  fai   # 
Thou  Maiden  Youth,   be  vanquiiht  by  a  Maid, 
But  with  a  proud  Majeftical  high  fcorn 

He  anfwer'd  thus :  Young  Talbot  was  not  born 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  Giglot  Wench, 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bar.  Doubtlefs  he  would  have  made  a  noble  Knights 
See  where  he  lyes  inhearfed  in  the  Arms 
Of  the  moft  bloody  Nurfer  of  his  harms. 

Baft.  Hew  them  to  pieces,   hack  their  bones  afunder, 

Whofe  life  was  England's  Glory,  Gallia's  Wonder. Char.  Oh  no,  forbear :  For  that  which  we  have  fled 

During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 
Enter  Lucy, 

Lucy.  Herald,   conduct  me  to  the  Dauphin's  Tent. 
To  know  who  huh  obtained  the  glory  of  the  Day. 

Char.  On  whit  fubmiffive  MefTage  art  thou  fent/ 

Lucy.  Submiffion,  Dauphin?  'tis  a  meer  French  words 
We  Englijl?  Warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 

I  come  to  know  what  Prifoners  thou  haft  ta'en, 
And  to  furvey  the  Bodies  of  the  Dead. 

Char.  For  Prifoners  ask'ft  thou? Hell  our  Prifonis. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft? 

Lucy.  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  Field, 
Valiant  Lord  Talbot,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  ? 
Created  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  Arms, 

Great  Earl  of  Wafttford,  Watcrford,  and  Valence^ 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Vrchinfield; 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmerey    Lord  Verdon  of  yilton9 
Lord  Cromwel  of  Wingfield,  Lord  F nr  nival  oi  Sheffeild, 
The  thrice  vidorious  Lord  of  Falconbridge, 

Knight  of  the  Noble  Order  of  St.  George^ Worthy 
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Worthy  St.  Michael,  and  the  Golden  Fleece^ 
Great  Marflial  to  our  King  Henry  the  fixth, 
Of  all  his  Wars  within  the  Realm  of  France. 

Pucel.  Here's  a  filly  ftately  ftyle  indeed  : 
The  Turk?  that  two  and  fifty  Kingdoms  hath, 
Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  Style  as  this. 

Him  that  thou  magnifi'ft  with  all  thefe  Titles, 
Stinking  and  fly-blown  lyes  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  flain,  the  Frenchmen^  only  Scourge, 

Your  Kingdom's  terrour,  and  black  Nemefal 
Oh  were  mine  Eye-balls  into  Bullets  turn'd, 
That  I  in  rage  might  fhoot  them  at  your  Facer. 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life, 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  Realm  of  France* 
Were  but  his  Picture  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudeft  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  Bodies  that  I  may  bear  them  hence, 
And  give  them  Burial,  as  befeems  their  worth. 

Tucel.  I  think  this  upftart  is  old  Talbot's  Ghoft, 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  Spirit: 
For  Gods  fake,  let  him  have  him;  to  keep  them  here, 
They  would  but  ftink,  and  putrifie  the  air. 

Char.  Go  take  their  Bodies  hence. 

Lucy.  I'll  bear  them  hence;  but  from  their  aflics  fliall  be 
rear'd 
A  Phoenix  that  mail  make  all  France  afear'd. 

Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  them  what  thou  wilt* 
And  now  to  Vans  in  this  Conquering  vein, 

All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  flain.  [Exeunt; 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloucefter,  and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  Have  you  perus'd  the  Letters  from  the  Pope^ 
The  Emperor,  and  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  ? 

Glo.  I  have,  my  Lord,  and  their  Intent  is  this, 
They  humbly  fue  unto  your  Excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  Peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  Realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  How  doth  your  Grace  affeft  this  Motion  ? 
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Glo.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  and  as  the  only  means 

To  ftop  effufion  of  our  Chriftian  Blood, 
And  ftablifh  quietnefs  on  every  fide* 

K.  Henry.  Ay  marry,  Uncle,  fori  always  thought 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural, 
That  fuch  Immanity  and  bloody  Strife 
Should  rei^n  among  ProfefTors  of  one  Faith,1 

Glo.  Befide,  my  Lord,  the  fooner  to  effed, 
And  furer  bind  his  knot  of  Amity, 
The  Earl  of  Armagnac^  near  knit  to  Charles f 
A  Mat  of  great  Authority  in  France, 
Proffers  his  only  Daughter  to  your  Grace 
In  Marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumptuous  Dowry. 

K.Henry.  Marriage,  Uncle!  alas!  my  Years  are  young? 
And  fitter  is  my  Study,  and  my  Books 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  Paramour. 

Yet  call  th'  AmbafTadors,  and  as  you  pleafe, 
So  let  them  have  their  Anfwers  every  one ; 
I  fliall  be  well  content  with  any  choice 

Tends  to  God's  Glory,  and  my  Country's  Weal. 
Enter  Winchefter,  and  three  Ambaffaders. 

Exe.  What,  is  my  Lord  of  Wine hefierin&dlYdy 

And  call'd  unto  a  Cardinal's  Degree  ? 
Then  I  perceive  that  will  be  verified 
Henry  the  Fifth  did  fometime  Prophefie. 
If  once  he  come  to  be  a  Cardinal, 

He'll  make  his  Cap  coequal  with  the  Crown. 
K.  Henry.  My  Lords  AmbafTadors,  your  feveral  fuits 

Have  bees  confider'd  and  debated  on, 
YourPurpofe  is  both  good  snd  reafonable; 

And  therefore  are  we  certainly  refolv'd 
To  draw  Conditions  of  a.  friendly  Peace, 
Which  by  my  Lord  of  Winchefter  we  mean 
Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  ,to  France. 

Glo.  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  Lord  your  Matter, 

I  have  inform 'd  his  Highnefs  fo  at  large, 
As  liking  of  the  Lady's  virtuous  Gifts, 
Her  Beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  Dower, 

He  doth  intend  Ihe  fhall  be  England's  Queem 
K.Henry.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  Cortraft, 

Bear  her  this  Jewel,  pledge  of  my  Afftgion. 

And 
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And  fo,  my  Lord  Prote&or,  fee  them  guarded, 

And  fafely  brought  to  Dover,  where  infhipp'd 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  Sea.  [Exeunt. 

Win.  Stay,  my  Lord  Legate,  you  fhall  firft  receive 

The  fum'of  Mony  which  I  promifed Should  be  delivered  to  his  Holinefs 

For  clothing  me  in  thefe  grave  Ornaments. 
Legate.  I  will  attend  upon  your  Lordiliips  leifure. 
Win.  Now  Wwchefter  will  not  fubmit,  I  trow, 

Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudeft  Peer, 

Humphry  of  Glo'fier,  thou  (halt  well  perceive, 
That  neither  in  Birth,  or  for  Authority, 
The  Biftiop  will  be  over- born  by  thee; 

I'll  either  make  thee  ftoop,  and  bend  thy  Knee, 
Or  fack  this  Country  with  a  Mutiny.  [Exeuntl 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Dauphin,  Burgundy,  Alenfon,  Bafiard,  Reignier, 
and  Joan  la  Pucelle.       , 

Dan.  This  News,  my  Lords,  may  cheer  our  drooping  Spi- 

'Tis  faid,  the  flout  Parifeans  do  revolt,  [rits : And  return  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 
Alen.  Then  march  to  Paris,  Royal  Chariest  France, 

And  keep  not  back  your  Power  in  dalliance. 
Pucel.  Peace  be  amongft  them,  if  they  tup;  to  us, 

Elfe  Ruin  combat  with  their  Palaces. 
Enter  Scout. 

Scout.  Succefs  unto  our  valiant  General, 
And  happinefs  to  his  Accomplices. 

Dau.  What  tidings  fend  our  Scouts?  I  prethee  (peak. 
Scout.  The  Englifh  Army,  that  divided  was 

Into  two  Parties,  is  now  conjoin'd  in  one, 
And  means  to  give  you  Battel  prefently. 

Dau.  Somewhat  too  fudden,  Sirs,  the  warning  is, 
But  we  will  prefently  provide  for, them. 

Burg.  I  truft  the  Ghoft  of  Talbot  is  not  there; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  Lord,  you  need  not  fear, 

PuceL 
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Pftcel.  Of  all  bafe  Paflion?,  Fear  is  moft  accurft. 

Command  the  Conqueft,  Charles,  it  mall  be  thine : 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  World  repine. 

IX*//.  Then  on,  my  Lords,  and  France  be  fortunate. [_Exeunt< 
Alarm:  Excwfions.     Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Facet.  The  Regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly. 
Now  help  ye  charming  Spells  and  Periapts, 
And  ye  choice  Spirits  that  admonifli  me, 
And  give  me  figns  of  future  Accidents  \Thmder. 
You  fpeedy  helpers,  that  are  SubfHtutes 
Under  the  Lordly  Monarch  of  the  North, 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  Enterprise. 

Enter  Fiends* 

This  fpeedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accuftom'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  Spirits,  that  are  cull'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  Regions  under  Earth, 
Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  Field. 

[They  walk^  andjpeal^nsto 
Oh  hold  me  not  with  filence  over  long: 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  Blood9 

I'll  lop  a  Member  off,  and  give  it  you In  earneft  of  a  further  Benefit  i 
So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now* 

[They  hang  their  Heads, 
No  hope  to  haveRedrefs?  My  Body  mail 
Pay  recompence,  if  you  will  grant  my  fuit. 

\jThey  Jhake  their  Heads. 
Cannot  my  Body,  nor  blood-facrifice, 
Intreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  Soul ;  my  Body,  Soul,  and  all, 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They  def&ru See,  they  forfake  me.    Now  the  time  is  come, 
That  France  muft  vail  her  lofty  plumed  Creft3 
And  let  her  Head  fall  into  England^  Lapi 
My  ancient  Incantations  are  too  weak^ 
And  Hell  too  {hong  for  me  to  buckle  with  s 
Now  France  thy  Glory  droopeth  to  the  Duftv  [_Extti 

[Excarfans.  Pucelle  and  York  fight  Hand  in  Hand. 
Pucelle  is  taken.    The  French  flyi 

Ttfkt 
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York;  Damfel  of  France,  I  think  I  have  you  fair, 

Unchain  your  Spirits  now  with  fpelling  Charms, 

And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  Libert)'. 

A  goodly  prize,  fit  fot  the  Devil's  Grace. See  how  the  ugly  Witch  doth  bend  her  Brows, 
As  if,  with  Circe,  Hie  would  change  my  fhape. 

PuceL  Changed  to  a  worfer  ill  ape  thou  can'ft  not  be. 
York*  Oh,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  Man, 

No  Shape  but  his  can  pleafe  your  dainty  Eye. 
PuceL   A  plaguing  rnifchief  light  on  Charles  and  thee, 

And  may  ye  both  be  fuddenly  furpris'd 
By  bloody  Hands,  in  fleeping  on  your  Beds. 

York.  Fell  banning  Hag,  Inchantrefs,  hold  thy  Tongue. 
PuceL  I  prethee  give  me  leave  to  curfe  a  while. 
York,.  Curfe,  Mifcreant,  when  thou  corned  to  the  Stake. 

[Exeunt. Alarm.  Enter  Suffolk  with  Margaret  in  his  Hand. 
Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  Priioner. 

[Gaz*es  on  her. 
Oh  faireft  Beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly  : 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverend  Hands, 
I  kifs  thefe  Fingers  for  eternal  Peace, 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou,  fay  \  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  Name,  and  Daughter  to  a  King, 

The  King  of  Naples,  whofoe'er  thou  art. 
Suf.  An  Earl  1  am,  and  Suffolk^  am  I  call'd. 

Be  not  offended,  Nature's  Miracle, 
Thou  art  alotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me: 
So  doth  the  Swan  her  downy  Cignets  fave, 
Keeping  them  Prifoners  underneath  her  Wings : 
Yet  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend, 
€»o,  and  be  free  again,  as  Sujfolkj  Friend.         [She  is  going. 
Oh  flay !  I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pafs, 
My  Hand  would  free  her,  but  my  Heart  fays  no. 
As  plays  the  Sun  upon  the  glaiTy  Stream*, 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  Beam, 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  Beauty  to  mine  Eyes: 
Fain  would  I  woe  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak : 

I'll  call  for  Pen  and  Ink,  and  write  my  Minds Fy,  De  la  Pole,  difable  not  thv  felf : Haft 
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Haft  rot  a  Tongue?  Is  (he  not  here  thy  Prifoner? 

Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  Woman's  fight? 
Ay,  Beauty's  Princely  Majefty  is  fuch, 
Confounds  the  Tongue,  and  makes  the  Senfes  rough. 

Mar.  Say,  Earl  of  Suffolk*  if  thy  Name  be  fo, 
What  Ranfom  mud  I  pay  before  I  pafs  ? 
For  I  perceive  I  am  thy  Prifoner. 

Sufi  How  can  ft  thou  tell  ihe  will  deny  thy  fuit., 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  Love? 

Mar.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not  ?  What  Ranfon  muft  I  pay? 
Sufi  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  wooed  : She  is  a  Woman,  therefore  to  be  won. 
Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  Ranfom,  yea  or  no  ? 
Sufi  Fond  Man,  remember  that  thou  haft  a  Wife, 

Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  Paramour  ? 
Mar.  I  were  beft  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Sufi.  There  all  is  marr'd ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card; Mar,  He  talks  at  random ;  fure  the  Man  is  mad. 

Sufi  And  yet  a  Difpenfation  may  be  had. 
Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  Would  anfwer  me. 

Sufi  I'll  win  this  Lady  Margaret.   For  whom? 
Why,  for  my  King:  Tufh,  that's  a  wooden  thing* 

Mar.  He  talks  of  Wood :  It  is  fome  Carpenter. 
Sufi  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfied, 

And  Peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  Realmsj ! 
But  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  that  too  : 
For  though  her  Father  be  the  King  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Mainy  yet  he  is  poor, 
And  our  Nobility  will  fcorn  the  Match. 

Mar.  Hear  ye,  Captain  ?  are  you  not  at  kifure? 

Sufi  It  mall  befo,  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much: 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. 
Madam,  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  tho'  I  be  inthrall'd,  he  feems  a  Knights 
And  will  not  any  way  diihonour  me. 

Sufi  Lady,  vouchfafe  to  liften  what  I  fay. 

Mar.  Perhaps  I  fhall  be  fefcu'd  by  the  French, And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtefie. 

Sufi  Sweet  Madam,  sive  me  hearing  in  a  caufe* 

Mar.  Tufh,  Women  have  been  captivate  fc5cr  noWe 
Sufi  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  fo  ? 
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Mar,  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  Quid  for  Quo. 
Suf.  Say,  gentle  Princefs,  would  you  not  fuppofe 

Your  Bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  Queen? 
Mar*  To  be  a  Queen  in  Bondage,  is  more  vile, 

Than  is  a  Slave  in  bafe  ferviliry: 
For  Princes  fhould  be  free, 

Suf.  And  fo  mall  you, 

If  happy  England's  Royal  King  be  free. 
Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me  ? 

Suf.  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry  s  Queen, 
To  put  a  Golden  Scepter  in  thy  Hand, 
And  fet  a  precious  Crown  upon  thy  Head, 
If  thou  wilt  condefcend  to  my   

Mar.  What? 

Suf  His  Love. 
Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henrfs  Wife. 
Suf.  No,  gentle  Madam,  I  unworthy  am 

To  woo  fo  fair  a  Dame  to  be  his  Wife, 
And  have  no  Portion  in  the  choice  my  felf. 
How  fay  you,  Madam,  are  you  fo  content  ? 

Mar.  And  if  my  Father  pleafe,  I  am  contend 
Suf  Then  call  our  Captains  and  our  Colours  forth, 

And,  Madam,  at  your  Father's  Caftle  Walls, 
We'll  crave  a  Parley  to  confer  with  him. 

Sound.     Enter  Reignier  on  the  Walls  * 
See  Reigniery  fee,  thy  Daughter  Prifoner. 

Reig.  To  whom.? 
Suf.  To  me. 
Reig.  Suffolk^  what  remedy  ? 

I  am  a  Soldier  and  unapt  to  weep, 
Or  to  exclaim  on  Fortune's  ficklene/s. 

Snf.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  Lord, 
Content,  and  for  thy  Honour  give  confenr, 
Thy  Daughter  fhall  be  wedded  to  my  King; 

Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto: 
And  this  her  eafie  held  Imprifonment 

Hath  gain'd  thy  Daughter  Princely  Liberty. 
Reig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 
Suf  Fair  Margaret  knows, 

That  Suffolkj&Qtii  not  flatter,  face,  or  fain.5 

Vol  III.  H  h 
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Reig.  Upon  thy  Princely  Warrant,  I  defcend  5 

To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  juft  demand. 
Sufi  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Reignier. 
Reig.  Welcome,  brave  Earl,  into  our  Territories, 

Command  in  Anjou  what  your  Honour  pleafes. 
Sufi  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  for  (o  fweet  a  Child, 

Fit  to  be  made  Companion  with  a  King: 
What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  unto  my  fuit? 

Reig.   Since  thou  doll:  daign  to  woo  her  little  wortll, 
To  be  the  Princely  Bride  of  fuch  a  Lord: 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  Country  Main  and  Anjou% 
Free  from  oppreffion,  or  the  ftroke  of  War, 
My  Daughter  mall  be  Henrfs,  if  he  pleafe. 

Sufi.  That  is  her  Ranfom,  I  deliver  her; 
And  thofe  two  Countries,  I  will  undertake, 
Your  Grace  (hall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again  in  Henrfs  Royal  Name, 
As, Deputy  unto  that  gracious  King, 
Give  thee  her  hand  for  fign  of  plighted  Faith. 

Sufi  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  Kingly  thanks,' 
Becaufe  it  is  in  Traffick  of  a  King. 
And  yet  methinks  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  Attorney  in  this  cafe,  \AJiiu 

I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  News, 
And  make  this  Marriage  to  be  folemniz'd  : 
So  fare w el  Reignier,  fet  this  Diamond  fafe 
In  Golden  Palaces  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Chriftian  Prince  King  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewelmy  Lord,  goedwifhes,  praife,  and  prayers^ 
Shall  Suffolk,  ever  have  of  Margaret.  \She  is  going. 

Sufi  Farewel,  fweet  Madam;  but  hark  you,    Margaret, 
No  Princely  Commendations  to  my  King? 

Mar.  Such  Commendations  as  become  a  Maid, 

A  Virgin  and  his  Servant,  fay  to  him. 

Sufi.  Words  fweetly  plac'd,  and  modeftly  directed. 
But,  Madam,  I  mull:  trouble  you  again-. 
No  loving  Token  to  his  Majeftyf 

Mar. 
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Mar*  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  a  pure  unfpotted  Heart, 

Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  fend  the  King. 
Suf.  And  this  withal.  \j&Jfes  her. 
Mar.  That  for  thy  felf-   1  will  not  fo  prefume, 

To  fend  fuch  peevifh  Tokens  to  a  King. 

Snf.  Oh  wer't  thou  for  my  felf   but  Suffolk^  flay., 
Thou  mayeft  not  wander  in  that  Labyrinth, 
There  Minotaurr,  and  ugly  Treafons  lurk. 
Sollicit  Henry  with  her  wondrous  praife, 
bethink  thee  on  her  Virtues  that  furmounr, 
Made  natural  Graces  that  extinguish  Arr, 
Repeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  Seas, 
That  when  thou  cornft  to  kneel  at  Henrfs  Feet, 

Thou  may'ft  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder. {Exeunt* 
Enter  York,  Warwick,  a  Shepherd,  and  Pucelle. 

Tork*  Bring  forth  that  Sorcerefs  condemn'd  to  burn. 
•    Shep.  Ah,  Jo a,ny  this  kills  thy  Father's  Heart  out-right; 
Have  1  fought  every  Country  far  and  near, 
And  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  our, 
Muft  I  behold  thy  timelefs  cruel  Death ! 
Ah  Joan,  fweet  Daughter,  I  will  die  with  three 

Pticel.  Decrepit  Mifer,  baife  ignoble  Wretch, 
I  am  defcended  of  a  gender  Blood. 
Thou  art  no  Father,  nor  no  Friend  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,  out — ^-My  Lords,  and  pleafe  you,  'tis  not  foj 
I  did  beget  her  all  the  Parifh  knows : 
Her  Mother  liveth  yet,  can  teftifie, 
She  was  the  firft  Fruit  of  my  Batchlorrmip. 

War,  Gracelefs,  wilt  thou  deny  thy  Parentage? 
York;.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  beefy 

Wicked  and  vile,  and  fo  her  Death  concludes 
.    Shep.  Fie  Joan,  that  thou  wilt  be  fo  obftacles 
God  knows  thou  art  a  Collop  of  my  pie/h, 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  fhed  many,  a  Tear;  \ 
Deny  me  not,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  Joan. 

i    Pficel.  Peafanr,  avant.   You  have  fuborn'd  this  Man 
Of  purpofe  to  obfciire,  my  noble  Birth, 

Shep.  Tis  true,  I  gave  a  Noble  to  the  Priefr, 
The  morn  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  Mother. 

Kneel  down  and  take,  my  Bleffing,  good  my  Girll 
riot  ftoop?  Now  curfed  be  the  time 

tih  %  Of 
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Of  thy  Nativity;  I  would  the  Milk 

Thy  Mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  fuck'dfther  Breaft, 
Had  been  a  little  Ratsbane  for  thy  fake  : 
Or  elfe,  when  thou  didft  keep  thy  Lambs  afield, 
I  wifh  fome  ravenous  Wolf  had  eaten  thee. 

Daft  thou  deny  thy  Father,  curled  Drab? 
0  burn  her,  burn  her,  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exit* 

York*  Take  her  away,  for  (he  hath  liv'd  too  long, 
To  fill  the  World  witn  vitious  qualities. 

Pucel.  Firft,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemn'd, 
Not  me,  begotten  of  a  Shepherd  Swam, 
But  iflued  from  the  Progeny  of  Kings, 
Virtuous  and  Holy,  chofen  from  above, 
By  infpiration  of  Cekflial  Grace, 
To  work  exceeding  Miracles  on  Earth. 
1  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  Spirits. 
But  you  that  are  polluted  with  your  Lufts, 

Stain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  Blood  of  Innocents, 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufand  Vices, 
Becaufe  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 
You  judge  it  (height  a  thing  impoffible 
To  compafs  Wonders,  but  by  help  of  Devils. 
No,  mifconceived  Joan  of  Arc  huh  been 
A  Virgin  from  her  tender  Infancy, 
Chafte,  and  immaculate  in  very  thought, 

Whofe  Maiden-blood  thus  rigoroufly  effus'd, 
Will  cry  for  Vengeance  at  the  Gates  of  Heav'n. 

York?  Ay,  ay;  away  with  her  to  Execution. 
War.  And  heark  ye,  Sirs;  becaufe  fhe  is  a  Maid, 

Spare  for  no  Faggots,  let  there  be  enow: 
Place  Barrels  of  Pitch  upon  the  fatal  flake, 
That  fo  her  torture  may  be  fliortned. 

Pucel.  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  Hearts? 
Then  Joan  difcover  thine  infirmity, 
That  warranterh  by  Law,  to  be  thy  privilege. 
I  am  with  Child*  ye  bloody  Homicides: 
Murther  not  then  the  Fruit  wirhin  my  Womb, 

Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  Death. 

Plan.  Now  Heav'n  forfend!  the  holy  Maid  with  Child? 
War.  The  greateft  Miracle  that  e'er  you  wrought: 

Is  all  your  ftri<3:  precifenefs  come  to  this  ? 
York. 
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York-  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling, 

I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 
War,  Well,  go  to,  we  will  have  no  Baftards  live, 

Efpecially  fince  Charles  mull:  Father  it. 

Pucel.  You  aredeceiv'd,  my  Child  is  none  of  hi?, 
It  was  Alenfon  that  enjoy 'd  my  Love. 

York,  -dlenfon^  that  notorious  Matchevile  ! 
It  dies,  ad  if  it  had  a  tho'.fand  Lives. 

Pucel.  O  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you  ; 

3Twas  neither  Charles^  nor  yet  the  Duke  1  nam'd, 

B;.it  Reigmer  King  of  Naples  that  prevailed. 
War,   A  married  Man!  that's  rr.oft  intolerable. 

York.  Why  here's  a  Girl;  I  think  (lie  knows  not  well 
(There  were  lb  many)  wh  m  (he  may  accufe. 

kWar.  It's  fign  ihc  had  been  libe.-al 
 and  free. 

York.  And  yet  forfooth  lhe  is  a  Virgin  pure, 
trumpet,  thy  woids  condemn  thy  Brat,  and  thee. 
He  no  intreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 
Pucel.  Thtn  lead  me  hence;  with  whom  I  leave  my  curfe. 

lay  never  glorious  Sun  reflex  his  Beams 
I    Upon  the  Country  where  you  make  abode; 

But  daiknefs,  and  the  gloomy  made  of  death 

Inviron  you,  'till  Mifchief  and  Defpair 
Drive  you  to  break  your  Necks,  or  hang  yourfelves.  [Exit* 

Enter  Cardinal. 

Yorl^.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  confume  to  Afhes, 
Thou  foul  accurfed  Minifter  of  Hell. 

Car.  Lord  Regent,  I  do  greet  your  Excellence 
With  Letters  of  Commiflion  from  the  King. 
For  know,  my  Lords,  the  States  of  Chriftendom, 

Mov'd  with  remorfe  of  thefe  outrageous  broils, 
Have  earneftly  implor'd  a  general  Peace, 
Betwixt  our  Nation  and  th'afpiring  French; 
And  here  at  hand,  the  Dauphin  and  his  Train  j 
Approacheth,  to  confer  about  fome  matters. 

York.  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  Effect? 
After  the  (laughter  of  fo  many  Peers, 
So  many  Captains,  Gentlemen,  and  Soldiers, 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown/ 
And  fold  their  Bodies  for  their  Countries  Benefit, 

*  Shall  we  at  laft  conclude  effeminate  Peace  I 
H  h  }  Have 
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Have  we  not  loft  moft  part  of  all  the  Townsi 
By  Treafon,  Falfhood,  and  by  Treachery*, 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered? 
Oh  Warwick^  Warwick^  I  forefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lois  of  all  the  Realm  of  France. 

War*  Be  patient,  Ter^'y  if  we  conclude  a  Peace, 
It  fhail  be  with  fuch  ftrid  and  fevere  Covenants, 
As  lictle  ill  all  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,  Alenfon,  Baftard,  ̂ WReignier. 
Char.  Since,  Lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed, 

That  peaceful  Truce  fhall  be  proclaim'd  in  France* 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  your  klves, 
What  the  Conditions  of  that  League  mull  be, 

Tork.  Speak,  Winchefter;  for  boiling  Choler  chokes 

The  hollow  paflfage  of  my  poifon'd  Voice, 
By  fight  of  thefe  our  baleful  Enemies. 

Win,  Charles,  and  the  reft,  it  is  enacted  thus: 
That  in  regard  King  Henry  gives  confenr, 
Of  meer  compaflion,  and  of  lenity, 
To  eafe  your  Country  of  diftrefsf  u]  War, 
And  fuffer  you  to  breath  in  fruitful  Peace, 
You  fhall  become  true  Liegemen  to  his  Crov/n0 
And  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fwear 
To  pay  him  Tribute,  and  fubmit  thy  felf, 

Thou  ill  alt  be  plac'd  as  Viceroy  under  him, 
And  ftill  enjoy  thy  regal  Dignity.      t 

Alen.  Mud  he  be  then  a  fhadow  of  himfelfi 

Adorn  his  Temples  with  a  Coronet, 
And  yet  in  Subftance  and  Authority,  . 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  Man  ? 
This  Proffer  is  abfurd  and  reafonlefs. 

Char.  *Tis  known  already,  that  I  am  poffefi: 
Of  m-'»re  than  half  the  Gallian  Territories, 
And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawful  Kingo 
Shall  I  f  >r  lucre  of  the  reft  un-vanquiiVd, 

Drtrac"r.  fo  much  from  that  Prerogative, 
As  to  be  all'd  but  Viceroy  of  the  whole? 
No,  Lord"  A  mhafTador,  I'll  rather  keep 
Th-r  wh-c1,  F  hve,  than  coveting  for  more* 
B<  ca$  fr<  yn  pdffibility  of  all. 

ti  '    r  fulting  Charles,  haft  thou  by  fecret  means 

Jjsd 
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j    Us'd  interceffion  to  obtain  a  League, 
And  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromife3 

Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  Comparifon  ? 
Either  accept  the  Title  thou  ufurp'ft, 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  King, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  Defert, 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incefTant  War?, 

Reig.  My  Lord,  you  do  not  well,  in  obflinacy 
To  cavil  in  the  courfe  of  this  Contract : 

If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one 
We  fhall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alan.  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 
To  fave  your  Subjects  from  fuch  maffacre 
And  ruthlefs  flaughters  as  are  daily  feen 
By  our  proceeding  in  Hoftility. 
And  therefore  take  this  contract  of  a  Truce, 

Although  you  break  it,  when  your  pleafurc  ferves. 

\_AJidc  to  the  Dauphin. 

War.  How  fay'ft  thou  Charles  ? Shall  our  Condition  fland? 
Char*  It  fhall: 

Only  referv'd,  you  claim  no  intereft 
In  any  of  our  Towns  of  Garrifon. 

Tork.  Then  fwear  Allegiance  to  his  Majefty, 
As  thou  art  Knight,  never  to  difobey, 
Nor  be  Rebellious  to  the  Crown  of  England, 
Thou  nor  thy  Nobles*  to  the  Crown  of  England. 
So,  now  difrnifs  your  Army  when  you  pleafe: 
Hang  up  your  Enfigns,  let  your  Drums  be  Rill, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  folernn  Peace.  \Exetmtm 
Enter  Suffolk  in  conference  with  King  Henry,  Gioucelier 

and  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  Your  wondrous  rare  defcription,  noble  EarJ3 

Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  aftonifh'd  mt% 
Her  Virtues  graced  with  external  Gifts, 
Do  breed  Loves  fettled  Paflions  in  my  Heart, 
And  like  as  rigour  with  tempeftuous  Gufts 
Provokes  the  mightieft  Hulk  againfl:  the  tide3 
So  am  I  driven  by  breath  of  her  Renown, 
Either  to  fuffer  Ship  wrack,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  Love. 

Hh  4  &/; 
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Suf.  Turn,  my  good  Lord,  this  fuperfieial  Tale 

Is  but  a  Preface  to  her  worthy  Praife : 

The  chief  Perfections  of  that  lovely  Dame, 
Had  I  fufficient  Skill  to  utter  them, 
Would  make  a  Volume  of  inticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravifh  any  dull  conceit. 
And  which  is  more,  fhe  is  not  fo  Divine, 
So  full  repleat  with  choice  of  all  Delights, 
But  with  as  humble  lowlinffs  of  Mind, 

She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command: 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chafte  intents, 

To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  Lord. 

K.  Henry.  And  otherwise,  will  Henry  ne'er  prefume: 
Therefore,  my  Lord  Protector,  give  confent, 

That  Aiargaret  may  be  England's  Royal  Queen. 
Glo.  So  ihould  I  give  confent  to  flitter  Sin. 

You  know,  my  Lord,  your  Highncfs  is  betrothed 
Unto  another  Lady  of  efteem. 
How  (ball  we  then  difpence  with  that  Contract, 
And  not  deface  your  Honour  with  reproach? 

Suf.  As  doth  a  Ruler  with  unlawful  Oaths, 

Or  one  that  at  a  Triumph,  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ftrength,  forfaketh  yet  the  Lifts 

By  reafon  of  his  Adverfary's  odd*. 
A  poor  Earl's  Daughter  is  unequal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Glo.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Magaret  more  than  that  ** 
Her  Father  is  no  better  than  an  Earl, 

Although  in  glorious  Titles  he  excel. 
Suf.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,   her  Father  is  a  King, 

The  King  of  Naples  and  Jerufalem, 
And  of  fuch  great  Authority  in  France, 
That  his  Alliance  will  confirm  our  Peace, 

And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  Allegiance. 
Glo.  And  fo  the  Earl  of  Armagnac  may  do, 

Becaufe  he  is  near  Kinfman  unto  Charles. 

Exe.  Befide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  Dower, 

Where  Reignier  fooner  will  receive  than  give. 
Sufi  A  Dower,  my  Lords!  Difgrace  not  fo  your  King, 

That  he  mould  be  fo  abject,  bafe,  and  poor, 

3~o  chufe  for  Wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  Love. 
Henry 
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Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  Queen, 
And  not  to  feck  a  Queen  to  make  him  rich, 
So  worthlefs  Peafants  bargain  for  their  Wives, 
As  Market-men  for  Oxen,  Sheep,  or  Horfe. 
But  Ivjcarriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  Attorney-ill  ip: 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  Grace  affedfo, 
Mufl:  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  Bed. 
And  therefore,  Lords,  Gnce  he  affefh  her  moft, 
It  mod  of  all  t^efe  Reafons  bindeth  us, 

In  our  Opinions  fhe  mould  be  preferr'd; 
For  what  is  Wedlock  forced,  but  a  HeJJ, 
An  age  of  difcord  and  continual  ftrife? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  blifs, 
And  is  a  Pattern  of  celeftial  Peace. 

Whom  (hould  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  King, 
But  Margaret,  that  is  Daughter  to  a  King? 
Her  peerlefs  Feature,  pined  with  her  Birth, 
Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  King. 
Her  valiant  Courage,  and  undaunted  Spirit, 
More  than  in  Women  commonly  is  feen, 
Will  anfwer  our  hope  in  ifTue  of  a  King: 
For  Henry y  Son  unto  a  Conqueror, 
Is  likely  to  beget  more  Conquerors, 
If  with  a  Lady  of  fo  high  refolve, 

As  is  fair  Margaret,  he  be  link'd  in  Love. 
Then  yield  my  Lords,  and  here  conclude  with  me, 
That  A4argaret  fhall  be  Queen,  and  none  but  fhe. 

K.Henry.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report, 
My  noble  Lord  of  Suffolk^  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  Paffion  of  inflaming  Love, 

I  cannot  tell;  but  this  I  am  affur'd, 
I  feel  fuch  fharp  diflention  in  my  Breaft, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 
As  I  am  fick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take  therefore  Shipping;  poft,  my  Lord,  to  France^ 
Agree  to  aay  Covenants,  and  procure 
That  Lady  Margaret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 

To  crofs  the  Seas  to  England,  and  be  Crown'd, 
King  Henrfi  faithful  and  anointed  Queen. For 
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For  your  Expences  and  fufficient  Charge, 
Among  the  People  gather  up  a  tenth. 

Be  gone,  I  fay,  for  'till  you  do  return, 
I  reft  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  Cares. 
And  you,  good  Uncle,  banifh  all  offence  i 
If  you  do  cenfure  me,  by  what  you  were, 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excufe 
This  fudden  Execution  of  my  Will. 
And  fo  conduct:  me,  where  from  company^ 
I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  Grief.  [Exit, 

Glo.  Ay,  grief  I  fear  me,  both  at  firft  and  lair. 
\_Exh  Gloucefter. 

Suf.  Thus  Suffblkjtith  prevail'd,  and  thus  he  goes 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece, 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did: 
Margaret  (hall  now  be  Queen,  and  rule  the  King; 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  King,  and  Realm.         [Exit* 
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The  SCENE  //  laid  very  differ fedly  in  federal 
Tarts  of  England, 
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The  Second  Part  of 

King  HENRT  VI. 

ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 

Flourijh  of  Trumpets  :  Then  Hautboys.  Enter 

KmgHenry,  ©#£<?  Humphry,  Salisbury,  War- 
wick, and  Beaufort  on  the  one  Jide.  The 

6)ueeny  Suffolk,  York,  Somerfet,  and  Bucking- 
ham on  the  other. 

S  V  F  F  0  L  K. 

S  by  your  high  Imperial  Majefty, 
I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 
As  procurator  to  your  Excellence, 
To  marry  Princefs  Margaret  for  your  Grace ; 
So  in  the  famous  ancient  City,  Tours, 
In  prefence  of  the  Kings  of  France  and  Sic il, 

The  Dukes  of  Orleans^  Calabar^  Bretaigne,  Alenfon, 
Seven  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  and  twenty  reverend  Bifliops, 

I  have  perform'd  my  Task,  and  was  efpous'd  : 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  Knee, 
In  fight  of  England  and  her  Lordly  Peers, 
Deliver  up  my  Title  in  the  Queen 

[Prefenting  the  Queen  to  the  King* 
To  your  moft  gracious  Hand,  that  are  the  Subftance 

Of 
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Of  that  great  Shadow  I  did  reprefent : 
The  happieft  gift  that  ever  Marquefs  gave, 

The  faireft  Queen  that  ever  King  receiv'd. 
K.  Henry,  Suffolk  arife.     Welcome,  Queen  Margaret^ 

I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  fign  of  Love 
Than  this  kind  Kifs.    O  Lord,  that  lends  me  Life, 
Lend  me  a  Heart  repleat  with  thankfulnef* : 
For  thou  haft  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  Face, 
A  world  of  Earthly  Bleffings  to  my  Soul, 
If  fympathy  of  Love  unjte  our  Thoughts. 

O^Mar.  Great  King  of  England,  and  my  gracious  Lord, 
The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had, 
By  Day,  by  Night,  waking,  and  in  my  Dreams, 
In  courtly  Company,  or  at  my  Beads, 
With  you  mine  Alder  liefeft.  Sovereign, 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  King, 
With  ruder  terms,  fuch  as  my  Wit  affords, 

And  over-joy  of  Heart  doth  mimfter. 
:    K.Henry.  Her  fight  did  raviih,  but  her  grace  in  Speech, 

Her  words  yclad  with  Wifdom's  JVhjeily, 
Make  me  from  wondring,  fall  to  weeping  Joys, 

Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  Heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice,  welcome  my  Lrw<\ 

jillkneeL  Long  live  Queen  Margaret,  England'-  h  s. 
O.  Mar.  We  thank  you  all.  [_Fc>,     b\ 
Suf.  My  Lord  Protedor,  fo  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 

Here  are  the  Articles  of  contracted  Peace, 

Between  our  Sovereign,  and  the  French  King  Charles, 
For  eighteen  Months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glo.  Reads.~]  Imprimis,  It  is  agreed  between  the  French  Ktng^ 
Charles,  and  William  de  la  Pole,  Marquefs  of  Suffolk,  Am- 
bajfador  of  England,  That  the  faid  Htnry  foall  efpoufe  the 
Lady  Margarer,  Daughter  unto  Reignier,  King  of  Naples,  Si- 

cilia,  and  Jerufa'em,  and  Crown  her  Queen  of  England,  eer 
the  thirteenth  of  May  next  enfuing. 

Item,  That  the  Dutch)  of  Anjou,  and  the  County  of  Main, 
ffiall  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  Father. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 
Glo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  Lord, 

Some  fudden  qualm  hath  ftruck  me  to  the  Heart, 

And  dimn'd  mine  Eves,  that  I  can  read  no  further. jf.  Henry v 
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K.  Henry.  Uncle  of  Wwchefter,  I  pray  read  en. 
Win.  Item,  It  is  further  agreed  between  them,  77iat  the 

Dutchies  of  Anjou  and  Main  pall  be  releafed  and  delivered 
*><ler  to  the  King  her  Father ;  and  foe  fent  over  of  the  King  of 

England' j  own  proper  Coji  and  Charge,  without  having  any 
Dowry. 

K.  Henry.  They  pleafe  us  welh  Lord  Marquefs,  kneel  down  % 
We  here  create  thee  the  firft  Duke  of  Suffolk^ 
And  girt  thee  with  the  Sword.     Coufin  of  Torkj 
We  here  difcharge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 

I'th'  parts  of  France,  'till  term  of  eighteen  Months 
Be  full  expir'd.     Thanks,  Uncle  Winchefler, 
Gloucefler,  York*  Buckingham,  and  Somerfet, 
Salisbury  and  Warwick^ 
We  thank  you  all  for  this  great  favour  done, 
In  Entertainment  to  my  Princely  Queen. 
Come,  let  us  in,  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 

To  fee  her  Coronation  be  perform'd. 
[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk; 

Manent  the  reft. 
Glo.  Brave  Peers  of  England,  Pillars  of  the  State, 

To  you  Duke  Humphry  mud  unload  his  Grief: 
Your  Grief,  the  common  Grief  all  the  Land. 
What?  did  my  Brother  Henry  fpend  his  Youth, 
His  Valour,  Coin,  and  People  in  the  Wars? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  Field, 

In  Winters  cold,  and  Summer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  Inheritance? 
And  did  my  Brother  Bedford  toil  his  Wits 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got : 
Have  you  your  fdves,  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 
Brave  Tork,  Salisbury,  and  victorious  Warwick, 

Receiv'd  detp  Scars  in  France  and  Normandy : 
Or  hath  mine  Uncle  Bedford,  and  my  klf, 
With  all  the  learned  Council  of  the  Realm, 
Studied  fo  long,  fat  in  the  Cou  ocil-houfe, 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro, 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe ; 
And  was  his  Hjghnefs  in  h  s  Infancy, 
Crowned  in  Paris  in  defp^ghtof  Foes? 
And  ftiall  thefe  Labours,  and  thefe  Honours  die  f 

Shall 
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Shall  Henrfs  Conqueft,  Bedford's  Vigilance,  , 
Your  Deeds  of  War,  and  all  our  Counfel  die !     y 
0  Peers  of  England,  fhameful  is  this  League, 
Fatal  this  Marriage,  cancelling  your  Fame, 
Blotting  your  Names  from  Books  of  memory, 
Rafing  the  Characters  of  your  Renown, 

Defacing  Monuments  of  conquer'd  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been. 

Car.  Nephew,  what  means  this  paffionate  Difcourfe  ? 
This  peroration  withfuch  Circumftance? 

For  France ,  'tis  ours;  and  we  will  keep  it  frill. 
Glo.  Ay,  Uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can : 

Bur  now  it  is  impoflible  we  mould. 
Suffolk^*  the  new  made  Duke  that  rules  the  roft, 
Hath  given  the  Dutchy  of  Anjou  and  Main, 
Unto  the  poor  King  Reignier,  whofe  large  Style 
Agrees  not  with  the  Jeannefs  of  his  Purfe. 

Sal.  Now  by  the  death  of  him  who  dy'd  for  all* 
Thefe  Counties  were  the  Keys  of  Normandy : 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick*  my  valiant  Son  \ 

War.  For  grief  that  they  are  paft  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  Sword  mall  fried  hotBlood,  mine  Eyes  no  Tears. 
Anjou  and  Mainl  My  felf  did  win  them  both: 
Thofe  Provinces  thefe  Arms  of  mine  did  conquer, 
And  are  the  Cities  that  were  got  with  Wounds 
Delivered  up  again  with  peaceful  Words  ? 
Mert  Dieu  I 

York.  For  Suffolk  Duke,  may  he  be  fuffocate, 
That  dims  the  Honour  of  this  Warlike  Ifle: 

France  mould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  Heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  League. 

1  never  read  but  England's  Kings  have  had 
Large  fums  of  Gold,  and  Dowries  with  their  Wives! 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Glo.  A  proper  Jeft,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  Suffolk  mould  demand  a  whole  Fifteenth, 
For  Coft  and  Charges  in  tranfporting  her: 

She  ihould  have  ftaid  in  France,  and  ftarv'd  in  France 
Before  — - — 

Car. 
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Car.  My  Lord  of  Glofter,  now  ye  grow  too  hot.* 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  Lord  the  King. 

Glo.  My  Lord  of  Wtnchtfter^  I  know  your  Mind, 
Tis  not  my  Speeches  that  you  do  miflike; 

But  'tis  my  Prefence  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  our,  proud  Prelate;  in  thy  Face 
I  fee  thy  fury :  If  I  longer  flay, 
We  (hall  begin  our  ancient  Bickerings. 
Lordings  farewel,  and  fay  when  I  am  gone, 

I  prophef?d,  France  will  be  loft  e'er  long.  [Ekiti 
Car.  So,  there  goes  our  Proteclor  in  a  rage : 

'Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  Enemy  ; 
Nay  more,  an  Enemy  unto  you  all, 
And  no  great  Friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King. 
Confider,  Lords  he  is  the  next  of  Blood, 

And  Heir  apparent  to  the  Englifl)  Crown  2 
Had  Henry  got  an  Empire  by  his  Marriage, 
And  all  the  wealthy  Kingdoms  of  the  Weft, 

There's  reafon  he  fhould  be  difpleas'd  at  it: 
Look  to  it,  Lords,  let  not  his  fmoothing  Words 
Bewitch  your  Hearts,  be  wife  and  circumfoed:. 
Whn  though  the  common  People  favour  him, 

Calling  him  Humphry,  the  good  Duke  of  Glo'fter,^ 
Clapping  their  Hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voices 
Jefu  maintain  your  Royal  Excellence, 
With  God  prefer ve  the  good  Duke  Humphry. 
J  fear  me,  Lords,  for  all  this  flattering  glofs, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  Protector. 

Buckz  W  hy  mould  he  then  protect  our  Sovereign  f 
lie  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himfelf. 
Coufin  of  Sbmerfet,  join  you  with  me. 
And  all  together  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk* 

We'll  quickly  hoife  Duke  flump hry  from  his  Seat, 
r  Car.  This  weighty  bi.finefs  will  not  brook  delay* 
Til  ro  the  Duke  of  Suffolk^  prefently*  .  \_Exitl 

Som.  Coufin  of  Buckingham^  though  tiumphrf%  Pride 
-A-nd  greatnefs  of  his  Place  be  grief  to  us, 
Tet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal: 
His  Infolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  Princes  in  the  Land  befide; 

IF  Gloffer  be  difplac'd,  He'll  be  Prote&or* 
VoL  III.  li     "  Mack* 
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Bttclz.  Or  thou,  or  I,  Somerfet,  will  be  Protector, 

Defpight  Duke  Humphry,  or  the  Cardinal. 
[Exit  Buckingham  and  Somerfet. 

Sd.  Pride  went  before,  Ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  their  own  Preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  Realm. 

I  never  faw  but  Humphry  Duke  of  Glo'fter, Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  Gentleman  : 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal, 

More  like  a  Soldier  than  a  Man  o'th'  Church, 
As  ftout  and  proud  as  he  were  Lord  of  all, 
Swear  like  a  Ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 
Unlike  the  Ruler  of  a  Common-weal. 

Warwick^  my  Son,  the  Comfort  of  my  Age, 
Thy  Deeds,  thy  Plainnefs,  and  thy  Housekeeping, 
Have  won  the  greateft  favour  of  the  Commons, 
Excepting  none  but  Good  Duke  Humphry. 
And  Brother  Yorkj  thy  A<5b  in  Ireland, 
In  bringing  them  to  Civil  Difcipline; 
Thy  late  Exploits  done  in  the  Heart  of  France 
When  thou  wert  Regent  for  our  Sovereign, 

Have  made  thee  fear'd  and  honour'd  of  the  People.- 
Join  we  together  for  the  publick  Good, 
In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fupprefs 
The  Pride  of  Suffolk*  and  the  Cardinal, 
With  Somerfefs  and  Buckingham*  Ambition, 

And  as  we  may  cherifh  Duke  Humphry's  Deeds, 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  Land. 

War.  So  God  help  Warwick^  as  he  loves  the  Land, 
And  common  profit  of  his  Country. 

York.  And  fo  fays  York, 
For  he  hath  greateft  caufe. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  hafte  away, And  look  unto  the  main. 
War.  Unto  the  main  ? 

Oh  Father,  Main  is  loft, 
That  i*/^//?,  which  by  main  force  Warwick^  did  win, 
And  would  have  kept,  folong  as  breath  did  laft: 
Main-chance  Father  you  meant,  but  I  meant  Main, 
Which  I  will  win  from  Trance,  or  elfe  be  (lain. 

[Exit  Warwick  and  Salisbury,    ManetYorh 
York. 
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York*  j4njou  and  Main  are  given  to  the  French, 

Paris  is  loft,  the  State  of  Normandy 
Stands  ©n  a  tickle  point,  now  they  aie  gone: 
Suffolk^ concluded  on  the  Articles, 

The  Peers  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd, 
To  change  two  Dukedoms  for  a  Duke's  fairDaughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all,  what  is't  to  them  ? 
3Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their  Piljage, 
And  purchafe  Friends,  and  give  to  Courtezans, 

Still  revelling  like  Lords  'till  all  be  gore. 
While  as  the  GUy  Owner  of  the  Goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  Hand?, 
And  makes  his  Head,  and  trembling  ftands  aloof, 

While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  all  is  born  away, 
Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dare  not  touch  his  own. 
So  TorJ^muQ:  fit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  Tongue, 

While  his  own  Lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  fold: 
Methinks  the  Realms  of  England,  France  and  Ireland, 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  Flefh  and  Blood, 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  burnt, 

Unto  the  Prince's  Heart  of  Calidon : 
Anjou  and  Main  both  given  unto  the  Frenchl 
Cold  News  for  me :  For  I  had  hope  of  France, 

Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  Soil. 
A  day  will  come,  when  Tork^  mall  claim  his  own, 
And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevills  parts, 
And  make  a  (hew  of  Love  to  proud  Duke  Humphry, 
And  when  I  fpy  advantage  claim  the  Crown ; 

For  that's  the  golden  Mark  I  feek  to  hit : 
Nor  mall  proud  Lancafter  ufurp  my  Right, 
Nor  hold  the  Scepter  in  his  childifh  Fift, 
Nor  wear  the  Diadem  upon  his  Head, 
Whofe  Church-like  Humour  fits  not  for  a  Crown. 

Then  Yorkjze  ftill  a  while,  'till  time  do  ferve : 
Watch  thou,  and  wake  when  others  be  afleep, 
To  pry  into  the  Secrets  of  the  State, 
Till  Henry  furfeiting  in  joys  of  Love, 

With  his  new  Bride,  and  England's  dear  bought  Queeni 
And  Humphry  with  the  Peers  be  fall'n  at  Jars. 
Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  Milk-white  Rofe, 

Ii  2,  With 
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With  whofe  fweet  fmell  the  Air  mall  be  perfumed* 
And  in  my  Standard  bear  the  Arms  of  Tork^ 
To  grapple  with  the  Houfe  of  Lancafler, 

And  force  perforce  I'll  make  him  yield  the  Crown, 
Whofe  Bookifh  Rule  hath  puli'd  fair  England  down. 

[Exit  York. 
Enter  Duke  Humphry,  and  his  Wife  Eleanor. 

Elean.  Why  droops  my  Lord,  like  over-ripen'd  Corn, 
Hanging  the  Head  at  Ceres  plenteous  Load? 
Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphry  knit  his  Brows, 
As  frowning  at  the  Favours  of  the  World? 
Why  are  thine  Eyes  Bxt  to  the  fullen  Earth, 
Gazing  at  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  Sight? 

What  feeft  thou  there  ?  King  Henry' %  Diadem, 
Inchac'd  with  all  the  Honours  of  the  World  ? 
If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  Face* 
Until  thy  Head  be  circled  with  the  fame* 
Put  forth  thy  Hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  Gold. 

What,  is't  too  fhort  ?  I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine. 
And  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 
We'll  both  together  lift  our  Heads  to  Heaven, 
And  never  more  abafe  our  Sight  fo  low, 
As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  upon  the  Ground. 

Glo.  O  Nelly  tweet  JVell>  if  thou  doft  love  thy  Lord, 
Banifh  the  Canker  of  ambitious  Thoughts : 
And  irny  that  Thought,  when  I  imagine  111 
Agairft  my  King  and  Nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  Jaft  breathing  in  this  Mortal  World. 
My  troublous  Dreams  this  Night  do  make  me  fad. 

Elean.  What  dream'd  my  Lord  ?  tell  me,  and  I'll  requite  it 
With  fweet  Reheairfal  of  my  Morning's  Dream. 

Glo.  Methought  this  Staff,  mine  Office- badge  in  Court, 
Was  broke  in  twain;  by  whom,  I  have  forgot, 

But  as  I  think,  it  was  by  th1  Cardinal, 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  Wand 

Were  plac'd  the  Heads  of  Edmondy  Duke  of  Somerfet, 
And  William  de  la  Pole,  firft  Duke  of  Suffolk^ 
This  was  the  Dream,  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

Elean.'  ,Tuty  this  was  nothing  but  an  Argument, 
That  he  that  breaks  a  Stick  of  Glofier's  Grove? 
Shill  lofe  his  Head  for  his  Prefumption. 

But 
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But  lift  tome,  my  Humphry,  my  fweetDuke: 
Methoughtl  fate  in  Seat  of  Majefty, 

x  In  the  Cathedral  Church  of  JVeftminfier, 

And  in  that  Chair  where  Kings  and  Queens  werecrown'd, 
Where  Henry  and  Margaret  kneel'd  to  me, 
And  on  my  Head  did  fet  the  Diadem. 

Glo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  muft  I  chide  outright: 

Prefumptuous  Dame,  ill-natur'd  Eleanor, Art  thou  not  fecond  Woman  in  the  Realm? 

And  the  Protector's  Wife,  belov'd  of  him  ? 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  Pleafure  at  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compafsof  thy  Thought? 
And  wilt  thou  ftill  be  hammering  Treachery, 
To  tumble  down  thy  Husband  and  thy  felf, 

From  top  of  Honour,  to  Difgrace's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more, 

Elean.  What,  what,  my  Lord,  are  you  fo  Cholerick 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  Dream  ? 

Next  time,  I'll  keep  my  Dreams  unto  my  felf, 
And  not  be  check'd, 

Glo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. Enter  Meffenger. 

Mejf.  My  Lord  Protector,  'tis  his  Highncfs  pleafure, 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St.  Albans, 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  Hawk. 

Glo.  I  go:  Come  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us  ?       [Ex.  G!o» 

Elean.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  I'll  follow  prefently. 
Follow  I  muft,  I  cannot  go  before, 

While  Glo'fler  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  Mind. 
Were  I  a  Man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  Blood, 

I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling"  Blocks, 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlek  Necks. 
And  being  a  Woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 

To  play  my  part  in  Fortune's  Pageant. 
Where  are  you  there?  Sir  John;  nay  fear  not,  Man, 

We  are  alone,  here's  none  but  thee  and  I. 
Enter  Hmnr, 

Hume,  Jefus  preferve  your  Royal  Majefty, 

Elean.  What  fay 'ft  thou?  Ma  jefty :  I  am  but  Grace. 
Hume.  But  by  the  Grace  of  God,  and  Hmmc%  Advice^ 

Your  Grace's  Title  (hall  be  multiply V, 
I  i  $  Elean. 
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Elean.  What  fay'ftthou,  Man?  Haft  thou  as  yet  conferred 
With  Margery  Jordan^  the  cunning  Witch  ; 
With  Roger  Bullingbrook^  the  Conjurer, 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume.  This  they  have  prormfed,  to  (hew  your  Highnefs 

A  Spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  Ground, 
That  mail  make  anfwer  to  fuch  Queftions, 

As  by  your  Grace  fhall  be  propounded  him. 

Elean.  It  is  enough,  I'll  think  upon  the  Queftions : 
When  from  St.  Albans  we  do  make  return ; 

Well  fee  thofe  things  effected  to  the  full. 
Here  Humey  take  this  Reward,  make  merry  Man 
With  thy  Confederates  in  this  weighty  Caufe. 

[Exit  Eleanor. 
Hume.  Humemutt:  make  merry  with  the  Dutchefs's  Gold : 

Ma>ry  and  fhall;  but  how  now,  Sir  John Hume\ 
Seal  up  your  Lips,  and  give  no  Words,  but  Mum  ; 
The  buiinefs  asketh  filent  fecrecy. 
Dame  Eleanor  gives  Gold,  to  bring  the  Witch: 
Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  flie  a  Devil. 
Yet  have  I  Gold  flies  from  another  Coaft : 

I  dare  not  fay,  from  the  rich  Cardinal, 

And  from  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  of  Suffolk; 
Yet  I  do  find  it  fo :  For,  to  be  plain, 
They  (knowing  Dame  Eleanors  afpiring  Humour,) 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  Dutchefs, 
And  buz  thefe  Conjurations  in  her  Brain. 

They  fay,  a  crafty  Knave  does  need  no  Broker ; 

Yet  am  I  SuffblQs,  and  the  Cardinal's  Broker. 
Humey  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  (hall  go  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  Knaves. 
Well,  fo  it  ftands;  and  thus  I  fear  at  la/T, 

Hume's  Knavery  will  be  the  Dutchefs's  Wrack, 
And  her  Attainturewill  be  Humphry s  Fall: 
Sort  how  it  will,  I  fhall  have  Gold  for  ail.  [Exit. 

Enter  three  or  four  Petitioner %  the  Armorer's  Man  being  one. 
1  Pet.  My  Mafters,  let's  ftand  clofe,  my  Lord  Protedor 

will  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  may  deliver  our 
Supplications  in  the  Quill. 

)     z  Pet.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good  Man, 
Jefu  blefs  him. 

Enter 
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Enter  Suffolk,  and  Queen. 

1  Pet.  Here  a  comes  methinks,  and  the  Queen  with  him: 
I'll  be  the  firft  fure. 

z  Pet.  Come  back,  fool,  this  is  the  Duke  of  Suffolk*  and 
not  my  Lord  Protector. 

Snff.  How  now,  Fellow;  would'ft  any  thing  with  me? 
„  1  Pet.  I  pray,  my  Lord,  pardon  me,  I  took  ye  for  my  Lord 

Protector. 

O^Mar.  To  my  Lord  Protector?  are  your  Supplications 
to  his  Lord  (hip?  let  me  fee  them;  what  is  thine? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is,  and't  plcjife  your  Grace,  agz'mft  John  Good- 
man, my  Lord  Cardinal's  Man,  for  keeping  my  Houfe,  and Lands,  and  Wife,  and  all  from  mc. 

Sufi  Thy  Wife  too?  That's  forne  wrong  indeed.  What's 

yours  ?  What's  here  ?  [Reads."]  Againfi  the  Du\e  of  Suf- folk, for  inclojing  the  Commons  of  Melford.  How  now,  Sir 
Knave? 

2  Pet.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  Petitioner  of  our  whole 
Townfhip. 

3  Pet.  Again  ft  my  M  after,  Thomas  Horner,  for  faying,  That 
the  Duke  of  Tork^  was  rightful  Heir  to  the  Crown. 

ChMar.  What  fay 'ft  thou?  did  the  Duke  of  Turk  fay, he  was  rightful  Heir  to  the  Crown  ? 
3  Pet.  TThat  my  Miftrefs  was  f  No,  forfooth  ;  my  Mafter 

faid,  that  he  was;  and  that  the  King  was  an  Ufurper. 
Sufi  Who  is  there  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
Take  this  Fellow  in,  and  fend  for  his  Mafter  with  a  Purfu- 

vant  prefently;  we'll  hear  more  of  your  Matter  before  the 
King.  [Exit  Serv. 

O^Mar.  And  as  for  you  that  love  to  be  protected 

Under  the  wings  of  our  Protector's  Grace, 
Begin  your  Suits  anew,  and  fueto  him. 

Tear  si  the  Supplications. 
Away,  bafe  Cullions:  Suffolk^  let  them  go. 

All.  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Exeunt. 
CKMar.  My  Lord  o( Suffolk^  fay,  is  this  the  guife? 

Is  this  the  fafhionof  the  Court  of  England* 
Is  this  the  Government  of  Britain's  Ifle  ? 
And  this  the  Royalty  of  Albion  s  King? 
What,  ftiall  King  Henry  be  a  Pupil  (till, 

I  i  4  Under 
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Under  the  furly  Glo"fters  Governance? 
Am  I  a  Queen  in  Title  and  in  Style, 
And  muft  be  made  a  Subject  to  a  Duke? 
J  tell  thee,  Pool,  when  in  the  City  Tours 

Thou  ran'ft  a  Tilt  in  Honour  of  my  Love, 
And  ftol'ft  away  tihe  Ladies  Hearts  ({France; 
I  thought  King  Henry  had  refembled  thee, 
In  Courage,  Courtlhip,  and  Proportion: 
]?ut  all  his  Mind  is  bent  to  Holinefs, 
To  number  Ave  Maries  on  his  Beads : 

His  Champions  are  the  Prophets  and  Apoftles, 
His  Weapons  Ho^y  Saws  of  facred  Writ, 
His  Study  is  his  Tilt-yard,  and  his  Loves 
Are  brazen  Irra^es  of  Canonized  Saints. 
I  would  the  College  of  the  Cardinals 
Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 
And  fet  the  Triple  Crown  upon  his  Head; 

"^hat  were  a  State  fit  for  his  Holinefs. 
Sufi  Madam,  be  patient ;  as  I  was  the  caufe 

Your  Highnefs  came  to  England,  fo  will  I 

In  England  work  your  Grace's  full  content. 
Q^  Mar.  Befide  the  haughty  Protector,  have  we  Beaufordi 

The  imperious  Churchman ;  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 

And  grumbling  Tork.',  and  not  the  leaft  of  thefe, 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  Kin^. 

Sufi  And  he  of  thefe  that  can  do  moft  of  all, 
Cannot  do  more  in  England,  than  the  JVevils; 
Salisbury  and  Warwick^zxt  no  fimple  Peers, 

Q^Mar.  Not  all  thefe  Lords  do  vex  me  half  fo  much, 

As  that  proud  Dame,  the  Lord  Protector's  Wife  : 
She  fweeps  it  through  the  Court  with  troops  of  Ladies., 

More  like  an  Emprefs,  than  Duke  Humphry's  Wife* 
Strangers  in  Court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen  ; 
She  bears  a  Duke's  Revenues  on  her  Back, 
And  in  her  Heart  fhe  fcorns  our  Poverty: 

Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her? 
Contemptuous  bafe-born  Callot  as  fhe  is, 

She  vaunted  'mongft  her  Minions  t'other  day, 
The  very  train  of  her  worft  wearing  Gown 

Was  betrer  worth  than  all  my  Father's  Lands, 
'Till  Suffolk  gave  two  E)ukedoms  for  his  Daughter,, 
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Suf.  Madam,  my  felf  have  lin'd  a  bufh  for  her, 
And  plac'd  a  Quire  of  fuch  enticing  Birds, 
That  fhe  will  light  to  Men  to  their  Lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So  let  her  reft;  and,  Madam,  lift  to  me, 
For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this ; 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 
Yet  muft  we  join  with  him,  and  with  the  Lords, 

'Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphry  in  difgrace. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  York^  this  late  Complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit ; 

So  one  by  one  we'll  weed  them  all  at  laft, 
And  you  your  felf  fhall  fteer  the  happy  Helm. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Duke  Humphry,  Cardinal,  Buckingham, 

York,  Salisbury,  Warwick,  andtheDutchefs. 
K.Henrj.  For  my  part,  Noble  Lords,  I  care  not  which, 

Or  Somerfet,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 
York.  If  2^^,  have  ill  demean'd  hirnfelf  in  France, 

Then  let  him  be  deny'd  the  Regentihip. 
Som.  If  Somerfet  be  unworthy  of  the  place, 

Let  York^  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 
War,  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 

Difpute  not  that,  York,  is  the  worthier. 
Car.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  Betters  fpeak. 

War*  The  Cardinal's  not  my  Better  in  the  Field. 
Buckc  All  in  this  prefence  are  thy  Betters,  Warwick^ 
War.  Warwick^mzy  live  to  be  the  beft  of  all. 
Sal.  Peace,  Son;  and  fhew  fome  reafon,  Buckingham, 

Why  Somerfet  fhould  be  preferr'd  in  this  ? 
O^Mar.  Becaufe  the  King  forfooth  will  hive  it  fo. 
Glo.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  him  felf 

To  give  this  (jenfure :  Thefe  are  no  Woman's  3V1  atters. 
O.  Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  Grace 

To  be  Protector  of  his  Excellence  ? 

Glo.  Madam,  I  am  Protector  of  the  Rea'm, 
And  at  his  pleafure  will  refjgn  my  Place. 

Suf.  Refign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  Infolence. 
Since  thou  wert  King,  as  who  is  King,  but  thou? 
The  Commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wrack, 

The  Dauphin  had}  prevaii'd  beyond  the  Seas, 

Anjj  all  the  Peers  and  Nobles  of  the  Rea:m  ' 
Have 
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Have  been  as  Bond-men  to  thy  Sovereignty. 

Car.  The  Commons  haft  thou  rack 'd,  the  Clergy's  Bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  Extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptuous  Buildings,  and  thy  Wife's  Attire 
Have  coft  a  mafs  of  publick  Treafure. 

Bucki  Thy  cruelty  in  Execution 
Upon  Offenders  hath  exceeded  Law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  Law. 

Q^Mar.  Thy  fale  of  Offices  and  Towns  in  France, 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufpecr.  is  great, 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  Head. 

[_Exit  Glo. Give  me  my  Fan ;  what,  Minioh,  can  ye  not  ? 
[She gives  the  Dutchefs  a  box  on  the  Ear. 

I  cry  you  mercy,  Madam;  was  it  you? 

Elean.  Was't  I?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French-woman: 
Could  I  come  near  your  Beauty  with  my  Nails, 
I  could  fet  my  Ten  Commandments  in  your  Face. 

K.Henry.  Sweet  Aunt,  be  quiet,  'twas  againft  her  Will. 
Elean.  Againft  her  Will,  good  King?  look  to't  in  time, 

She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  Baby : 
Though  in  this  place  moft  Mafter  wears  no  Breeches, 

She  (hall  not  ftrike  Dame  Eleanor  unreveng'd. 
[Exit  Eleanor. 

Back*  Lord  Cardinal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 
And  liften  after  Humphry,  how  he  proceeds : 

She's  tickled  now,  her  Fume  can  need  no  fpurs, 
She'll  gallop  far  enough  to  her  Deftru&ion. 

[Exit  Buckingham. 
Enter  Humphry. 

Glo.  Now,  Lords,  my  Choler  being  over-blown, 
With  walking  once  about  the  Quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  Commonwealth  Affairs. 

As  for  your  fpightful  falfe  Objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lye  open  to  the  Law  : 
But  God  in  mercy  deal  fo  with  my  Soul, 
As  I  in  Duty  love  my  King  and  Country. 
But  to  the  Matter  that  we  have  in  hand  : 

I  fay,  my  Sovereign,  Tork^  is  meeteft  Man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  Realm  of  France. 

Suf. 
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Suf.  Before  we  make  Ele&ior,  give  me  leave 

To  mew  fome  Realon,  of  no  little  force, 
That  York^is  moft  unmeet  of  any  Man. 

York?  Ill  tell  thee,  Sufolk>  why  I  am  unmeet: 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flitter  thee  in  Pride  ; 
Next,  if  I  be  appointed  for  the  Place, 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here, 
Without  Difchargc,  Mony,  or  Furniture, 

'Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  Hands. 
Laft  time  I  dane'd  attendance  on  his  Will, 
'Till  Paris  v/as  befieg'd,  famiuYd  and  loft. 

War,  That  I  can  witnefs,  and  a  fouler  Fade 
Did  never  Traitor  in  the  Land  commit. 

Suf,  Peace,  head-  ftrong  Warwick* 
War.  Image  of  Pride,  why  mould  I  hold  my  Peace  \ 

Enter  Horner  the  Armorer,  and  his  Man  Peter. 

Suf.  Becaufe  here  is  a  Man  accus'd  of  Treafon^ 
Pray  God  the  Duke  of  York^excufe  himfelf. 

York*  Doth  any  one  accufe  York  f°r  a  Traitor  ? 

K.  Henry,  What  mean*  ft  thou,  Suffolk  ?  tell  me,  what  are  thefe  ? 
Suf.  Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  this  is  the  Man 

That  doth  accufe  his  Mafter  of  High  Treafon: 
His  Words  were  thefe ;  That  Riehard,  Duke  of  York, 
Was  rightful  Heir  unto  the  Englifh  Crown, 
And  that  your  Majefty  was  an  Ufurper. 

A.  Henry.  Say*  Man,  were  thefe  thy  Words? 

Arm.  Arid'c  mall  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I  never  faid  nor 
thought  any  fuch  Matter;  God  is  my  witnefs,  lam  falfly ac- 

cus'd by  the  Villain. 
Peter,  By  thefe  ten  Bones,  my  Lords,  he  did  fpeak  them 

to  me  in  the  Garret  one  Night,  as  we  were  fcow'ring  my 
Lord  of  Yorkj  Armour. 

York.  Bafe  Dunghil  Villain,  and  Mechanics1, 

I'll  have  thy  Head  for  this  thy  Traitor's  Speech: 
I  do  befeech  your  Royal  Majefty, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigor  of  the  Law. 

Arm.  Alas,  my  Lord,  hangme  if  ever  I  fpake  the  Words: 
my  accufer  is  my  Prentice,  and  when  I, did  correct  him  for 
his  Fault  the  other  Day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  Knees  he  would 
be  even  with  me.  I  have  good  witnefs  of  this ;  therefore  I 
befeech  your  Majefty,  do  not  caft  away  an  honeft  Man  for 

a  Villain's  Accufation.  K.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Uncle,  what  mall  we  fay  tothisinLaw? 
Glo.  This  doom,  my  Lord,  if  I  may  Judge: 

httSomerfit  be  Regent  o'er  the  French, 
Becaufe  in  Tork  this  breeds  fufpicion; 
And  let  thefe  have  a  Day  appointed  them 
For  fingle  Combat,  in  convenient  place, 

For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  Servant's  Malice : 

This  is  the  Law,  and  this  Duke  Humphry's  dooim 
Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  Royal  Majefty. 
Arm,  And  I  accept  the  Combat  willingly. 

Peter.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  fight;  for  God's  fake  pity 
my  Cafe;  the  fpight  of  my  Mafter  prevaileth  againft  me.  O 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  me,  I  fhali  never  be  able  to  fight  a 
blow :  O  Lord,  my  Heart. 

Glo.  Sirrah,  or  you  muft  fighr,  or  elfe  be  haug'd. 
7<.  Henry.  Away  with  them  to  Prifon  ;  and  the  day  of 

Combat,  (hall  be  the  laft  of  the  next  Month.  Come  Somer* 

fit,  we'll  fee  them  fent  away.  [Exeunt. 
Flour ifo.     Enter  Mother  Jordan,  Hume,  South wel,  and 

Bullingbrook. 

Hume.  Come,  my  Mafters,  the  Dutchefs,  I  tell  you,  ex- 
pects performance  of  your  Promifes. 

Bulling.  Mafter  Hume,  we  are  therefore  provided :  Will  her 

Ladyfhip  behold  and  hear  our  Exorcifms.* 
Hume.  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  Fear  you  not  her  Courage. 
Bulling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  Woman  of  an 

invincible  Spirit ;  but  it  (hall  be  convenient,  Mafter  Humey 
that  vcu  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  bufie  below;  andfo,  I 

pray  you,  go  in  God's  Name,  and  leave  us.  [ExitHumz, 
Mother  Jordan,  be  proftrate,  and  grovel  on  the  Earth ;  John 
Southwely  read  you,  and  let  us  to  our  work. 

Enter  Eleanor  above. 

Elean.  Wellfaid,  my  Mafters,  and  welcome  to  all:  To  this 
geer,  the  fooner  the  better. 

Bulling.  Patience,  good  Lady,  Wizards  know  their  times: 
Deep  Night,  dark  Night,  the  filent  of  the  Night, 
The  time  of  Night  when  Troy  was  fet  on  Fire, 
The  times  when  Screech-owls  cry,  and  Ban-dogs  howl; 

When  Spirits  walk,  and  Ghofts  break  up  their  Graves;  ' 
Tha  ttime  fits  beft  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 

Madam.* 
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Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raife 

We  will  make  faft  within  a  hallow'd  Verge. 
[Here  they  do  the  Ceremonies  belonging,  and  make  the  Circle^ 

Bullingbrook,  or  Southwel  reads,  Conjuro   te,  &c.    It 
Thunders  and  Lightens  terribly  \  then  the  Spirit  rifeth. 

Spirit.  Adfum. 
M.  Jord.  Afmath,  by  the  eternal  God, 

Whofe  Name  and  Power  thou  trembieft  at, 

Anfwer  that  I  ask :  For  'till  thou  fpeak. 
Thou  (halt  not  pafs  from  hence. 

Spirit.  Ask  what  thou  wilt.    That  I  had  faid,  and  done! 
Balling.  Firft  of  the  King:  What  fhall  of  him  become. 
Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  fhall  depofe  : 

But  him  out-live,  and  die  a  violent  Death. 

\_As  the  Spirit  /peaks  they  write  the  anfwer. 
Bulling.  What  Fates  await  the  Duke  of  SuffolkJ 
Spirit.  By  Water  fhall  he  die,  and  take  his  Hnd. 
Bulling.  What  fhall  befall  the  Duke  of  Somerfetl 
Spirit.  Let  him  fhun  Caftles. 

Safer  fhall  he  be  upon  fandy  Plains, 
Than  there  where  lofty  Caftles  mounted  ftand* 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

Bulling.  Defcend  to  Darknels,  and  the  burning  Lake : 
Falfe  Fiend  avoid.     [Thunder  and  Lightning.     Spirit  defcendh 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
with  their  Guard*  and  breaks  in. 

Tork.  Lay  Hands  upon  thefe  Traitors  and  their  trafh  : 

Beldam,  I  think  we  watch'd  you  at  an  Inch* 
What,  Madam,  are  you  there?  The  King  and  Common-wea! 
Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  Pains; 
My  Loid  Protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 

See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 
Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England's  King, 

Injurious  Duke,  that  threatn'lr,  where's  no  caufe. 
Buck.  True,  Madam,  none  at  all :  What  call  you  this  ? 

Away  with  them,  let  them  be  clap'd  up  clofe, 
And  kept  afunder:  You,  Madam,  fhall  with  u^ 
Stafford,  take  her  to  thee. 

We'll  fee  your  Trinkets  here  forth-coming  all. 
Away.  [Exeunt  Guard  with  Jordan,  Southwel,  &e» 

York, 
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York*  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks  you  watch'd  her  well' 
A  pretty  Plot,  well  chofen  to  build  upon. 

Now,  pray  my  Lord,  let's  fee  the  Devil's  Writ. 
What  have  we  here?  [Reads. 
The  Duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  Jball  depofe ; 
But  him  o at- live,  and  die  a  violent  Death, 

Why,  this  is  Juft,  Aio  te  ̂ £acidem  Romanos  vincerepojfe. 
Well,  to  the  reft : 

Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolkj 
By  Water  pall  he  die,  and  take  his  End. 
What  mall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerfet\ 
Let  him  fhunCaftles, 
Safer  fioallhe  be  upon  fandy  Plains, 
Than  there  where  lofty  Ca files  mounted  ft  and* 
Come,  come,  my  Lords, 

Thefe  Oracles  are  hardly  attain'd, 
And  hardly  underftood. 
The  King  is  now  in  progrefs  towards  St.  Albans, 
With  him  the  Husband  of  this  lovely  Lady : 
Thither  go  thefe  News, 
As  faft  as  Horfe  can  carry  them  : 
A  forry  breakfaft  for  my  Lord  Protedor. 

Buck*  Your  Grace  ihall  give  me  leave,  my  Lord  of  York. 
To  be  the  Poft,  in  hope  of  his  Reward. 

York*  Atyourpleafure,  my  good  Lord. 

Who's  within  there,  hoe  ? 
Enter  a  Serving-man, 

Invite  my  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick^ 
To  fup  with  me  to  morrow  Night.   Away.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  KingHemy9  Queen,  VroteUor,  Cardinal,  and  Suffolk, 
with  Eaulkners  hollowing, 

Q^Mar,  Believe  me  Lords,  for  flying  at  the  Brook, 
I  faw  no  better  Sport  thefe  feven  years  day; 
Yet  by  your  leave,  the  Wind  was  very  high, 
And  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Henry.  But  what  a  point,  my  Lord,  your  Faulcon  made, 
And  what  a  pitch  fhe  flew  above  the  reft: 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  Creatures  works, 

Yea  Man  and  Birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 
Suf  No  marvel,  and  it  like  your  Majefty, 

My  Lord  Protedor's  Hawks  do  towre  fo  well ; 

They 
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They  know  their  Mafter  loves  to  be  aloft, 

And  bears  his  Thoughts  above  his  Faulcon's  pitch. 
Glo.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  Mind, 

That  mounts  no  Jiigher  than  a  Bird  can  (bar. 
Car.  I  thought  as  much,  he  would  be  above  the  Clouds. 
Glo.  Ay,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  how  think  you  by  that  ? 

Were  it  not  good,  your  Grace  could  fly  to  Heaven? 
K.  Henry.  The  Treafury  of  everlafting  Joy. 
Car.  Thy  Heaven  is  on  Earth,  thine  Eyes  and  Thoughts 

Beat  on  a  Crown,  the  Treafu,re  of  thy  Heart, 
Pernicious  Protector,  dangerous  Peer, 

That  fmooth'ft  it  fo  with  King  and  Commonweal. 
Glo.  What,  Cardinal  J 

Is  your  Priefthood  grown  fo  peremptory? 
Tantane animis  Ccelefiibttsira  f  Churchmen  fo  hot  ? 
Good  Uncle,  hide  fuch  Malice : 
With  fuch  Holinefs  can  you  do  it? 

Stif.  No  malice,  Sir,  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  Quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  Peer. 

Glo.  As  who,  my  Lord  ? 
Suf.  Why,  as  you,  my  Lord, 

An't  like  your  Lordly  Lord  Protecfcormip. 
Glo.  Why,  Suffolk^,  England  knows  thine  Infoler  ce. 
ChMar.  And  thy  Ambition,  Glofler. 
K.Henry.  I  prethee  peace,  good  Queen, 

And  whet  not  on  thefe  too  too  furious  Peers, 
For  blefTed  are  the  Peace-makers  on  Earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  bleffedforthe  Peace  I  make, 
Againft  this  proud  Protecl:or,with  my  S  word. 

Glo.  Faith,  Holy  Uncle,  would 'twere  come  to  that. 
Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ir. Glo.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  that  matter, 

In  thine  own  Perfon  anfwer  thy  Abufe.  V  Afide. 

Car.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'fl  not  peep : 
And  if  thou  dar'fT,  this  Evening, On  the  Eaft  fide  of  the  Grove. 

K.Henry.  How  now,  my  Lords  ? 

Car.  Believe  me,  Coufin  Glo'fter, 
Had  not  your  Man  put  up  the  Fowl  fo  fuddenlyi 
We  had  had  more  fport— 

Come  with  thy  two  Hand-Sword.  \Afide  to  ©lo. Glo. 
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Glo.  Trite,  Uncle,  are  ye  advis'd?— • The  Eafl  fide  of  the  Grove: 

Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  [_Afide. 
K.  Henry.  Why  how  now,  Uncle  Glo  fieri 
Glo.  Talking  of  Hawking,  nothing  elfe,  my  Lord.— ̂  

Now  by  God's  Mother,  Prieft, 
V\i  fhave  your  Crown  for  this, 
Or  all  my  fence  fhall  fail,  .    [AJide* 

Car.  Afidc.~]  Medice  car  a  teipfum,  Protector  fee  too't  well, K.Henry.  The  Winds  grow  high,  [jprotecl  your  fel£ 
So  do  your  Stomachs^  Lords. 
How  irkfome  is  this  Mufiek  to  my  Heart  ? 
When  fuch  Strings  jar,  what  hope  of  Harmony? 
I  pray,  my  Lords,  let  me  compound  this  ftrife. 

Enter  One,  crying  A  Miracle. 
Glo.  What  means  this  Noife? 

Fellow,  what  Miracle  do'ft  thou  proclaim/ 
One.  A  Miracle,  a  Miracle. 

Suf.  Come  to  the  King,  and  tell  him  what  Miracle. 
One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  Man  at  St.  Albans  Shrine* 

Within  this  half  hour  hath  receiv'd  his  fight, 
A  Mm  that  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  before. 

K.  Henry.  Now  God  be  prais'd,  that  to  believing  Souls 
Gives  Light  in  Darknefr,  Comfort  in  Defpair. 

Enter  the  Mayor  of  St.  Albans,  and  his  Brethren,   bearing 

Simpcox  between  two  in  a  Chair ,Simpcox5.* Wife  following. Car.  Here  come  the  Townfmen  on  proceffion, 
To  prefent  your  Hiehnefs  with  the  Man. 

K.  H*nry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  Earthly  Vale, 
Although  by  his  fight  his  Sin  be  multiplied. 

Glo.  Stand  by,  my  Mailers,  bring  him  near  the  King, 
His  Highnefs  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Good- fellow,  tell  us  here  the  Circumftancei 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorifie  the  Lord. 

What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  nowreftor'df 
Simp.  Born  blind,  and't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Wife,  Ay,  indeed  was  he. 
Suf.  What  Woman  is  this  ?  ,       ■ 

Wife.  His  Wife,  and't  pleafe  your  Worffiip* 
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Glo.  Hadft  thou  been  his  Mother,    thou  coiildft  have 

better  told. 

K.Henry.  Where  v/ert  thou  born ? 

Simp.    At    Berwick^   in  the    North,     and't    like    your Grace. 

K.  Henry.  Poor  Sou?, 

God's  goocinefs  hath  been  great  to  thee  2 
Let  never  Day  nor  Night  unhallowed  pafs, 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done* 

Queen*  Tell  me,  Good-feliow, 
Camft  thou  here  by  Chance,  or  of  Devotion^ 
To  this  holy  Shrine  ? 

Simp.  God  knows  of  pure  Devotion, 

Being  call'd  a  hundred  times,  and  ofcner, 
In  my  fLep,  by  good  Saint  Albm: 
Who  faid;  Simony  come,  come  offer  at  my  Shrined 
And  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.   Mod  true,  forfooth ; 
And  many  a  time  and  oft  my  felf  have  heard  a  Voiced 
To  call  him  fo. 

Card.  What,  art  thou  lame? 

Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me, 

Suf.  How  cam'ft  thou  fo? 
Simp.  A  fall  off  a  Tree. 
Wife.  A  Plum-tree,  Matter, 
Glo.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind  ? 
Simp.  O  bora  fo,  M  after. 

Glo.  What,  and  would'ft  climb  a  Tree?  t 
Simp.  But  that  in  my  Life,  when  I  was  a  Youtfio 
Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear? 

Glo.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  Pldms  well,   that  wouldft  ven- ture  fo. 

Simp.  Alas,  goad  Mafter,   my  Wife  defired  fome  Dam~ 
fons,  and  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  Life. 

Glo.  A  fubtile  Knave,  but  yet  it  mall  not  ferve  i 
Let  me  fee  thine  Eyes,  wink  now,  now  open  thern^ 
In  my  opinion*  yet  thou  feeft  not  well.  -    ,. 

Simp.  Yes,  Matter,  clear  as  day,  I  thank  God  and  Saint 

Glo.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo;  what  Colour  is  this  Cloak ov ? 
Simp.  Red,  Matter,,  red  as  Blood. 
lltl  Kfc 
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Glo.  Why  that's  well  faid:  What  colour  is  my  Gowa of? 

Simp.  Black*  forfooth,  coal-black,  as  Jet. 

K.  Henry*  Why  then,  thou  know'ft  what  colour  Jet  is  of? 
Suf.  And  yet,  I  think,  Jet  he  did  never  fee, 
Glo.  Bat  Cloaks  and  Gowns,  before  this  day,  a  many,* 
Wife.  Never  before  this  day,  in  all  his  Life, 

Glo.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  what's  my  Name! 
Simp.  Alas  Mafter,  I  know  not* 
Glo.  What's  his  Nane? 
Simp.  I  know  not, 

>  Glo.  Nor  his? 
Simp.  No  indeed,  M after. 
Glo.  What's  thine  own  Name? 
Simp.  Sounder  Simpcox,  and  if  it  pleafe  you,  Matter* 
Glo.  Then  Sawder ,  (it  there, 

The  lyingft  Knave  in  Chriftendom. 
If  thou  hadfl:  been  born  blind. 

Thou  might'ft  as  well  have  known  all  our  Names* 
As  thus  to  know  the  feveral  Colours  we  do  wear* 

Sight  may  diftinguifh  Colours: 
But  fuddenly  to  nominate  them  all, 
It  is  impoffible. 
My  Lords,  Saint  Alb  an  here  hath  done  a  Miracle: 
And  would  ye  not  think  that  Cunning  to  be  grear? 
That  could  reftore  this  Cripple  to  his  Legs  again? 

Simp.  O  Mailer,  that  you  could  ? 
Glo.  My  Mafters  of  Saint  Albans, 

Have  you  not  Beadles  in  your  Town, 

And  things  call'd  Whips? 
Major.  Yes,  my  Lord,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Glo.  Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 
Major.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  Beadle  hither  ftraight.Pi^r/V. 
6lo.  Now  fetch  me  a  Stool  hither  by  and  by. 

Now  Sirrah,  if  you  mean  to  fave  yourfelf  from  Whipping, 
leap  me  over  this  Stool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas  Mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  ftand  alone : 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a .  Beadle  with  Whips. 
Glo.  Well  Sir,  we  muft  have  you  find  your  Legs. 

Sirrah  Beadle,  whip  hira  'till  he  leap  over  that  fame  Stool. 

EeadJ 
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Bead,  I  will,  my  Lord, 

Come  on  Sirrah,  off  with  your  Doublet,  quickly. 
Simp.  Alas,  Mafter,  what  mall  I  do?   I  am  not  able  to 

Hand, 

[After  the  beadle  hath  hit  him  once,    he  leap  over  the  Stool, 
and  runs  away\  and  they  follow,  and  cry,  A  Miracle. 
K.  Henry.  O  God,  feeft  thou  this,  ar.d  beareft  fo  long ! 
Queen.  It  made  me  laugh,  to  fee  the  Villain  run. 
Glo.  Follow  the  Knave,  and  take  this  Drab  away. 
Wife.  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 
Glo.  Let  him  be  whipt  through  every  Market  Town, 

Till  they  come  to  Berwick  from  whence  they  came. 

[Exit  Beadle. 
Car.  Duke  Humphry  has  done  a  Miracle  to  day. 
Sufi  True,  made  the  Lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away, 
Glo.  But  you  have  done  more  Miracles  than  I ; 

You  made  in  a  Day,  my  Lord,  whole  Towns  to  fly. 
Enter  Buckingham. 

K.  Henry.  What  Tidings  with  our  Coufin  Buckingham  t 
Buc^.  Such  as  my  Heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold: 

A  fort  of  naughty  Perfons,  lewdly  bent, 
Under  the  Countenance  and  Confederacy 

Of  Lady  Eleanor,  the  Protector's  Wife, 
The  Ring-leader  and  Head  of  all  this  Rouri 

Have  pra&is'd  dargeroufly  againft  your  State, 
Dealing  with  Witches  and  with  Conjurers,  • 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  Fad, 
Raifing  up  wicked  Spirits  from  under  Ground* 
Demanding  of  King  Henry*  Life  and  Death, 
And  other  of  your  Highnefs  Privy-Council, 
As  more  at  large  your  Grace  fhall  underftand. 

Car.  And  fo,  my  Lord  Protector,  by  this  means 
Your  Lady  is  forth-coming,  yet  at  London. 

This  News*  I  think,  hath  turn'd  your  Weapon's  edge ; 
Tis  like,  my  Lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

[Afide  to  Glo'ften Glo.  Ambitious  Church-man,  leave  to  afflid:  my  Heart: 
Sorrow  and  Grief  have  vanquiuVd  all  my  Powers  J 

mi.  vanquim'd  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee, 6r  fo  tht  mesneft  Groom. 

Kb  X.  Htnrp 
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K.Henry.  O  God,  what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked one?i 

Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  Heads  thereby? 

Queen.  Glofter,  fee  here  the  Tainture  of  thy  Neft, 

Andtook  thy  felf be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  beft. 

Glo.  Madam,  for  my  k\f,  to  Heav'n  I  do  appeal, 

How  I  luvelov'd  my  King,  and  Commonwealth: 

And  for  my  Wife,  I  know  not  how  it  ftands, 

Sorry  am  1  to  hear,  what  I  have  heard; 
Noble  (he  is ;  but  if  ihe  have  forgot 

Honour  and  Virtue,  and  convers'd  with  fiich* 
As  like  to  Pitch,  defile  Nobility; 

I  banifh  her  my  Bed  and  Company, 

And  give  her  as  a  Prey  to  Law  and  Shame," 
That  hath  diilionoured  Glofter**  honeft  Name. 

K.Henry.  Well,  for  this  Night  we  will  repofe  us  here,; 
To  morrow  toward  London^  back  again, 

To  look  into  this  Bufm,efs  thoroughly, 

And  call  thefe  foul  Offenders  to  their  anfwers; 

And  poife  the  Caufe  in  Juftice  equal  Scales, 

Whofe  Beam  {lands  fure,  whofe  rightful  caufe  prevails. 

\Exeum Enter  York,  Salisbury*  and  Warwick.
 

York:  Now,  my  good  Lords  of  Salisbury
  and  Warwhk^ 

Our  fimple  Supper  ended,  give  me  leave* 

In  this  clofe  Walk  to  fatisfie  my  felf, 

In  craving  your  Opinion  of  my  Title, 

Which  is  infallible  to  England's 
 Crown. 

Salis.  My  Lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 

War.  Sweet  Tork  begin ;  and  if  thy  Claim  be  good, 

The  Nevils  are  thy  Subjects  to  command. 

Tork>  Then  thus : 

Edward  the  Third,  my  Lords,  had  feven  Sons: 

The  full,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  Prince  of  Wales  $ 

The  fecond,  William of  Hatfield;  and  the  third, 

Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence;  next  to  whom, 

Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancafter; 

The  fifth,  was  Edward  Langley,  Duke  ofTorkt 

>  The  fixth,  Thomas  of  Woodjiock*  Duke  of  Glofter; 

William  if  Wmdfor  was  the  feventh  and  laft. 

Edward  the  Black  Prince  dy'd  before  his  Father, 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  Son, 

Whc 
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Who,  after  Edward  the  third's  Death,  reign'd  King, 

'Till  Henry  'Rullingbroke>  Duke  of  Lancafler, The  eldeft  Son  and  Heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

Crown'd  by  the  Name  of  Henry  the  fourth, 
Seiz'd  on  the  Realm,  depos'd  the  rightful  King, 
Sent  his  poor  Queen  to  France,  from  whence  me  came, 
And  him  to  Pom/ret;  where,  as  ali  you  know, 
Harmlefs  King  Richard  was  murthercd  traiteroufly. 

War.  Father,  the  Duke  hath  told  the  truth  ; 
Thus  got  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter  the  Crown. 

York.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  aad  not  by  right: 

For  Richard,  the  firft  Son's  Heir,  being  dead, 
The  IfTue  of  the  next  Son  mould  have  reign'd. 

Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  Ay  A  without  an  Heir. 
York.  The  third  Sap,  Duke  of  Clarencey 

From  whofe  Line  I  claim  the  Crown, 
Had  iffue  Philip,  a  Daughter, 

Who  married  Edmond  Mortimer,  Earl  of  MarcL{ 
Edmond  had  Iffue,  Roger  Earl  of  March: 
Roger  had  Iffue,  Edmond,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

Sal.  This  Edmond,  in  the  reign  of  Bullingbrook^ 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  Crown, 
And,  but  for  Owen  Glendour,  had  been  King; 

Who  kept  him  in  Captivity,  'till  he  dy'd. But,  to  the  reft. 
York.  His  eldeft  Sifter,  Anne, 

My  Mother,  being  Heir  unto  the  Crown, 
Married  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
Who  was  Son  to  Edmond  Langley, 
Edward  the  third's  fifth  Son's  Son; 
By  her  I  claim  the  Kingdom: 
She  then  was  Heir  to  Roger,  Earl  of  March9 
Who  was  the  Son  of  Edmond.  Mortimer, 

Who  married  Philip,  fole  Daughter 
Unto  Lionel,  Duke  of  Clarence. 
So,  if  the  Iffue  of  the  eldeft  Son 

Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  King. 
War.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than  this? 

Henry  doth  claim  the  Crown  from  John  of  Gaunt  9 

The  fourth  Son ;  Torkjchims  it  from  the  th'rd: 
[Till  Lionel's  Iffue  fail,  he  mould  not  Reign. 

K  k  3  It 
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It  fails  not  yet,  but  flourimeth  in  thee, 
And  in  thy  Sons,  fair  Slips  of  fuch  a  Stock, 
Then  Father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  together, 
And  in  this  private  Plot  be  we  the  firft, 
That  /hall  falute  our  rightful  Soveraign 
With  honour  of  his  Birth-right  to  the  Crown, 

Both.  Long  live  our  Soveraign  Richard,  England's  King, York.  We  thank  you,  Lords: 

Bit  I  am  not  your  King,  'till  I  be  crown'd; 
And  that  rriy  Sword  be  ftain'd 
With  Heart-blood  of  the  Houfe  of  Lancafter: 

And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perform'd, 
Bit  with  Advice  and  iilent  Secrecy, 

Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thefe  dangerous  Days," Wink  at  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  Fnfolence, 

At  Beauford's  Pride,  at  Somerfet's  Ambition, 
At  Buckingham,  and  a'l  the  Crew  of  them, 
*  Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  Shepherd  of  the  Flock," 
That  virtuous  Prince,  the  good  Duke  Humphry  : 

'Tis  that  they  feek;  and  they,  in  feeking  that, 
Shall  find  their  Deaths  if  Yorl^czn  prophefie. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  here  break  we  off;  we  know  your  Mind 
at  full. 

War.  My  Heart  allures  me,  that  the  Earl  of  Warwick^ 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  York,  a  King. 

York.  And  Nevil,  this  I  do  allure  my  felf, 
Richard  mall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick^ 
The  greateft  Man  in  England^  but  the  King.  \Exemu 

Sound  Trumpets.     Enter  King  Henry,  and  State,  with 
Guard,  to  banijlo  the  Dutchefs. 

K.  Henry.  Stand  forth,  Dame  Eleanor  Cobham, 

Glo'fter's  Wife : 
Lr  fight  of  God,  and  us,  your  Guilt  is  great, 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  Law  for  fin, 

Such  as  by  God's  Book  are  adjudg'd  to  death, 
You  four  from  hence  to  Prifon,  back  again 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  Execution; 

The  Witch  in  Smithfield  mail  be  burn'd  to  Allies, 
And  you  three  fhall  be  firangled  on  the  Gallows, 
Yoii  Madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Dcfpoyled  of  your  Honour  in  your  Life, 

Shall 
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Shall  after  three  Days  open  Penance  done, 
Live  in  your  Country  here,  in  Banifhment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley  y  in  the  IJle  of  Man. 

Elean.    Welcome   is   Banifhment,     welcome   were  my 
Death, 

Glo.  Eleanor,  the  Law  thou  feed  hath  judged  tl.eej 
I  cannot  juftifie,  whom  the  Law  condemns. 
Mine  Eyes  are  full  of  Tears,  my  Heart  of  Grief, 
Ah  Humphry,  this  dishonour  in  thine  Age, 
Will  bring  thy  Head  with  forrow  to  the  Ground. 
I  befeech  your  Majefty  give  me  leave  to  go ; 
Sorrow  would  folace,  and  mine  Age  would  eafe. 

K.Henry.  Stay  Humphry,  Duke  of  Glo' fieri 
E'er  thou  go,   give  up  thy  Staff, 
Henry  will  to  himfelf  Protector  be, 
And  God  mall  be  my  Hope,  my  Stay,  my  Guided 
And  Lanthom  to  my  Feet. 

And  go  in  peace,  Humphry,  no  lefs  belov'd, 
Than  when  thou  wert  Protector  to  thy  King. 

O^Mar.  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  King  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  Child : 

God  and  King  Henry  govern  England's  Realm: 
Give  up  your  Staff,  Sir,  and  the  King  his  Realm, 

Glo.  My  Staff?  Here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  Staff: 
As  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign, 

As  e'er  thy  Father  Henry  made  it  mine; 
'  And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it, 
As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 
Farewel  good  King;  when  I  am  dead  and  gone, 

May  honourable  Peace  attend  thy  Throne.    {Exit  Glo'fter. 
Q^Mar.  Why  now  is  Henry  King,  and  Margaret  Queen. 

And  Humphry,  Duke  of  Glofier,  fcarce  himfelf, 
That  bears  fo  fhrewd  a  maim;  two  Pulls  at  once; 

His  Lady  banifh'd,  and  a  Limb  iopt  off, 
This  Staff  of  Honour  raughr,  there  let  it  ftand, 

Where  beft  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  Hand. 
Suf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  Pine,  and  hangs  his  fprayes, 

Thus  Eleanor's  Pride  dies  in  her  younger  days. 
Yorkj  Lords,  let  him  go.     Pleafe  it  your  Majefty, 

This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  Combate, 
K  k  4  Ani 
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And  ready  are  the  Appellant  and  Defendant, 
The  Armourer  and  his  Man,  to  enter  the  Lifts, 
So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  Fight. 

QjJMar*  Ay,  good  my  Lord ;  for  purpofely  therefore 
Left  i  the  Court,  to  fee  this  Quarrel  try  d. 

K.Iienry.  A  God's  Name  fee  the  Lilts  and  all  things  fit. 
Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right. 

Tor^.  I  never  faw  a  Fellow  worfe  beftead, 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  Appellant, 
The  Servant  of  this  Armourer,  my  Lords. 

'Enter  at  one  Door  the  Armorer  and  his  Neighbours*  drinking to  him  fo  much)  that  he  is  drstnkj,  and  he  enters  with  a 
Drum  before  him,  and  his  Staff  with  a  Sand-bag  faftned 
to  it ;  and  at  the  other  Poor  his  Man,  with  a  Drum  and 

a  Sand-bag^  and  Prentices  drinking  to  him. 

i  Neigh.  Here,  Neighbour  Horner,  I  drink  to  you  in 
a  Cup  of  Sack;  and  fear  not,  Neighbour,  you  (hall do  well 
enough. 

z  Neigh.  And  here,  Neighbour,  here's  a  Cup  of  Char- fleco. 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  Pot  of  good  double  Beer,  Neigh- 
bour;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  Man. 

Arm.  Let  it  come  i'faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you  all,  and a  Fig  for  Peter. 
I  Pren.  Here  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee,  and  be  not  afraid. 
%  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  Mafter;  fight 

for  the  credit  of  the  Prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all ;  drink,  and  pray  for  me,  I  pray 
you,  for  I  think  I  have  taken  my  laft  Draught  in  this 
World.  Here  Robin,  if  I  die,  I  give  thee  my  Apron ;  and 
Wdl,  thou  (halt  have  my  Hammer;  and  here,  Tom,  take 
all  the  Mony  that  I  have.  O  Lord  blefs  me,  I  pray  God, 

for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with  my  Mafter,  he  hathlearn'd 
fo  much  to  fence  already. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows* 

Sirrah,  what's  thy  Name  I 
Peter.  Peter,  forfooth. 
Sal.  Peter  ?  what  more  f 

Peter*  Thump, 
Sal.  Thump  f  Then  fee  thou  thump  thy  Mafter  well 

Arm] 
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Arm.  Matters,  I  am  come  hither  as  it  were  upon  my 

Man's  Inftigation,  to  prove  him  a  Knave,  and  my  felf  an 
honeft  Man:  And  touching  the  Duke  of  Yor1^  I  wili  take 
my  Death,  I  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  King  nor  the 
Queen,  and  therefore  Peter  have  at  thee  with  a  downright 
!Blow. 

York*  Difpatch,  this  Knave's  Tongue  begins  to  double. 
Sound  Trumpets,  Alarum  to  the  Combatants. 

[They  fight,  and  Peter  ftrikes  him  down* 
Arm.  Hold  Peter 9  hold;  I  confefs,  I  confefs  Treafon. 
York.  Take  away  his  Weapon:  Fellow,  thank  God,  and 

the  good  Wine  in  thy  Matter's  way, 
Peter*  O  God,  have  I  overcome  mine  Enemy  in  this  pre~ 

fence?  O  Peury  thou  haft  prevaiPd  in  right. 
K.  Henry.  Go,  take  hence  that  Traitor  from  our  fight, 

For  by  his  death  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 

And  God  in  Juftice  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  Truth  and  Innocence  of  this  poor  Fellow, 

Which  he  had  thought  to  have  murther'd  wrongfully. 
Come  Fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  Reward.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Duke  Humphry  and  his  Men,  in  Mourning  Cloal^s. 
Glo.  Thus  fometimes  hath  the  brighteft  day  a  Cloud ; 

And  after  Summer,  evermore  fucceeds 

Barren  Winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  Cold ; 
So  Cares  and  Joys  abound,  as  Seafons  fleet. 

Sirs,  what's  a  Clock  ? 
Serv.  Ten,  my  Lord. 
Glo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 

To  watch  the  coming  of  my  puniih'd  Dutchefs: 
Unneath  may  fhe  endure  the  flinty  Streets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  Feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  Noble  Mind  a-brook  v 
The  abject  People  gazing  on  thy  Face, 
With  envious  Looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  Shame, 
That  crft  did  follow  thy  proud  Chariot-Wheels, 

When  thou  didft  ride  in  Triumph  thro*  the  Streets. 
But  foft,  I  think  fhe  comes,  and  Til  prepare 

My  Tear-ftain'd  Eyes,  to  fee  her  Miferie?. 
Enter  the  Dutchefs  in  a  white  Sheet,  and  a  Taper  burning 

in  her  Hand,  with  a  Sheriff  and  Officers. 

£$rv.  So  pleafe  your  Gracc?  we'll  take  her  from  the  Sheriff, Glo» 
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G.lo.  No,  ftir  not  for  your  lives,  let  her  pafs  by* 
Elean.  Come  you,  my  Lord,  to  fee  my  open  Sh  me? 

Now  thou  doft  Penance  too.     Look  how  they  gaze. 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 

And  nod  their  Heads,  and  throw  their  Eyes  on  thee-.1 
Ah  Glofter,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  Looks, 
And  in  thy  Clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  Shsme, 
And  ban  our  Enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  gentle  Nell,  forget  this  Grief. 

Elem.  AhGlo'fler,  teach  me  to  forget  my  felfs 
For  w  nil  ft  I  think  I  am  thy  married  Wife, 
And  thou  a  Prince,  Prote&or  of  this  Land, 
Methinks  I  fhould  not  thus  be  hd  along, 

Mail'd  up  in  Shame,  with  Papers  on  my  BacfcJ 
And  follow'd  with  a  Rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  Tears,  and  hear  my  deep-fet  Groans* 
The  ruthlefs  Flint  doth  cut  my  tender  Feet, 
And  when  I  ftart  the  envious  People  laugh> 
And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  I  tread. 

Ah  Humphry,  can  I  bear  this  fhameful  Yoaki 

Trowed  thou,  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  World, 
Or  count  them  happy  that  enjoy  the  Sun? 
No  :  Dark  (hall  be  my  Light,  and  Night  my  Da 
To  think  upon  my  Pomp,  mall  be  my  Hell. 

Sometime  I'll  fay  I  am  Duke  Humphry's  Wife, And  he  a  Prince,  and  Ruler  of  the  Land: 

Yet  fo  he  Rul'd,  and  fuch  a  Primce  he  was, 
As  he  flood  by,  whilft  f,  his  forlorn  Dutchefs," 
Was  made  a  Wonder,  and  a  pointing  Stock 
To  every  idle  Rafcal  Follower. 

But  be  thou  mild,  and  blufh  not  at  my  Shame,' 
Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  'till  the  Axe  of  Death 
Hang  over  thee,  as  fare  it  fhortly  will. 
For  Suffolk^  he  that  can  do  all  in  all 
With  her,  that  rnteth  thee,  and  hates  us  all, 
And  Tork-,  and  impious  Beauford,  that  falfe  Prieftj 

Have  al   lim'3  BunVs  to  betray  thy  Wings, 
And  fly  thou  how  thou  canft,  they'll  tangle  thee  s 
But  fear  thou  not  until  thy  Foot  be  fnar'd, 
Nor  ever  feek  prevention  of  thy  Foes. 
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Glo.  Ah,  Nelly  forbear;  thou  aimed  all  awry. 

I  muft  offend  before  I  be  attainted  : 

And  had  I  twenty  times  fo  many  Foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  Power, 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
So  long  as  I  am  Loyal,  True,  and  Crimelefs. 
Wouldft  have  me  refcue  thee  from  this  Reproach? 

Why  yet  thy  Scandal  were  not  wip'd  away, 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  Law. 
Thy  greateft  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell: 
I  pray  thee  fort  thy  Heart  to  patience, 
Thefe  few  Days  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn# 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Her.  I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Majefty's  Parliament 
Holden  at  Bury,  thefirft  of  this  next  Month. 

Glo.  And  my  confent  ne'er  avk'd  herein  before  ? 
This  is  clofe  dealing.     Well,  I  will  be  there; 
My  Nelly  I  take  my  leave:  And  Matter  Sheriff, 

Let  not  her  Penance  exceed  the  King's  Commiffion. 
Sher.  And'tpleafe  your  Grace,  here  my  Commiflion flays: 

And  Sir  John  Stanly  is  appointed  now, 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  I  fie  of  Man. 

Glo.  Muft  you,  Sir  John,  proud  my  Lady  here? 

Stanly*  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  may'r  pleafe  your  Grace- 
Gh.  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that,  I  pray 

You  ufe  her  well;  the  World  may  laugh  again, 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if  you  do  it  her. 
And  fo,  Sir  John9  farewel. 

Elean.  What  gone,  my  Lord,  and  bid  me  not  farewel. 
Glo.  Witnefs  my  Tears,  I  cannot  ftay  to  fpeak. 

[Exit  Glouceften Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too?  all  Comfort  go  with  thee, 
For  none  abides  with  me;  my  Joy  is  Death ; 

Death,  at  whofe  Name  I  oft  have  been  afear'd, 

Becaufe  I  wiuVd  this  World's  Eternity. 
Stanly,  I  prethee  go,  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  Favour  ; 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why  Madam,  that  is  to  the  I  fie  of '  Max9 
There  tp  be  us'd  according  to  your  State. 

e  Ekm 
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Elean.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  Reproach : 
And  (hall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully  ? 

Stan.  No  ;  like  a  Dutchefs,  and  Duke  Humphry1  %  Lady, 
According  to  that  State  you  mall  be  us'd. 

Elsan.  Sheriff  fare  we),  and  better,  than  I,  fare, 
Although  thou  haft  been  Conduct  of  my  Shame? 

Sher.  It  is  my  Office,  and,  Madam,  pardon  me. 

Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewel,  thy  Office  is  difcharg'd^' 
Come  Stanly,  mall  we  go? 

Stan.  Madam,  your  Penance  done, 
Throw  off  this  Sheet, 

And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  Journey^ 

-    Elean.  My  Shame  will  not  be  fh  if ted  with  my  Sheet: 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richeuV  Robes, 
And  (hew  it  felf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way,  I  long  to  fee  my  Prifon.  \Exeunil 

Enter  KingHenry,  Queen,  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  York,  Buck? 
ingham,  Salisbury  and  Warwick,  to  the  Parliament. 

K.  Henry.  I  mufe  my  Lord  of  Glo'fter  is  not  come : 
9Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmoft  Man, 
Whate'er  occafipn  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

<X_Mar.  Can  you  not  fee?  or  will  ye  not  obferve 

The  ftrangenefs  of  his  alter'd  Countenance  \ 
With  what  a  Majefty  he  bears  himfelf, 
How  Infolent  of  late  he  is  become, 

How  proud,  how  peremptory  and  unlike  himfelf! 
We  know  the  time  fince  he  was  Mild  and  Affable^ 
And  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  Look, 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  Knee, 

That  all  the  Court  admir'd  him  for  Submiffion. 
But  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  Morn, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  Day, 
He  knits  his  Brow,  and  fliews  an  angry  Eye, 
And  paffeth  hy  with  fliff  unbowed  Knee, 
Difdaining  Duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  Curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin, 
But  Great  Men  tremble  when  the  Lion  roars, 

And  Humphry  is  no  little  Man  in  England. 
Firft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  Defcenr, 
And  mould  you  fall,  he  is  the  ne^t  will  mount. 
Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  Policy, 

.  Refpe&ing 
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Refpefting  what  a  Rancorous  Mind  he  bearsj 
And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe, 
That  he  fhould  come  about  your  Royal  Perfon, 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  Highnefs  Council. 

By  Flattery  hath  he  won  the  Commons  Hearts  .• 
And  when  he  pleafe  to  make  Commotion, 

'Tis  to  be  fear'd  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  Spring,  and  Weeds  are  mallow  rooted, 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'er-grow  the  Garden, 
And  choak  the  Herbs  for  want  of  Husbandry. 
The  reverent  Care  I  bear  unto  my  Lord, 
Made  me  colled  thefe  dangers  in  the  Duke. 

If  it  be  fond,  call  it  a  Woman's  fear: 
Which  fear,  if  better  Reafons  can  fupplant, 

I  will  fubferibe,  and  fay  I  wrong'd  the  Duke. 
My  Lord  of  Suffolk^  Buckingham,  and  Tork^ 
Reprove  my  Allegation,  if  you  can, 
Or  elfe  conclude  my  Words  effectual. 

Sufi  Well  hath  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke : 
And  had  I  firft  been  put  to  fpeak  my  Mind, 

I  think  I  mould  have  told  your  Grace's  Tale. 
The  Dutchefs,  by  his  Subornation, 
Upon  my  Life  began  her  devilifh  Practices  s 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thefe  Faults, 
yet  by  repeating  of  this  high  Defcent, 
As  next  the  King,  he  was  fucceffive  Heir, 
And  fuch  high  Vaunts  of  his  Nobility, 
Did  inftigate  the  Bedlam  brain-fick  Dutchefs, 

By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  Sovereign's  Fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  Water  where  the  Brook  is  deep, 
And  in  his  firnple  ihew  he  harbours  Treafon. 
The  Fox  barks  not  when  he  would  fleal  the  Lamb. 

No,  no,  my  Sovereign,  Gltffter  is  a  Man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  Deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  Law, 
Devife  firange Deaths,  for  fmall  Offences  done/ 

York.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  Prore&orfhip, 
Levy  great  fums  of  Mony  through  the  Realm, 
For  Soldiers  pay  in  Frame,  and  never  fent  it  i 
By  means  of  which  the  Towns  each  day  revolted* 

Buck* 
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Bhc\.  Tut,  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unkown^ 

Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  Duke  Humphryl 
K.Henry.  My  Lords  at  once;  the  care  you  have  of  us, 

To  mow  down  Thorns  that  would  annoy  our  Foot, 
Is  worthy  Praife ;  bur  fhall  I  fpeak  my  Confcience, 
Our  Kinfman  Glofler  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  Treafon  to  our  Royal  Perfon, 
As  is  the  fucking  Lamb,  or  harmkfs  Dove: 

The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given,' 
To  dream  on  Evil,  or  to  work  my  Downfal. 

O^Mar.  Ah!  what's  more  dangerous,  than  this  fond  affi- 
Seems  he  a  Dove?  His  Feathers  are  but  borrow'd,       [ance? 
For  he  is  difppfed  as  the  hateful  Raven. 
Is  he  a  Lamb  \  His  Skin  was  furely  lent  him, 
Vox  he's  inclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  Wolf, 
Who  cannot  deal  a  fhape  that  means  deceit? 
Take  heed,  my  Lord,  the  welfare  of  us  all, 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  Ihort  that  fraudful  Man. 

Enter  Somerfet. 

Som.  All  Health  unto  my  gracious  Sovereign^ 
K.Henry.  Welcome,  Lord  Somerfet ;  what  News  fromFrancel 
Som%  That  all  our  Intercft  in  thofe  Territories, 

Is  utterly  bereft  you;  allislofh  [doneo 

K.Henry.  Cold  News  Lord  Somerfet ;  but  God's  Will  be 
Tork.  Cold  News  for  me;  for  I  had  hope  o£ France, 

As  firmly  as  I  hop'd  for  fertile  England, 
Thus  are  my  BJofToms  blafted  in  the  Bud, 
And  Caterpillars  eat  my  Leaves  away. 

But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  e'er  long, 
Or  fell  my  Title  for  a  glorious  Grave.  \Afie\ 

Enter  Gloucefter. 

Glo.  All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King : 
Pardon,  my  Liege,  that  I  have  ftaid  fo  long. 

Suf.  Nay,  Glofier^  know  that  thou  art  come  too  foon* 
Unlefs  thou  wert  more  Loyal  than  thou  art s 
I  do  arreft  thee  of  High  Treafon  here. 

Glo.  WdlS»ffblk9ytt  thou  (halt  not  fee  mebluihi 
Nor  change  my  Countenance  for  this  Arreft  2 
A  Heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  Spring  is  not  fo  free  from  Mud, 
As  I  am  clear  fr®rri  Treafon  tp  my  Sovereign* 
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Who  can.  accufe  me?  wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

York-  'Tis  thought,  my  Lord, 
That  you  took  Bribes  of  France, 
And  being  Protector,  (laid  the  Soldiers  Pay, 
By  means  whereof  his  Highnefs  hath  loft  France. 

Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  fo? 
What  are  they  that  think  it  ? 

I  never  robb'd  the  Soldiers  of  their  Pay, 
Nor  never  had  one  penny  Bribe  from  France, 

So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  Night, 
Ay,  Night  by  Night,  in  ftudying  good  fox  England. 

That  Doit  that  e'er  I  wrefted  from  the  King, 
Or  any  Groat  I  hoarded  to  my  ufe, 
Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  Trial  day, 

•  No;  many  a  Pound  of  mv  own  proper  ftore, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  Commons* 
Have  I  disburfed  to  the  Garrifons, 

And  never  ask'd  for  Rcftitution. 
Car,  It  ferves  you  well,  my  Lord,  to  fay  fo  much. 
Glo.  I  fay  no  more  than  Truth,  fo  help  me  God. 
York*  In  your  Protector  (hip  you  did  devife 

Strange  Tortures  for  Offenders,  never  heard  of, 

That  England  was  defam'd  by  Tyranny. 
Glo.  Why  'tis  well  known,  that  whiles  I  was  Protector, 

Fity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me : 

For  I  fhouJd  melt  at  an  Offender's  Tears, 
And  lowly  Words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault: 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  Murtherer, 

Or  foul  felonious  Thief,  that  fleec'dpoorPaffengers, 
I  never  gave  them  condign  Punifhment. 

Murther  indeed,  that  bloody  Sin,  I  tortur'd 
Above  the  Felon,  or  what  Trefpafs  elfe. 

Suf.  My  Lord,  thefe  faults  are  eafie,  quickly  anfwer'ds 
But  mightier  Crimes  are  laid  unto  your  Charge, 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  your  felk 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  Highnefs  Name, 
And  here  corasait  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal 

*Xo  kcep9  until  your  further  time  of  Trial. 
K.  Heitry.  My  Lord  of  Glo'fter,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope* 

That  you  will  clear  your  felf  from  all  fufpicion, 
My  Confidence  tells  me  you  are  Innocent* 
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.    Glo.  Ah  gracious  Lord,  thefedays  are  dangerous  I 

Virtue  is  choak'd  with  foul  Ambition, 

And  Charity  chac'd  hence  by  Rancor's  Hand; 
Foul  Subornation  is  predominant, 
And  Equity  exifd  your  Highnefs  Land. 
I  know,  their  Complot  is  to  have  my  Life: 
And  if  my  Death  might  make  this  IflandhappyJ 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  Tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  Prologue  to  their  Play: 
For  thoufands  more,  that  yet  fufped  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  Tragedy. 

Beaufirds  red  fparkling  Eyes  blab  his  Heart's  malice! 
And  Suffolk^  cloudy  Brow  his  ftormy  hate; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  With  his  Tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lyes  upon  his  Heart : 
And  dogged  Torl^  that  reaches  at  the  Moon^ 

Whofe  over- weening  Arm  I  have  pkick'd  back$     j 
By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  Life. 
And  you,  my  Sovereign  Lady,  with  the  reh\, 
Caufelefs  have  laid  Dilgraces  on  my  Head, 

2Vnd  with  your  beft  endeavour  have  ftirr'd  up 
My  liefcft  Liege  to  be  mine  Enemy: 
Ay^  all  of  you  have  laid  your  Heads  together, 
My  felf  had  notice  of  your  Conventicles, 
And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefs  Lifeo 
I  mill  not  want  falfe  Witnefs  to  condemn  mei 
Nor  ftore  of  Treafons  to  augment  my  Guilt  i 
The  ancient  Proverb  will  be  well  effected, 

JA  Staff  ii  quickly  found  to  beat  a  Dog. 
Car.  My  Liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable^ 

If  thofe  that  care  to  keep  your  Royal  Ferfon 

From  Treafon's  fecret  Knife,  and  Traitor's  Rage^ 
Be  thus  upbraided,'  chid  and  rated  at, 
And  the  Offender  granted  fcope  of  Speech, 

'Twill  make  them  cool  in  Zeal  unto  your  Grace.' 
Sufi  Hath  he  not  twit  our  Sovereign  Lady  here: 

With  ignominious  Words,  though  Clarkly  couchtf 
As  if  (he  had  fuborned  fome  tofwear 

Falfe  Al'egarionsto  o'erthrow  his  Stated 

<2v  Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  Lofer  le&vb  %o  'thidei ill 
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Glo.  Far  truer  fpoke  than  meant;  I  lofe  indeed, 

Bern  re  w  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  falfe; 
And  well  fuch  Lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Buck*  He'll  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all  day. 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  Prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  fure. 
Glo,  Ah,  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his  Crutch, 

Before  his  Legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  Body  ; 
Thus  is  the  Shepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide,    » 
And  Wolves  are  gnarling,  who  fhall  gnaw  thee  firfT. 
Ah  that  my  fear  were  falfe,  ah  that  it  were; 

For  good  King  Henry,  thy  Decay  I  fear.  [Exit. 
K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  what  to  your  Wifdom  feemeth  beft, 

Do  or  undo,  as  if  our  felf  were  here. 

ChMar.  What,  will  your  Highnefs  leave  the  Parliament? 

K,  Henry.  Ay  Margaret :  My  Heart  is  drown'd  with  Grief, 
Whofe  Fiood  begins  to  flow  within  my  Eyes; 
My  Body  round  engirt  with  Mifery ; 
For  what's  more  miferable  than  Difcontent? 
Ah  Uncle,  Humphry*  in  thy  Face  I  fee 
The  Map  of  Honour,  Truth,  and  Loyalty : 
And  yet,  good  Humphry,  is  the  hour  to  come, 

That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  Faith. 
What  lowring  Star  now  envies  thy  eftate? 
That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen, 
Do  feek  fubverfion  of  thy  harmlefs  Life, 
That  never  didft  them  wrong,  nor  no  Man  wrong : 
And  as  the  Butcher  takes  away  the  Calf, 
And  binds  the  Wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  ftrays, 

Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  Slaughter-houfe ; 
Even  fo  remorflefs  have  they  born  him  hence: 
And  as  the  Dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  j  her  harmlefs  young  one  went, 

And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  Darling's  lofs; 
Even  fo  my  felf  bewails  good  Gtifters  cafe, 

With  fad  unhelpful  Tears;  and  with  dim'd  Eyes, 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good : 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  Enemies. 

His  Fortunes  I  will  weep,  and  'twixt  each  Groan, 
Say,  who's  a  Traitor/  Glffter  he  is  none.  [Exitl 

Vol.  III.  LI  8^Mar. 
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O.  Mar.  Free  Lords : 

Cola  Snow  melts  with  the  Sun's  hot  Beams, 
Henry >  my  Lord,  is  cold  in  great  Affairs, 
Too-full  of  foolifh  pity;  and  Glofters  mew 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  Crocodile 
With  forrow  fnares  relenting  PalTengers: 

Or  as  the  Snake,  loll'd  in  a  flowry  Bank, 
Wirh  mining  chtcker*d  Slough,  dorh  (ling  a  Child, 
That  for  the  Beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I, 

And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  Wit  good, 
This  Glofter  mould  be  quickly  rid  the  World, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.  That  he  mould  die,  is  worthy  policy, 
But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  Death: 

'Tis  meet  he  be  condemned  by  courfe  of  Law* 
Suf.  But  in  my  Mind,  that  were  no  policy; 

The  King  will  'abour  ftilLto  five  his  Life, 
The  Commons  haply  rife  to  fave  his  Life; 
Ard  yet  we  have  but  trivial  Argument, 
More  than  Mift  uft,  that  (hews  him  worthy  Death, 

York.  S  uhat  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  die, 
Sufr  Ah  York,  no  Man  alive,  fo  fain  as  I. 
York.  Tis  York,  that  hith  more  reafon  for  his  Death. 

But  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you  my  Lord  of  SuffolJ^ 
Say  a*-  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  Souls: 

Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  Eagle  were  fet 
To  guard  the  Chicken  from  a  hungry  Kite, 

As  place  Duke  Humphry  for  the  King's  Protector? 
QJMar.  So  the  poor  Chicken  mould  be  fure  of  Death* 

Suf.  Midam,  "tis  true;  and  wer't  not  madnefsthen,: 
To  make  the  Fox  Surveyor  of  the  Fold  ? 

Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  Murtherer, 
His  Guilt  mould  be  but  idly  potted  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 
No;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  Fox, 

Bv  Nature  prov'd  an  Enemy  to  the  Flock, 
Before  his  Chaps  be  ftain'd  with  Crimfon  Bloody 

As  Humphry  prov'd  by  Reafons  to  my  Liege. 
And  do  not  iland  on  Quillets  how  to  flay  him : 
Be  it  by  Ginns,  by  Snares,  by  Subtilty, 

Sleeping 
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Sleeping,  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
$o  he  be  dead ;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Wibjch  mates  him  firft,  that  firft  intends  deceit. 

O.  filar.  Thrice  noble  Suffolk^  'tisrefolutely  fpokd. 
Sfif.  Not  refolute,  except  fo  much  were  done  ,* 

For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldom  meant ; 
But  that  my  Heart  accordeth  with  my  Tongue, 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preferve  my  Sovereign  from  his  Foe, 
Say  hut  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  Prieft. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk 

E'er  you  can  take  due  Orders  for  a  Prieft  : 
Say  you  confent,  and  cenfure  well  the  Deed; 

And  I'll  provide  his  Executioner, 
I  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  Liege. 

Saf.  Here  is  my  Hand,  the  Deed  is  worthy  doing, 
O^Mar.   And  fo  fay  I. 

,    Torl^.  And  I;  and  now  we  three  have  fpoke  if, 
It  skills  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Enter  a  Pofl. 

Pofl.  Great  Lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain 
To  fignifie  that  Rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englifomen  unto  the  Sword ; 
Send  Succours,  Lords,  and  flop  the  Rage  betime, 
Before  the  Wound  do  grow  incurable  ; 
For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Car.  A  Breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  ftop0 
What  Counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  Caufe? 

York.  That  Somerfet  be  fent  a  Regent  thither  i 

'Tis  meet  the  lucky  Ruler  be  imploy'd, Witnefs  the  Fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 

Som.  If  Yorkj  with  all  his  far-fet  Policy, 
Had  been  the  Regent  there,  inftead  of  mej 
He  never  would  have  ftaid  in  France  fo  long. 
,    Tort's  No,  not  to  Iofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done* 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  Life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  Diftionour  home, 

Py  ftaying  there  fo  long,  'till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  Scar  chara&er'd  on  thy  Skin  : 
Mens  Fleih  preferv'd  fo  whole,  do  feldom  wini 

1  %  Q^Mar. 
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CKMar.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  Fire, 
If  Wind  and  Fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with: 
No  more,  good  York ;  fweet  Somerfet  be  (till. 
Thy  fortune,  York,  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there, 

Might  haply  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 
York?  What,  worfe  than  naught?  nay,  then  a  fhame  take 
Som.  And  in  the  number,  thee  that  wifheft  Shame.       [all. 
Car.  My  Lord  of  York^  try  what  your  Fortune  is. 

Th/  uncivil  Kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  Arms, 
And  temper  Clay  with  Blood  of  Engliftmen, 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  Band  of  Men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  Country  fome, 
And  try  your  hap  againft:  the  Irishmen  ? 

York.  I  will,  my  Lord,  fo  pleafe  hisMajefly. 
Suf.  Why,  our  Authority  is  his  Confent, 

And  what  we  do  eftablifh  he  confirms; 
Then,  Noble  Yorh^  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 

York.  I  am  content :  Provide  me  Soldiers,  Lords. 
Whiles  I  take  Order  for  mine  own  Affairs. 

Sufi.  A  charge,  Lord  Tin^thatl  will  fee  perform'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Humphry. 

Car.  No  more  of  him  ;  fori  will  deal  with  him, 
That  henceforth  he  mall  trouble  us  no  more  : 

And  fo  break  off,  the  Day  is  almofr.  fpenr, 
Lord  Suffolk  you  a^d  I  muft  talk  of  that  Event. 

York*  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^  within  fourteen  Days 
At  Brifiol  I  expect  my  Soldiers, 

For  there  I'll  Ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 
Sufi.  I'll  fee  it  truly  done,  my  Lord  of  York.       \_Exennt. Manet  York. 

York,  Now  Yorkj  or  never,  fteel  thy  fearful  Thoughts, 
And  change  Mifdoubt  to  Refolution: 

Be  that  thou  hop'ft  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 
Refign  to  Death,  it  is  not  worth  th'  enjoying: 
Let  pale-fac'd  Fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  Man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  Royal  Heart. 

Fafter  than  Spring-time  mowers,  comes  thought  on  thought, 
And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  Dignity. 
My  Brain,  more  bufie  than  the  labouring  Spider, 
Weaves  tedious  Snares  to  trap  mine  Enemies. 

Well  Nobles,  well,-  'tis  politickly  done, 
To 



King  Henry  VI.  i45>j 
To  fend  me  packing  with  an  Hoft  of  Men : 
I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  Snake, 
Who  cheriflvd  in  your  Breafts,  will  fting  your  Hearts. 

3Twas  Men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me; 
I  take  it  kindly;  yet  be  well  affur'd, 
You  put  (harp  Weapons  in  a  mad  Man's  Hands* 
Whilft  I  in  Ireland  nourifli  a  mighty  Band, 
I  will  ftir  up  in  England  fome  black  Storm, 
Shall  blow  ten  thoufand  Souls  to  Heaven  or  Hell  .* 
And  this  fell  Tempeft  fhall  not  ceafe  to  rage, 
Until  the  golden  Circuit  on  my  Head 

Like  to  the  glorious  Sun's  tranfparent  Beams, 
Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-brain'd  Flaw. 
And  for  aMimfter  of  my  intent, 

I  have  feduc'd  a  headftrong  Kentifo  Man, 
John  Cade  o£  Ajhford^ 
To  make  Commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 
Under  the  Title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofe  himfelf  again  ft  a  Troop  of  Kerns, 

And  fought  fo  long,  'till  that  his  Thighs  with  Darts 
Were  almoft  like  a  fharp-quill'd  Porcupine: 
And  in  the  end  being  refcued,  I  have  feen 
Him  caper  upright,  like  a  wild  Morifco, 
Shaking  the  bloody  Darts,  as  he  his  Bells. 

Full  often,  like  a  liiae-hair'd  crafty  Kern, 
Hath  he  converfed  with  the  Enemy, 
And  undifcovered  come  to  me  again, 
And  given  me  notice  of  their  Villanies. 
This  Devil,  here,  fhall  be  my  Subftitute; 
For  that  John  Mortimer^  which  is  now  dead, 
In  Face,  in  Gate,  in  Speech  he  doth  referable. 
By  this  I  fhall  perceive  the  Commons  Mind, 
How  they  atTed:  the  Houfe  and  Claim  of  fork. 

Say  he  be  taken,  rack'd  and  tortured ; 
I  know  no  pain  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 

Will  make  him  fay,  I  mov'd  him  to  thofe  Arms.^ 
S,ay  that  he  thrive,  as  'tis  great  like  he  will, 
Why  then  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  ftrength^ 

And  reap  the  Harveft  which  that  Rafcal  fow'd  : 

LI  3  F& 
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For  Humphry  being  dead,  as  he  ihall  be, 

And  Henry  put  a-part  ;  the  next  for  me.  [Exit* 
Enter  two  or  three  running  over  the  Stage,  from  the  Mnr~ 

the?  of  Duke  Humphry. 
1.  Run  to  my  Lord  of  Suffolk^  let  him  know 

We  have  dilpatch'd  the  Duke,  as  he  commanded. 
2.  Oh  that  it  were  to  do:  What  have  we  done? 

Didft  ever  hear  a  Man  fo  penitent? 
Enter  Suffolk, 

i .  Here  comes  my  Lord. 
Sufi  Now,  Sirs,  have  you  difpatcht  this  thing? 

i.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  he's  dead. 
Suf.  Why,  that's  well  laid.     Go,  get  you  to  my  Houfe, 

I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  Deed: 
The  King  and  all  the  Peers  are  here  at  hand. 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  Bed?  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  Directions? 

i.  Yes  my  good  Lord. 

Sufi  Away,  begone.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Henry,   the  Queen,  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  So- 
me rfet,  wtth  .Attendants. 

K.  Henry.  Go  call  our  Uncle  to  our  prefence  ftraight: 
Say  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to  day, 

If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publifhed. 
Sufi  1 11  call  him  presently,  my  Noble  Lord.  [Exit* 
K.  Henry.  Lords  take  your  Places  ;  and  I  pray  you  all 

proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainfl:  our  Uncle  Glo'Jhr, 
Than  from  true  evidence  of  good  efteem, 

He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 
O.Afar,  God  forbid  any  Malice  mould  prevail* 

That  faiiitlefs  may  condemn  a  Nobleman: 
Pray  God  he  may  acquit  him  of  Sufpicion. 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  thee  AW/,  thefe  Words  content  me  much. 
Enter  Suffolk. 

How  now?  why  look'ft  thou  pale?  why  trembleftthou? 
Where  is  our  U.ikle?  what's  the  matter, Suffolk}. 

Sufi  Dead  in  his  Bed,  my  Lord,  Glofter  is  dead. 
O.  Afar.  Marry  God  forfend. 

Car.  God's  fecret  Judgment :  I  did  dream  to  Nighr? 
The  Duke  wasdumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word.  \_IC  fwbont. 

<XMar.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?  Help  Lords,  the  King  is  dead. 
§om«  Rear  up  his  Body,  wring  him  by  the  Nofe.     ChMar; 
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Q^Mar.  Run,  go,  help, help:  Oh  Henry,  ope  thine  Eyes. 
Snf.  He  doth  revive  again,  Madam  be  patient. 
K.Henry.   Oh  Heavenly  God! 
O.  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  Lord? 
Sttf.  Comfort  my  Sovereign,  gracious  Henry  comfort. 
K.Henry.  What,  doth  my  Lord  of  Suffolk^  comfort  me? 

Came  he  right  now  to  fing  a  Raven's  Note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  Powers: 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  Wren, 
By  crying  Comfort  from  a  hollo  a  Breaft, 
Can  chafe  away  the  fir  ft  conceived,  found? 

Hide  not  thy  poyfon  with  fuch  flgar'd  Words, 
Lay  not  thy  Hands  on  me;  forbear  I  fay, 

Their  touch  affrights  me  as  a  Serpent's  fting. 
Thou  baleful  MefTenger,  out  of  my  fight : 
Upon  thy  Eye-balls  murderous  Tyrsnny 
Sits  in  grim  Majefty,  to  fright  the  World. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  Eyes  are  wounding; 
Yet  do  not  go  away  ;  come,  Bafilisk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  Gazer  with  thy  fight: 
For  in  the  made  of  Death,  I  fhall  find  Joy; 

In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Glo'fters  dead. 
Ch  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  Lord  of  Suffolkiluii*. 

Although  the  Duke  v/as  Enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he  moft  Chriftian-like  laments  his  Death; 
And  for  my  felf,  Foe  as  he  was  to  me, 

Might  liquid  Tears,  or  heart-ofFending  Groans, 
Or  blood-confuming  fighs  recal  his  Life; 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  Groars, 
Look  pale  as  Pimrofe,  with  blood-drinking  fi^hs, 
And  ail  to  have  the  Noble  Duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  World  may  deem  of  me? 
For  it  is  known  we  were  but  hollow  Friends: 

It  may  be  judg'd  I  made  the  Duke  away, 
So  fhall  my  Name  with  Slander'sTon^ue  be  wounded, 
Aod  Princes  Courts  be  filled  with  Reproach.* 
This  get  I  by  his  death:  Aye  me  unhapoy, 

To  be  a  Queen,  and  crown'd  with  Infamy. 
Km  Henry.  Ah  woe  is  me  for  Gtijler,  wretched  Man. 
Q^Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 

Y£Jiar.  doft  thou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  Face? 
LI  4  I 
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I  am  no  loathfome  Leper,  look  on  me. 
What,  art  thou  like  an  Adder  waxen  deaf  f 
Be  poyfonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Queen. 

Is  all  thy  Comfort  (hut  in  Glower's  Tomb? 
Why  then  Dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  Joy. 
Ered:  his  Statue,  and  do  worfhiptoit, 
And  make  my  Image  but  an  Ale-houfe  fign. 
Was  I  for  this  nigh  wreckt  upon  the  Sea, 

And  twice  by  aukward  Wind  from  England's  Bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  Native  Clime  ? 
What  beaded  this?  but  well  fore-warning  Wind 

Did  feem  to  fay,  Seek  not  a  Scorpion's  Nell:, 
Nor  fet  a  footing  on  this  unkind  Shoar, 
What  did  I  then  \  but  curft  the  gentle  gufts, 

And  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  Brazen  Caves, 

And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blefTed  fhoar, 
Or  turn  our  Stern  upon  a  dreadful  Rock: 
Yet  z^EoIhs  would  not  be  a  Murtherer, 
But  left  that  hateful  Office  unto  thee. 

The  pretty  vaulting  Sea  refus'd  to  drown  me, 
Knowing  that  thou  wouldft  have  me  drown'd  on  fhoar 
With  Tears  as  fait  as  Sea,  through  thy  unkindnefs. 

The  fplitting  Rocks  cower'd  in  the  finking  Sands, 
And  would  not  dam  me  with  their  ragged  fides, 
Becaufe  thy  flinty  Heart,  more  hard  than  they, 

Might  in  thy  Palace  perifh  Margaret*. 
As  far  as  I  could  ken  thy  Chalky  Cliffs, 
When  from  thy  fhoar  the  Tempeft  beat  us  back, 
I  flood  upon  the  Hatches  in  the  Storm, 
And  when  the  dusky  Sky  began  to  rob 

My  earneft  gaping  fight  of  the  Land's  view, 
I  took  a  coftly  Jewel  from  my  Neck, 
A  Heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  Diamonds, 

And  threw  it  towards  thy  Land;  the  Sea  received  it, 
And  fo  I  wifh'd  thy  Body  might  my  Heart : 
And  even  with  this  I  loft  fair  England 's  view, 
And  bid  mine  Eyes  be  packing  with  my  Heart, 

^nd  call'd  them  blind  and  dusky  Spe&acles, 
For  lofing  ken  of  .Albion's  wifhed  Coaft. 
How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffoll^s  Tongue 
(The  Agent  of  thy  foul  Inconftancy^ 

To 
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To  fit  and  watch  me,  as  Afcanius  did, 
When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 

His  Father's  A&s,  commenc'd  in  burning  Troy9 Ami  not  witcht  like  her?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him? 

Ah  me,  I  can  no  more:  Dye  Margaret^ 
For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  didft  live  fo  long. 

JVoife  within.  Enter  War  wick,  and  many  Commons. 
War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Sovereign, 

That  good  Duke  Humphry  traiteroufly  is  murther'd 
By  Suffolk^  and  the  Cardinal  Beauford*s  means : 
The  Commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  Bees 
That  want  their  Leader,  fcatter  up  and  down, 
And  care  not  who  they  fling  in  his  revenge. 

My  felf  have  calm'd  their  fpleenful  Mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  Death. 

K.  Henry.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwie^  'tis  too  true, 
But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry. 
Enter  his  Chamber,  view  his  breathlefs  Corps, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  Death. 

War.  That  I  (hall  do,  my  Liege:  Stay, Salisbury , 
With  the  rude  Multitude,  'till  I  return. 
K.  Henry.  O  thou  that  judgeft  all  things,  flay  my  Thoughts; 

My  Thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuade  my  Soul, 

Some  violent  Hands  were  laid  on  Humphry's  Life  .• 
If  my  fufped:  be  falfe,  forgive  me  God, 
For  Judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  Lips, 
With  twenty  thoufand  Kiffes,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  Face  an  Ocean  of  fait  Tears, 
To  tell  my  Love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  Trunk, 
And  with  my  Fingers  feel  his  Hand  unfeeling  : 
But  all  in  vain  are  thefe  mean  Obiequies. 

[Bed  -with  Glo'fter'j  Body  put  forth. 
And  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthly  Image: 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  Sorrow  greater  ? 

War.  Come  hither,  gracious  Sovereign,  view  this  Body. 
K.  Henry.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  Grave  is  made : 

For  with  his  Soul  fled  all  my  worldly  folace; 
For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  Life  is  Death, 

War.  As  furely  as  my  Soul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King  that  took  our  ftate  upon  him, To 
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To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  Curfe, I  do  believe  that  violent  Hands  were  Lid 

Upon  the  Life  of  this  thrice- famed  Duke. 
Sufi  A  dreadful  Oath,  fworn  with  a  folemn  Tongue: 

What  inftance  gives  Lord  Warwick  for  his  Vow? 
War.  See  how  the  Blood  is  fettled  in  his  Face. 

Oft  have  I  feen  a  timely  pared  Ghoft, 
Of  amy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  bloodlefs, 
Being  all  defcended  to  the  labouring  Heart, 
Who  in  the  Conflict  that  it  holds  with  Death, 

Attracts  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainft  the  Enemy, 
Which  with  the  Heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  returneth 
To  blufh  and  beautify  the  Cheek  again. 

But  fee,  his  Face  is  black,  and' full  of  Blood, 
His  Eye»balls  further  out,  than  when  he  lived, 

Staring  full  gaftly,  like  a  ftrangled  Man  ,• 

His  Hair  up  rear'd,  his  Noflrils  ftretch'd  with  ftrugling, 
His  Hands  abroad  difpJay'd,  as  one  that  grafpt 
And  tugg'd  for  Life,  and  was  by  ftrength  fubdued. 
Look  on  the  Sheets,  his  Hair,  you  fee,  is  flicking ; 
His  well-proportior/d  Beard,  made  rough  and  rugged, 

Like  to  the  Summer's  Corn  by  Tempeft  lodged : 
It  cannot  be  but  he  was  murdered  here, 
The  leaft.  of  all  thefe  figns  were  probable. 

Sufi  Why  Warwick^  who  fhould  do  the  Duke  to  death? 
My  felf  and  Beauford  had  him  in  prote&ron, 
And  we,  I  hope,  Sirs,  are  no  Murtherers. 

War.  But  both  of  you  have  vow'd  Duke  Humphry* 's  death ; 
And  you,  forfooth,  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep  : 
Tis  like  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  Friend, 

And  'tis  well  feen  he  found  an  Enemy. 
Q^Mar.  Then  you  belike  fufped  thefe  Noblemen, 

As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphry's  timelefs  death. 
War.  Who  finds  the  Heifer  dead,  and  bleeding  frelh, 

And  fees  faft  by  a  Butcher  with  an  Ax, 

But  will  fufpect  'twas  he  that  made  the  (laughter? 
Who  finds  the  Partridge  in  the  Puttock's  Neft, 
Bat  may  imagine  how  the  Bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  Kite  foar  with  unbloodied  Beak? 
Sven  fo  fufpicious  is  this  Tragedy, 

Q.  Mar* 
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O^Mar*  Are'you  the  Butcher,  Suffolk]  w here's  the  Knife  ? 
Js  B^auford  term'd  a  Kite?  where  are  his  Talions? 

Suf.  I  wear  no  Knife,  to  (laughter  fleeping  Men? 

Bur  here's  a  'vengeful  Sword,  rufted  with  eafe, 
Th  .  uiall  be  fcoured  in  his  rancorous  Heart, 

That  iianders  me  with  Murther's  Crirafon  Badge. 
Say,  if  thou  difft,  proud  Lord  of  Warwickshire, 

That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphry's  death. 
Wur.  What  dares  not  Warwick^  if  F&Ke  Suffoll^dire  him. 
O^Mar.  He  dare  not  calm  his  contumelious  Spirit, 

Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  Controller, 

Tho'S^o/^dare  him  twenty  thonfand  times. 
War.  Madam  be  ft  ill;  with  reverence  may  I  fay, 

For  every  word  you  (peak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  (lander  to  your  Royal  Dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt-witted  Lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour, 

If  ever  Lady  wrong'd  her  Lord  fo  much, 
Thy  Mother  took  into  her  blameful  Bed 

Some  (tern  untutor'd  Churl ;  and  noble  Stock 
Was  graft  with  Crab-tree  (lip,  whofe  Fruit  thou  art, 
And  never  of  the  NeviVs  Noble  Race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  Murther  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  fhould  rob  the  Deaths-man  of  his  Fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  Shames, 

And  that  my  Sovereign's  prefence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfe  murd'rous  Coward,  on  thy  Knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  paflcd  Speech, 

And  fay,  it  was  thy  Mother  that  thou  meant'ft; 
That  thou  thy  felf  waft  born  in  Baftardy : 
And  after  all  this  fearful  Homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  kr.d  thy  Soul  to  Hell, 
Pernicious  Blood  fucker  of  deeping  Men, 

Suf.  Thou  (halt  be  waking,  while  I  fhed  thy  Blood. 

If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 
War.  Away  even  now,  cr  I  wil]  drag  thee  hence, 

Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thse, 
And  do  fome  fervice  to  Dt  kc  Humphry's  Ghoft.       [Exeunt, 
'K.Henry.  What  ftronger  Breaft-platethan  a  Heart  untainted  ? 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  Quarrel  juft  ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lockt  up  in  Steel, 
Whofe  ConfcisD.ee  with  Injuftice  is  corrupted*  \d  wife  within, 

r  "    """      *  '  '■"■•*■'-  O.Mar, 
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O^Mar.  What  noife  is  this? 
Enter  Suffolk  and  Warwick,  with  their  Weapons  drawn. 
K.  Henry.  Why  how  now,  Lords  ? 

Your  wrathful  Weapons  drawn, 
Here  in  our  prefence !  Dare  you  be  fo  bold  ? 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

Suf.  The  trait'rous  Warwick^  with  the  Men  of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Sovereign. 

Enter  Salisbury, 

SaL  Sirs,  ftand  apart,  the  King  mall  know  your  Mind, 
Dread  Lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  Lord  Suffolk  ftraight  be  put  to  death, 

Or  bammed  fair  England's  Territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  Palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  lingring  death. 

They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphry  dy'd  ; 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  Highnefs  death; 
And  mere  inftincl:  of  Love  and  Loyalty, 
Free  from  a  ftubborn  oppofite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking9 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  Baniihment. 

They  fay,  in  care  of  your  mod  Royal  Perfon, 
That  if  your  Highnefs  mould  intend  to  fleep, 
And  charge  that  no  Man  mould  difturb  your  reft, 
In  pain  of  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death; 
Yet  notwithftanding  fuch  a  ftrange  Edi&, 
Where  there  is  a  Serpent  feen  with  forked  Tongue, 
That  flyly  glided  towards  your  Majefty, 

It  were  but  necelTary  you  were  wak'd; 
Left  being  fuffer'd  in  that  harmlefs  flumber, 
The  mortal  Worm  might  make  the  Sleep  Eternal : 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid, 

That  they  will  guard  you  whe're  you  will  or  no, 
From  fuch  fell  Serpents  as  falfe  Suffolk  is ; 
With  whofe  invenomed  and  fatal  fting, 
Your  loving  Uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 
They  fay,  is  fhamefully  bereft  of  Life.  \Salisbury. 

Commons  within.  An  Anfwer  from  the  King,  my  Lord  of 

Suf.  'Tis  like  the  Commons,  rude  unpolifht  Hinds, 
Could  fend  fuch  Meflage  to  their  Sovereign : 

But  you,  my  Lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd, 
To 
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To  fhew  how  queint  an  Orator  you  are. 
But  all  the  honour  Salisbury  hath  won, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  Lord  AmbafTador 

Sent  from  a  fort  of  Tinkers  to  the  King. 
Within.  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  or  we  will  all  break 

in. 

K.  Henry.  Go  Salisbury^  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care, 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 
Yet  fure  my  Thoughts  do  hourly  prophefie 

Mifchance  unto  my  State  by  Suffolk?*  means. 
And  therefore  by  his  Majefty  I  fwear, 
Whofe  far-unworthy  Deputy  I  am, 
He  fhall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  Air, 
But  three  Days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

£K  Mar.  Oh  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk. 
K.  Henry.  Ungentle  Queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk* 

No  more,  I  fay;  if  thou  doft  plead  for  him, 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  Wrath. 
Had  I  but  faid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word; 
But  when  I  fwear  it  is  irrevocable  : 

If  after  three  Days  fpace  thou  here  be'ft  found, 
On  any  ground  that  I  am  Ruler  of, 
The  World  (hall  not  be  Ranfome  for  thy  Life. 
Come  Warwick^  come  good  Warwick^  go  with  m« ; 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee.  [_Exit. 

(XMar.  Mifchance  and  Sorrow  go  along  with  you, 
Hearts  Difcontent,  and  four  Affli&ion, 

Be  Play-fellows  to  keep  you  company : 

There's  two  of  you,  the  Devil  made  a  third, 
And  three-fold  Vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps. 

Suf.  Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefe  Execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suffblk^tzke  his  heavy  leave. 

O^  Mar.  Fie  coward  Woman,  and  foft-hearted  wretch, 
Halt  thou  not  Spirit  to  curfe  thine  Enemy? 

Suf  A  Plague   upon  them;    wherefore  fhoud  I  curfe 
them? 

Would  Curfes  kill,  as  doth  the  Mandrakes  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  fearching  terms, 
As  curft,  as  har ill,  and  horrible  to  hear, 

Delivered  ftrongly  through  my  fixed  Teeth, 

With 
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With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  Hate, 

As  lean-fae'd  Envy  in  her  loathfome  Cave. 
My  Tongue  mould  ftumble  in  mine  earneft  words? 
Mine  Eyes  mould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  Flint, 
Mine  Hair  be  fixt  an  end,  as  one  diftra<5r,: 

Ay,  every  Joint  mould  feem  to  Curfe  and  Ban, 
And  even  now  my  burthen'd  Heart  would  break, 
Should  I  not  curfe  them.     Poifon  be  their  "Drink, 
Gall,  worfe  than  Gall,  the  daintieft  that  they  tafte, 
Their  fweeteft  fhade,  a  Grove  of  Cyprefs  Trees, 

Their  chiefeft  Profped,  murd'ring  Bafilisks, 
Their  forteft  Touch,  as  fmart  as  Lizards  ftings, 

Their  Mufick,  frightful  as  the  Serpents 'hifs, 
And  boading  Screech-Owls,  make  the  Confort  full. 
And  the  foul  Terrors  in  dark-feated  Hell   

O^Mar.  Enough,  fweet  Suffolk,  thou  torment'ft  thy  felf^ 
And  thefe  dread  Curfes,  like  the  Sun  'gainft  Glafs, 
Or  like  an  overcharged  Gun,  recoil, 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thy  felf. 

Suf.  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave? 
Now  by  the  ground  that  I  am  baniuYd  from, 

Well  could  I  curfe  away  a  Winter's  Night, 
Though  {landing  naked  on  a  Mountain  top, 
Where  biting  Gold  would  never  let  Grafs  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport. 

CK  Mar.  Oh,  let  me  intreat  thee  ceafe,  give  me  thy  handj 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  Tears; 

Nor  let  the  Rain  of  Heav'n  wet  this  place, 
To  warn  away  my  woful  Monuments. 
Oh,  could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  Hand, 

That  thou  might'ft  think  upon  thefe  by  the  Seal, 
Through  whom  a  thoufand  Sighs  are  breath'd  for  tKee. 
So  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  Grief, 

5Tis  but  furmiz'd  whilft  thou  art  ftanding  by, 
As  one  that  Surfeits,  thinking  on  a  want : 

I  will  repeal  thee,  or  be  well  afTiir'd, 
Adventure  to  be  banifhed  my  felf: 
And  banifhed  I  am,  if  but  from  thee 

Go,  fpeak  not  to  me  ;  even  now  be  gone      ̂  
Oh  go  not  yet   Even  thus,  two  Friends  condemn'd 
Embrace,  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  Leaves* 

Loathel 
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Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die: 
Yet  now  farewet,  and  farewel  Life  with  thee. 

Sufi  Thus  i*  poor  Suffblk^ten  times  banifhed, 
Once  by  'he  K  ng,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee, 

'Tis  not  the  La.  d  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence, 
A  Wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffoil^hzd  thy  heavenly  Company, 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  World  it  felf, 
With  every  fever  al  Pleafure  in  the  World: 
And  where  thou  art  not,  Defolation. 

I  can  io  mor   Live  thou  to  joy  thy  Life; 
My  felf  no  Joy  in  ought,  but  that  thou  liv'ft. Enter  Vaux. 

O^  Mar,  Whither  goes  Faux  fo  faft  \   what  News,   I 
prithee? 

Vaux.  To  (ignifie  unto  his  Majefty, 
That  Cardinal  Beauford  is  at  the  point  of  death: 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  Sicknefs  took  him, 
That  makes  him  ̂ afp*  and  ftare,  and  catch  the  Air, 
Blafp^eming  God,  and  curling  Men  on  Earth. 
Sometimes  he  talks,  as  if  Duke  Humphry  %  Ghoft 
Were  by  his  fide;  fometimes  he  calls  the  King, 
And  whifpers  to  his  Pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  Soul : 
And  I  am  fint  to  tell  his  Majefty, 
1  hat  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  Kim, 

Q^Mar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  MefTage  to  the  King.  \Exit. 
Ay  me !  what  is  this  World  ?  what  News  are  thefe  ? 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hours  poor  lofs, 

Omitting  Suffolk  Exile,  my  Soul's  Treafure  ? 
Why  only,  Suffolk^  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
And  with  the  Southern  Clouds,  contend  in  tears? 
Theirs  for  the  Earths  increafe;  mine  for  my  Sorrows. 

Now  get  thee  hence,  the  King  thou  know'ft  is  coming* 
If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live, 
And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe, 
But  hke  a  pleafant  (lumber  in  thy  lap? 
Here  comd  I  breathe  my  Soul  into  the  Air* 

As  mild  and  gentle,  as  the  Gradle-babe* Dying 
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Dying  with  Mother's  Dug  between  its  Lips. 
Where,  from  thy  fight,  I  mould  be  raging  mad, 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  Eyes ; 
To  have  thee  with  thy  Lips  to  flop  my  Mouth ; 
So  mouldft  thou  either  turn  my  flying  Soul, 
Or  I  mould  breathe  it  Co  into  thy  Body, 
And  then  it  lives  in  fweet  Elyfium, 
To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jeft, 
From  thee  to  die,  were  torture  more  than  death; 
Oh  let  me  fray,  befal  what  may  befal. 

ChMar.  Away;  though  parting  be  a  fretful  Corrofive, 
It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 
To  France,  fweet  Suffolk}  let  me  hear  from  thee  : 

For  wherefoe'er  thou  art  in  this  World's  Globe, 
I'll  have  an  Iris  that  (hall  find  thee  our. 

Suf,  I  go. 
Q^Mar,  And  take  my  Heart  with  thee. 

Suf  A  Jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'ft  Casket 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth, 
Even  as  a  fplitted  Bark,  fofunder  we; 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

O^  Mar,  This  way  for  me.  [Exeunt  fever  ally. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  to  the  Cardinal 

in  Bed, 

K,  Henry,  How  fares  my  Lord  ?   Speak  Beauford  to  thy 
Soveraign. 

Car,  If  thou  beeft  Death,  I'll  give  thee  England's  Treafure, 
Enough  to  purchafe  fuch  another  I  Hand, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K,  Henry,  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  Life, 

Where  Death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible  / 
War,  Beauford,  it  is  thy  Soveraign  fpeaks  to  thee. 
Car,  Bring  me  unto  my  Trial  when  you  will. 

Dy'd  he  not  in  his  Bed?  where  mould  he  die? 
Can  I  make  Men  live  where  they  will  or  no? 
Oh  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs   
Alive  again.?  Then  mew  me  where  he  is: 

I'll  give  a  thoufand  Pound  to  look  upon  him   
He  hath  no  Eyes,  the  Dull:  hath  blinded  them: 
Combe  down  his  Hair ;  look,  look,  it  ftands  upright, Like 
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Like  Lime-twigs  fet  to  catch  my  winged  Soul  : 

Give  me  fome  drink,  and  bid  th1  Apothecary 
Bring  the  flrong  Poifon  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  Heav'ns, 
Look  with  a  gentle  Eye  upon  this  Wretch, 
Oh  beat  away  the  butie  medling  Fiend, 

That  lays  ftrong  Siege  unto  this  Wretch's  Sou], 
And  from  his  Bofom  purge  this  black  defpair. 

War.  See  how  the  Pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grin* 
Sal.   Difturb  him  not,  let  him  pafs  peaceably. 

K.  Henry*  Peace  to  his  Soul,  if  God's  good  pleaf  ure  be* 
Lord  Card'nal,  if  thou  think'fl:  on  HeavVs  blifs, 
Hold  up  thy  Hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  Sign:  Oh  God  forgive  him. 

War.  So  bad  a  Death  argues  a  monftrous  Life. 
K.Henry.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  Sinners  all. 

Clofe  up  his  Byes,  and  draw  the  Curtain  clofe, 
And  let  us  all  to  Meditation.  \Exettnt* 
jttarum.    Fight  at  Sea*     Ordnance  gets  cjf.     Enter  Captain, 

W  litmore,   and    other  Pirates,   with  Suffolk    and  others 
Prtjoners. 
Coip*  The  gaudy  blabbing  and  remorfeful  day, 

Is  crept  i  ito  the  Bofom  of  the  Sea: 
And  now  loud  howling  Wolves  aroufe  the  Jades 
That  drag  the  Tragick  melancholy  Night: 
Wiio  with  their  drowfie,  flow,  and  Rigging  Wings 
Cleapdead  Mens  Graves;  and  from  their  miftyjaws* 
Breath  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  Air: 
Therefore  brine  forth  the  Soldiers  of  our  prize, 
Forwhilftour  Pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 
Here  fhall  they  make  their  Ranfom  on  the  Sand, 
Or  with  their  Blood  flain  this  difcolcmred  more* 

Mafter,  this  Prifoncr  freely  give  I  thee. 
And  thou  that  art  his  Mate,  make  Boot  of  this  s 
The  other,  Walter  Wlritmore,  is  thy  mare. 

1  Gen.  What  is  my  Ranfom,  Mafter,  let  me  know* 
Maft.  A  thoufand  Crown?,  or  elfe  lav  down  your  Head* 

Mate.  And  fo  much  fhall  you  give,  or  off  goes  yours. 
Whit.  What,  think  you  much  to  j>sy  icoo  Crowns^ 

And  bear  the  Name  and  Port  of  Gentlemen! 
Vol.  IH.  M  m  Cut 
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Cut  both  the  Villains  Throats,  for  die  you  Hi  all: 
Nor  can  thofe  lives  which  we  have  loft  in  fight, 
Be  counter-pois  d  with  fuch  a  petty  Sum; 

i  Gent.  1  11  give  it,  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  Life* 
z  Gent.  And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  ftraight. 
Whit*  I  loft  mine  Eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 

And  therefore  to  revenge  it,  (halt  thou  die,       [To  Suffolk* 
And  fo  ihould  thefe,  if  I  might  have  my  Will. 

Cap.  Be  not  fo  raih,  take  Ranfom,  let  him  live. 
Suf.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  Gentleman, 

Ra^e  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  ihalt  be  paid. 
Whit.  And  fo  am  I;  my  name  is  Walter  Whimore. 

How  now  ?-  why  ftart'ft  thou?  what,  doth  death  affright? 
Suf  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  Death : 

A  cunning  Man  did  calculate  my  Birth, 
And  told  me,  that  by  Water  I  ihould  die: 
Yer  let  not  this  nuke  thee  be  Bloody-minded, 
Th    name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  Gttakier  or  Walter,  which  it  is  I  care  not> 

Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  d. {honour  blur  our  Name, 
But  wrh  our  Sword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Theiefore,  when  Merchant- like  I  fell  revenge, 

Broke  be  my  Sword,,  my  Arms  torn  and  defac'dj 
And  I  proclaim'd  a  Coward  through  the  World. 

Suf.  S  ̂ y  W'tjitmore^  for  rhy  Prifoner  is  a  Prince, 
The  Duke  oj  Suffolk^  William  de  la  Pole. 

Whit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  muffled  up  in  Rags! 
Suf.  Ay,  but  thefe  Rags  are  no  part  of  the  Duke. 
Cap.    But  Jove  was  never  (lain  as  thou  (halt  be, 

O  foure  and  lowtie  Swain-   KSng  Henry's  Blood! 
Suf.   The  honourable  Blood  of  Lane 'after 

Muft  not  be  fried  by  fuch  a  jaded  Groom: 

Haft  thou  not  kifs'd  thy  Hand,  and  hddmyStirrop? 
Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  Foot-cloth  Mule, 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  fhook  my  Head. 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  Cup, 
Fed  from  my  Trencher,  kneeTd  down  at  the  Board, 
When  I  heave  feafted  with  Queen  Margaret\ 

Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  CrefWal'n, 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  Pride  s 

How 
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t-Iow  in  our  voiding  Lobby  haft  thou  flood. 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth? 
This  Hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 
And  therefore  mall  it  charm  thy  riotous  Tongue. 

Whit.  Speak  Captain,  mail  I  flab  the  forlorn  Swain? 
Cap.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me, 
Snf.  Bafe  Slave,  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  fo  art  thou„ 

i    Cap0  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  Long-boat's  iide^ Strike  off  his  Head. 

Suf.  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thy  own. 
Cap.  Pooky  Sir  Poole*  Lord  ? 

Ay  kennel-— puddle — fink,  whofe  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  Silver  Spring,  where  England  drinks: 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  Mouth, 
For  fwallowing  up  the  Treafure  of  the  Realm, 

Thy  Lips  that  kifs'd  the  Queen,  fhall  fweep  the  Ground  i 
And  thou  that  fmild'ft  at  good  Duke  Humphry's  Death-, 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  Winds  (halt  grin  in  vain, 
Who  in  contempt  fhall  hifs  at  thee  again. 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  Hags  of  HeU, 
For  daring  to  affie  a  mighty  Lord 
Unto  the  Daughter  of  a  worthlefs  King, 
Having  nor  Subject,  Wealth,  nor  DiademJ 
By  devilifh  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 

And  like  ambitious  Sjlla  over*gorg*d, 
With  gobbets  of  thy  Mother's  bleeding  Heart* 
By  thee  Anjou  and  Main  were  fold  to  France* 
The  falfe  revolting  Normans^  through  thee, 
Difdan  to  call  us  Lord,  and  P tear  die 

Hath  (lain  their  Governors,  furprii'd  our  Forts* 
And  fent  the  ra^ed  Soldiers  wounded  hornet 
The  Princely  Warwick^  and  the  Neviis  allj 
Whofe  dreadful  Swords  were  never  drawn  in  vain. 
As  hating  thee,  are  rifing  up  in  Arms. 
And  now  the  Houfe  of  T^r^thruft  from  the  Crown, 
By  fhameful  murther  of  a  gulldefs  King, 
An  J  lofty  proud  incroaching  Tyranny, 
Barns  with  revenging  Fire,  whofe  hopeful  colours 

Advance  our  half-fac'd  Sun,  ftriving  to  mines 
tJnder  the  which  is  tirritl  invlth  wMtikk 

Moil  The 
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The  Commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  Arms, 
And  to  conclude,  Reproach  and  Beggary 
Is  crept  into  the  Palace  of  our  King, 
And  all. by  thee;  away,  convey  him  hence. 

Suf.  O  that  I  were  a  God,  to  moot  forth  Thunder 
Upon  thefe  paltiy,  ferviie,  abj eel:  drudges: 
Small  things  make  bafe  Men  proud.  This  Villain  here, 
Being  Captain  of  a  Pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  Bargullus,  the  ftrong  Illjrian  Pirate. 
Drones  fuck  not  Eagks  Blood,  but  rob  Bee-hives. 
It  is  impoffible  that  I  mould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  Valid  as  thy  felf. 
Thy  words  move  Rage,  and  not  Remorfe  in  me: 

I  go  of  M'.flage  from  the  Queen  to  France: 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  Channel. 

Cap.  Water;  W.  come  Suffolk   I  muft  waft  thee  to  thy 
dea  h. 

Suf.  Gelidus  timor  occupat  arms,  it  is  thee  I  fear. 
Whit.  Thou  (bait  have  caufe  to  fear  before  I  leave  thee. 

What,  are  ye  daunted  now?  Now  will  you  (loop? 
i  Gent.  My  gracious  Lord  intreat  him  ;  fpeak  him  fair. 
Suf.  Suffolk^*  Imperial  Tongue  is  ftern  and  rough; 

Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  iliould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fliit ;  no,  rather  let  my  Head 
S  oop  to  the  Block,  than  thefe  Knees  bow  to  any, 

Save  to  the  Gcd  of  Heav'n,  and  to  my  King  j 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  Pole, 

Than  ftand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  Groom. 
True  Nobility  is  exempt  from  fear: 
More  can  I  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more ; 
Conae  Soldiers,  ihew  what  Cruelty  ye  can. 

Suf.  That  this  my  Death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Great  Men  oft  die  by  vile  Be^onians 

A  Roman  Sworder,  and  Bandetto  Slave" 
Murder'd  fweet  Tally,     Brutus  Baftard  hand 
Sab'd  Julius  Cafar*     Savage  1  (landers 
Powpey  the  Great,'  and  Suffolk  dies  bv  Piratt. 

[Exit  Walter  Whkmore  with  Suffolk. 

Cap\ 
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Cap.  And  as  for  thefe,  whofe  Ranfome  we  have  fet^ 

It  is  our  pleafure  one  of  them  depart; 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[£>;.  Captain  and  the  reft. 
Manet  the  fir fl  Gent,     Enter  Whitmore  with  the  Body. 
Whit.  There  let  his  Head  and  livelefs  Body  iye, 

Untilthe  Queen  his  Miftrefs  bury  it.  [Exit  Whitmore. 
i  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  Spectacle  J 

His  Body  will  I  bear  unto  the  King : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  F.iends, 
So  will  the  Queen,  that  living  held  him  dear.  [Exit. 

Enter  Bevis,  and  John  Holland. 
Bevis,  Come  and  get  thee  a  S.vord,  though  made  of  a 

Lath ;  they  have  been  up  thefe  two  Days. 
Hoi.  They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  now  then. 
Bevis.  I  tell  thee,  Jack^Cade  the  Clothier  means  to  drefs 

the  Commonwealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new  Nap  i  p- 
on  it. 

Hoi.  So  he  had  need,  'tis  thread-bare.  Well,  I  fay,  it 
was  never  a  merry  World  in  England^  flnce  Gentlemen 
came  up. 

Bevis.  O  miferable  Age !  Virtue  is  not  regarded  in  Handy- 
crafts  Men. 

Hoi.  The  Nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  Leather  Aprons. 

Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  King's  Council  are  no  good  Woik- men. 

Hoi.  True,  and  yet  it  is  faid,  Labour  in  thy  Vocation  ; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  Jet  the  Magistrates  be  labouring 
Men;  and  therefore  mould  we  be  Magiftratec. 

Bevis.  Thou  haft  hit  it;  for  there's  no  better  fign  of  a 
brave  Mind,  than  a  hard  Hand. 

HoL  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them ;  there's  Beft\  Son,  the  Tan- 
ner of  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  (hall  have  the  Skins  of  our  Enemies,  to  make 

Dog's  Leather  of. 
Hoi.  And  Dick  the  Butcher, 

Bevis.  Then  is  Sin  ftruck  dov/n  like  an  Ox,  and  Iniqui- 
ties Throat  cut  like  a  Calf, 

M  m  5  H$ 
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Hoi.  And  Smith  the  Weaver. 

Bevis.  Argo,  their  thread  of  Life  is  fpun. 

HoL  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum*  Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  Butcher,  Smith  the  Weaver* 
and  a  Sawyer,  with  infinite  Numbers. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,  fo  termed  of  our  fuppofed  Father— 
Dick.  Or  rather  of  ftealing  a  Cade  of  Herrings. 
Cade.  For  our  Enemies  fhall  fall  before  us,  infpired  with 

the  Spirit  of  putting  down  Kings  and  Princes;  Command 
§ilenceo 

Dick*  Silence. 

Cade.  My  Father  was  a  Mortimer 
Dick.  He  was  an  honed  Man,  and  a  good  Bricklayer. 
Cade.  My  Mother  zTlantagenet   
Dick.  I  knew  her  well,  me  was  a  Midwife. 

Cade.  My  Wife  defcended  of  the  Lacies- 

Dici^.  She  was  indeed  a  Pedler's  Daughter,  and  fold  ma- 
ny Laces. 

Weaver.  But  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her  furr'd Pack;  Hie  wafhes  Bucks  here  at  home. 
Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  Houfe. 

Dick.  Ay  by  my  Faith  the  Field  is  honourable,  and  there 
was  he  born,  under  a  Hedge;  for  his  Father  had  never  a; 
Houfe  but  a  Cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Weav.  A  mud  needs*  for  Beggary  is  valiant. 
Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick*  No  queftion  of  that;  for  I  have  feen  him  whipt 
three  Market  Days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  Sword  nor  Fire* 

Weav.  He  need  not  fear  the  Sword,  for  his  Coat  is  of 

proof, 
Dickz  E,Jt  methinks  he  mould  (land  in  fear  of  Fire,  being 

b  irnt  itth'  hand  for  ftealing  of  Sheep. 
Cade.  Be  brave  then,  for  your  Captain  is  brave,  and 

vows  Reformation.  There  fhall  be  in  England  (even  half 

penny  Loaves  fold  for  a  penny;  the  three  hoop'd  Pot  fhall 
have  ten  Hoops,  ar.d  I  will  make  it  Felony  to  drink  fmall  Beer. 

All  the  Realm  fhall  be  in  Common?  and  in  Ckap-Jide  fhall 
''•  ""  r  "*    "r  '  roy 
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my  Palfrey  go  to  Grafs;    and  when  I  am  King,  as  King  I 
Will  be   

All.  God  fave  your  Majefty, 
Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  People.  There  Hi  all  be  no  Mo- 

ny,  all  fhall  eat  and  drink  upon  my  Score,  and  I  will  ap- 
parel them  all  in  one  Livery,  that  they  may  agree  like  Bro- 

thers, and  worfhip  me  their  Lord. 
Dick.  The  fiift  thing  we  do,  lets  kill  all  the  Lawyers. 
Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lamentable 

thing,  that  the  Skin  of  an  innocent  Lamb  fhould  be  made 

Parchment;  that  Parchmert  being  fcribled  o'er,  fhould  un- 
do a  Man.  Some  fay  the  Bee  flings,  but  I  fay,  'tis  Btes 

Wax;  for  I  did  but  Seal  once  to  a  thing,  and  I  was  never 

my  own  Man  fince.   How  now  ?  Wno's  there? Enter  a  Clerk. 
Weav.  The  Clerk  of  Chattam ;  he  can  Write  and  Read, 

and  call:  Accompt. 
Cafi.  O  monftrors! 
Weav.  We  took  \vm  fetting  Boys  Copies. 
Cade.  Here's  a  V  dlain. 

\    Weav.  Ha's  a  Book  in  his  Pocket  with  red  Letters  in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  Conjurer.' 
Picl*.  Nay,  he  can  make  Obligations,  and  write  Court 

hand. 

Cade.  I  am  forry  for't:  The  Man  is  a  proper  Man  of 
mine  Honour;  unlefs  I  find  him  Guilty,  he  fha'l  not  die. 
Come  hither,  Sirrah,  I  muft  examine  thee:  What  is  thy 
Name  ? 

Clerk.  Emanuel. 

Dick.  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  Letters :  'Twill 
go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone?  Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy  Name? 

Or  haft  thou  a  Mark  to  thy  felf,  like  an  honeft  plain-deal- 
ing Man? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought  up, 
that  I  can  write  my  Name. 

All.  He  hath  confeft,  away  with  h  m ;  he  is  a  Villain 
and  a  Traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay  :  Hang  him  with  hi?  Pen 
zn4  Ink-horn  about  his  Neck.  [Exit  one  with  tht  Clerk. 

M  m  4  Enttti 
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Enter  Michael. 

Mich.  Where  is  our  General? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  Fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,  "fly,  fly,  Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  Brother 
are  hard  by  with  the  King's  Forces. 

Cade.  Stand  Villain,  ftand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down;  he  mall 
be  encountred  with  a  Man  as  good  as  himfelf.  He  is  but 
a  Knight,  is  a  ? 

Mich.  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him  I  will  make  my  felf  a  Knight  prefent- 
ly  ;  rife  up,  Sir  John  Mortimer.     Now  have  at  him. 

Enter  Sir  Humphry  Stafford,  and  joung  Stafford,  with 
Drum  and  Soldiers, 

Staf.  Rebellious  Hinds,  the  filth  and  fcum  cf  Kent, 

Mark'd  for  the  Gallows;  lay  your  Weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  Cottages;  forfake  this  Groom. 
The  King  is  merciful  if:  you  revolt. 

T.  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclin'd  to  Blood, 
If  you  go  forward ;  therefore  yield  or  die. 

Cade.  As  for  ihefe  fiiken-coated  Slaves  I  pafs  not, 
It  is  to  you  good  People,  thatlfpeak, 
Over  whom  (in  time  to  come)  I  hope  to  reign: 
For  I  am  rightful  Fleir  unto  the  Crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  Father  was  a  Plaifterer, 
And  thou  thy  felf  a  Shearman,  art  thou  not  2 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  Gardener. 

Y.  Staf.  And  what  of  that  ? 
Cade.  Marry*  this  Edmond Mortimer  Earl  of  March)  mar* 

ried  the  Duke  of  Clarences  Daughter,  did  he  not? 
Staf  Ay,  Sir. 
Cade.  By  her  he  had  two  Children  st  one  birth, 

T.  Staf  That's  faife. 
Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  Queftion;  but  I  fay,  'tis  true  % 

The  elder  of  them  being  put  to  Nuife, 

Was  by  a  Beggar-wrrmn  ftoln  away, 
And  ignorant  of  his  Birth  and  Parentage^ 
Became  a  Bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age. 
His  Son  am  I,  deny  it  if  you  can. 

Dick,  Nay*  'tis  too  truc?  therefore  he  ihall  be  King* 
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Weav.  Sir,  he  made  a  Chimney  in  my  Father's  Houfe, 
and  the  Bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  teftify  it ;  therefore 
deny  it  nor. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  Drudge's  Words,  that 
jp.uk>  he  knows  not  what  ? 

AIL  Ay  marry  will  we,  therefore  get  you  gone. 
Y.Staf.  jack^Cade,  the  Duke  of  Tor^  hath  taught  you  this. 
Cade*  He  lies,,  fo*  I  invented  it  my  h  f.  Go  too,  Sirrah, 

teli  the  King  iicm  me,  That  for  his  Father's  fake,  Henry  the 
Fifth  fin  whole  time  Boys  went  to  Span- counter  for  French 
Crowns)  I  am  content  he  mall  Reign,  but  TU  be  Protector 
over  him. 

Dick.  And  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  Lord  Soft  Head, 
for  felling  the  Dukedom  of  Main. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon;  for  thereby  is  England  maim'd, 
and  fain  to  go  with  a  Staff,  but  that  my  Puiflance  h'.lds  it 
up  :  Fellow-Kings,  I  tell  you,  that  Lord  Say  hath  gelded  the 
Commonwealth,  and  made  ic  an  Eunuch;  and  more  than  that, 
he  can  fpeak  French,  and  therefore  he  is  a  Traitor. 

Staf.  O  grofs  and  miferable  Ignorance. 
Cade,  Kay,  anfwer  if  you  can;  the  Frenchmen  are  our  Ene- 

mies; go  too  then:  I  ask  but  this,  Can  he  that"  fpeaks  with 
the  Tongue  of  the  Enemy  be  a  good  Councellor,  or  no? 

AIL  No,  no,  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  Head. 
Y.Staf.  Well,  feeing  gentle  Words  will  not  prevail, 

AfTail  them  with  the  Army  of  the  King. 
Staf.  Herald  away,  and  throughout  every  Town, 

Proclaim  them  Traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade;  \ 
That  thofe  which  fly  before  the  Battel  ends, 
May,  even  in  their  Wives  and  Childrens  fight, 

Be  hang'd  up  for  Example  at  their  Doors; 
And  you  that  be  the  King's  Friends  follow  me.  [Exit* 

Cade.  And  you  that  love  the  Commons  follow  me  ; 

Now  fhew  your  felves  Men,  'tis  for  Liberty. 
We'll  not  leave  one  Lord,  one  Gentleman; 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  Shoone, 
For  they  are  thrifty  honeft  Men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not,)  take  our  part?. 

Dick*  They  arc  all  in  order,  and  march  towards  us. 

Cade. 
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Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  moft  out  of 

order.     Come,  march  forward. 
Alarum  to  fight,  wherein  both  the  Staffords  are  Jlain<> 

Enter  Cade  and  the  reft. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick*  the  Butcher  of  Apfordf 
Dick.  Here,  Sir. 
Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  Sheep  and  Oxen,  and  thou 

behaved'ft  thy  felf,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  in  thine  own  Slai-gh- 
ter-houfe  .•  Therefore  thus  I  will  reward  thee,  the  Lentfhall 
be  as  long  again  as  it  is,  and  thou  malt  have  a  Licenfe  to  kill 
for  a  hundred  lacking  one. 

Dick.  I  defire  no  more. 

Cade.  And  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'ft:  no  lefs.  This 
Monument  of  the  Victory  will  I  bear,  and  the  Bodies  fhail 

be  dr^gg'd  at  my  Horfe's  heels,  'till  I  do  come  to  London^ 
where  we  will  have  the  Mayor's  Sword  born  before  us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open  the 
Goals,  and  let  out  the  Prifoners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's  march 
towards  London.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  King  Henry  with  a  Supplication,  and  Queen  Marga- 
ret with  Suffolk V  Head,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and 

the  Lord  Say. 
0.  Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard  that  Grief  foftens  the  Mind, 

And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate, 
Think  therefore  on  Revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this? 
Here  may  his  Head  lye  throbbing  on  my  Breafl: 

But  where's  the  Body  that  I  mould  imbrace? 
Buck:  What  Anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  Rebels 

Supplication? 
X.  Henry.   V\\  fend  fome  Holy  Billiop  to  intreat; 

For  God  forbid  fo  many  flmple  Souls 
Should  perifh  by  the  Sword.     And  I  my  felf, 
Rather  than  blrody  War  mould  cut  them  fhort, 
Will  parly  with  Jack  Cade  their  General. 

But  flay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 
O^Mar.  Ah  barbarous  Villains  J  hath  this  lovely  Face 

l^iuVd  like  a  wandring  Planet  over  me, 
And  could  it  not  inforce  them  to  relent^ That. 
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That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame? 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  JackjCade  hath  fworn  to  have  thy  Head, 
Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  Highnefs  fhall  have  his. 
K.Henry.  How  now,  Madam? 

Still  lamenting  and  mourning  for  Suffolk^  death  ,? 
I  fear  me,  Love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 

Thou  would'!!:  not  half  have  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 
Q^  Mar.    No,  my  Love,  I  fhould  not  mourn,   but  die 

[for  thee. Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

K.Henry.  How  now?  what  News  ?  Why  com'ft  thou  in 
[fuch  hafte  f 

Mef.  The  Rebels  are  in  Southward  fly,  my  Lord  : 
Jade  Cade  proclaims  himfelf  Lord  Mortimer* 

Descended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence's  Houfe, 
And  calls  your  Grace  Ufurper  openly, 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  Weflminfler. 
His  Army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  Hinds  and  Peafants,  rude  and  mercilefs: 

Sir  Humphry  Stafford,  and  his  Brother's  death, 
Hath  given  them  Heart  and  Courage  to  proceed : 
All  Scholars,  Lawyers,  Courtiers,  Gentlemen, 
They  call  falfe  Caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 

K.Henry.  O  gracelefs  Men  !  they  know  not  what  they  do. 
Buck.   My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  Killingworih, 

Until  a  Power  be  rais'd  to  pull  them  down. 
CK_Mar.  Ah !  were  the  Duke  of  SuffolkjbOMi  alive, 

Theie  Kentijb  Rebels  fhould  be  foon  appeased. 
K.Henry.  Lord  Say,  the  Traitors  hate  thee, 

Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingwotrh. 

Say.  So  might  your  Grace's  Perfon  be  in  danger: 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  Eyes; 
And  therefore  in  this  City  will  I  fiay, 
And  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Meffenger. 

2  Mef.  JackjCade  hath  gotten  London- bridge, 
The  Citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  Houfes : 
The  Rafcal  People,  thirfting  after  prey, 
Join  with  the  Traitor,  and  they  jointly  fwear 
To  fpoil  the  City*,  and  your  Royal  Court0 

,:"  '  i.    "IT- 
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Buck.  Then  linger  not,  my  Lord ;  away,  take  Horfe. 
ICHenry.  Come,  Margaret ,  God,  our  hope,  will  fuccourus, 

O^Mar.  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolkjs  deceas'd. 
K.  Henry.  Farewel,  my  Lord,  truft  not  to  Kentijh  Rebels. 

Bucks  Truft  no  Body,  for  fear  you  be  betray  'd. 
Say.  The  truft  I  have  is  in  mine  Innocence, 

And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Lord  Scales  upon  the  Tower  walking.     Then  enter 

two  or  three  Citizens  below. 

Scales.  How  now?  Is  JackCaJe  (lain? 
i  Gt*  No,  my  Lord,  nor  like  to  be  flain: 

For  they  have  won  the  Bridge, 
Killing  all  thofe  that  withfta-  d  them  : 
The  Lord  Mayor  craves  aid  of  your  Honour  from  the  Tower 

To  defend  the  City  from  the  Rebels. 
Scales.  Such  Aid  as  I  can  fpare  you  mall  command, 

But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  my  felf. 

The  Rebels  have  aflay'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfieldy  and  gather  Head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthew  Gojf. 
Fight  for  your  King, your  Country,  and  your  Lives, 
And  fo  farewel,  for  I  muft  hence  again.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Jack  Cade  and  the  reft,  and  ftr ikes  his  Staff  on 
London  Stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  City, 

And  here  fitting  upon  London-Stone  \ 

I  charge  and  command,  that  of  the  City's  coll: 
7  he  piffing  Conduit  run  nothing  but  Claret  Wine 
The  fii  ft  year  of  our  Reign. 
And  now  henceforward  it  (hall  be  Treafon  for  any 
That  calls  me  other  than  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier  running. 
Sol.  Jack  Cade,  Jack^Cade. 
Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  [They  kill  hint, 

Weav.  If  this Feilow be  wife,  he'll  never  call  youJackCade 
more,  I  think  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Dick.  My  Lord,  there's  an  Army  gathered  together  in Smithfield. 

Cade.  Come,  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them  : 
But  firft,  go  and  fet  London- bridge  on  Fire, And. 
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And,  if  you  can,  burn  down  the  Tower  too. 

Come,  let's  away.  [Exeunt omnes. 
Alarums.    Matthew  Goff  is  flainy  and  all  the  reft.     Then 

enter  Jack  Cade  with  his  Company. 
Cade.  So,  Sirs :  Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Savoj : 

Others  to  the  Inns  of  Court,  down  with  them  all. 

!    Dick*  I  have  a  Suit  unto  your  Lordftiip. 
Cade.  Be  it  a  Lordfhip,  thou  malt  have  it  for  that  word. 
Dick*  Only  that  the  Laws  of  England  may  come  out  of 

your  Mouth. 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  Law  then,  for  he  was  thruft  in 
the  Mouth  with  a  Spear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  ftinking  Law,  for  his  breath 
ftinks  with  tolled  Cheefe. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  mall  befo.  Away,  burn 
all  the  Records  of  the  Realm,  my  Mouth  mail  be  the  Par- 

liament of  England. 
John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  Statutes, 

Unlefs  his  Teeth  be  pulPd  out. 
Cade.  And  hence-forward  all  things  fliall  be  in  Com- 

mon. 
Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  a  prize,  a  prize,  here's  the  Lord  Say, 
which  fold  the  Towns  in  France,  he  that  made  us  pay  one 
and  twenty  fifteens  and  one  Shilling  to  the  Pound,  the  laft 
Subfidy. 

Enter  George  with  the  Lord  Say. 
Cade.  Well,  he  mail  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times.  Ah 

thou  Say ,  thou  Serge,  nay,  thou  Buckram  Lord,  now  art 
thou  within  point-blank  of  our  Jurifdiclion  Regal.  What 
canft  thou  anfwer  to  my  Majefty  for  giving  up  of  Norman- 

dy unto  Monfieur  Bafimecu,  the  Dauphin  of  France  ?  Be  it 
known  unto  thee  by  thefe  Prefents,  even  the  prefence  of  Lord 
Mortimer,  that  I  am  the  Befom  that  mull:  fweep  the  Court 
clean  of  fuch  filth  as  thou  art :  Thou  haft  moft  traiteroufly 
corrupted  the  Youth  of  the  Realm  in  ere&ing  a  Grammar- 
School;  and  whereas  before,  our  Fore-fathers  had  no  other 
Books  but  the  Score  and  the  Tally,  thou  haft  caufed  Print- 

ing to  be  us'd,  and  contrary  to  the  King,  his  Crown  and 
Dignity,  thou  haft  built  a  Paper-Mill.     It  will  be  prov'd  to 

thy 
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thy  Face,  that  thou  haft  Men  about  thee,  that  ufually  talk 
of  a  Noun  and  a  Verb^  and  fuch  abominable  Words,  as  no 
Chriftian  Ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  haft  appointed 
Juftices  of  Peace,  to  call  poor  Men  before  them,  about  Mat- 
ters  they  were  not  able  to  anfwer.  Moreover,  thou  haft 
put  them  in  Prifon,  and  becaufe  they  could  not  read,  thou 

haft  hang'd  them,  when,  indeed,  only  for  that  caufe  they  have 
been  moft  worthy  to  live.  Thou  doft  ride  on  a  foot-cloth, 
doft  thou  not? 

Say.  What  of  that? 

,    Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought'ft  not  to  let  thy  Horfe  wear  a 
Cloak,  when  honefter  Men  than  thou  go  in  their  Hofe  and 
£>oubiets  ? 

Dick*  And  work  in  their  Shirt  too,  as  my  felf  for  example* 
that  ani  a  Butcher* 

Say.  You  Men  of  Kent. 
Dick.  What  fay  you  of  Kent  ? 

Say,  Nothing  but  this :  'Tis  bona  terray  mala  gens. 
Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him,  he  fpeaks  Latin; 
Say.  Hear  me  but  fpeakj  and  bear  me  where  you  wills 

Kent,  in  the  Commentaries  C<efar  writ, 

Is  term'd  the  civil'ft  place  of  all  this  Ifle; 
Sweet  is  the  Country,  becaufe  full  of  Riches, 
The  People  Liberal,  Valiant,  A&ive^  Wealthy, 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pity. 
I  fold  not  Main,  I  loft  not  Normandy, 
Yet  to  recover  them  would  lofe  my  Life : 
Juftice  with  favour  have  I  always  done, 

Prayers  and  Teais  have  mov'd  me,  Gifts  could  never  % 
When  have  I  ought  exacled  at  your  Hands  ? 
Kent  to  maintain.*  the  King,  the  Realm  and  you, 

Large  Gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  Clerks^ 
Becaufe  my  Book  preferred  me  to  the  King: 
And  feeing  Ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  Wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  Heaven, 
Unlefs  you  be  pofTeft  with  devilifh  Spirits, 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me: 

This  Tongue  hath  parlied  unto  foreign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 

Cade*  Tut,  when  ftruck'ft  thou  one  Blow  in  the  Field? 
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Say.  Great  Men  have  reaching  Hands  ;  oft  have  I  ftruck 

Thoie  that  I  never  faw,  and  ftruck  them  dead. 
George.    O  monftious  Coward!  What,  to  come  behind 

Folks  ? 

Say.  Thefe  Cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your  good* 
Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'ch'  Ear,  and  that  will  make 'em  red 

again. 
Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  Mens  Caufer, 

Hath  made  me  full  of  Sicknefs  and  Difeafes. 

Cade.  Ye  (hall  have  a  hempen  Caudle  then,  and  the  help 
of  a  Hatcher. 

Dicl^.  Why  d  ft  thou  quiver,  Man? 
Say.  The  Palfie,  and  noc  Fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us,  as  who  lhould  fay,  I'll  be  even 
with  you.     I*J1  fee  if  his  Head  will  ftand  fteadier  on  a  Pole* 
or  no:  Take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  I  have  offended  moft  ? 
have  I    \ffe&ed  Wealth  or  Honour  ?  Speak. 

Are  my  Chefts  fiil'd  up  with  extorted  Gold? 
Is  my  Apparel  fumptuous  to  behold  f 

Whom  have  I  injur'dj  that  ye  feek  my  Death  ? 
Thefe  Hands  are  free  from  guiltlefs  Blood-fhedding, 
This  Breaft  from  harbouring  foul  deceitful  Thoughts. 
0  let  me  live. 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfe  in  my  felf  with  his  Words;  but  I'll 
bridle  it;  he  fhall  dye>  and  it  be  but  for  pleading  fo  well  for 
his  Life.  Away  with  him,  he  has  a  Familiar  under  his 

Tongue,  he  fpeaks  not  a  God's  Name.     Go,  take  him  away 
1  fay,  and  ftrike  off  his  Head  prefently,  and  then  break  into 

his  Son-in- Law's  Houfe,  Sir  James  Cromer,  and  ftrike  off  his 
Head,  and  bring  them  both  upon  two  Poles  hither. 

All.  It  (hall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah  Country-men,  if  when  you  make  your  Pray'rs, 
God  mould  be  fo  obdurate  as  your  {ehesy 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  Souls? 
And  therefore  yet  relenr,  and  fave  my  Life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye:  The 
proudeft  Peer  of  the  Realm  (hall  not  wear  a  Head  on  his 
Shoulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me  Tribute;  there  mail  not  a  Maid 

be  married j  but  fhe  fhall  pay  me  htr  Maidenhead  e'er  they 
have 
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have  it ;  Men  mall  hold  of  me  in  Capite.  And  we  Charge 
and  Command,  that  their  Wives  be  as  free  as  Heart  can  wiih, 
or  Tongue  can  tell. 

Dick.  My  Lord, 
When  (hall  we  go  to  Cheapfide,  and  take  up  Commodities 
upon  our  Bills? 

Cade.  Marry  prefently. 
All.  O  brave. 

Enter  one  with  the  Heads. 
Cadei  But  is  not  this  brave? 

Let  them  kifs  one  another;  for  they  lov'd  well 
When  they  were  alive :   Now  part  them  again, 
Left  they  confult  about  giving  up 
Of  fome  more  Towns  in  France.     Soldiers, 
Defer  the  fpoil  of  the  City  until  Nighr, 
For  with  thefe  born  before  us,  inftead  of  Maces, 
We  will  ride  through  the  Streets,  and  at  every  Corner 
Have  them  kifs.     Away.  \Exennu 

Alarm,   and  Retreat.      Enter  again  Cade,  and  all  his 
Rabblement. 

Cade.  LTp  Fifi-ftreet,  down  St.  Magnes  Corner,  kill  and 
knock  down,  throw  them  into  Thames. 

Sound  a  Farley 
What  noife  is  this  I  hear? 

£)are  any  be  fo  bold  to  found  Retreat  or  Parley, 
When  I  command  them  kill  ? 

Enter  Buckingham,  and  old  Clifford. 
Buck.  Ay,  here  they  be  that  dare  and  will  difturb  thee : 

Krow,  Cadef  we  come  AmbalTadors  from  the  King 
Unto  the  Commons,  whom  thou  haft  mifs-led, 
And  here  pronounce  free  Pardon  to  them  all, 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What  fay  ye,  Country-men,  will  ye  relent, 

And  yield  to  Mercy,  whilft  'tis  offered  you, 
Or  let  a  Rabble  lead  you  to  your  Deaths? 
Wh^  loves  the  King,  and  will  embrace  his  Pardon, 
Fling  up  his  Cap,  and  fay,  Godfave  his  Majeftj; 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  Father, 
Henry  the  Fifrh,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  Weapon  at  U5,  and  pafs  by. Alii 
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'jitL  God  fave  the  King !  God  fave  the  King  I Cade.  W  hat,  Buckingham  and  Clifford,  are  ye  fo  braved 
And  you,  bafe  Peafants,  do  ye  believe  him?  will  you  needs  be 

liang'd  with  your  Pardons  about  your  Necks  I  Hath  my 
Sword  therefore  broke  through  London  Gates,  that  you  fhouict 
leave  rne  at  the  White-Hart  in  SomhwarhJ  \  thought  ye  would 

never  have  given  ou«  thefe  Arms  'till  you  had  recovered  your 
ancient  Freedom;  bur  you  arc  all  Recreants  and  Daftards, 
and  delight  to  live  in  Slavery  to  the  Nobility.  Let  therri 
break  your  Backs  with  burthens,  take  your  Houfes  over  your 
Heads,  ravifti  your  Wives  and  Daughters  before  your  Faces*. 

For  me,  I  will  make  fhift  for  one,  and  fo  God's  Curfe  light 
upon  you  all, 

\  Jill.  We'll  follow  Cade. 
We'll  follow  Cade. 

CUf.  Is  Cade  the  Son  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 

That  thus  you  do  exclaim  you'll  go  with  him? 
Will  he  Conduct  you  through  the  Heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meaneft  of  you  Earls  and  Dukes? 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to: 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  Spoil, 
XJnlefs  by  robbing  of  your  Friends,  and  us. 

Wer't  not  a  ftiame,  that  whilft  you  live  at  jar, 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquifhed, 

Should  make  a  ftart  o'er  Seas,  and  vanqui/h  you  ? 
Methinks  already  in  this  civil  broil, 
I  fee  them  Lording  it  in  London  Streets, 
Crying  Vdliago  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry, 

Than  you  (liould  ftoop  unto  a  Frenchman*  Mercy,' 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  loft » 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  Native  Coaft : 
Henry  hath  Mony,  you  are  ftrong  and  manly  i 
God  on  our  fide,  doubt  not  of  Victory. 

Jill.    A  Clifford  !  a  Clifford ! 
Well  follow  the  King  and  Clifford. 

Cade.  Was  ever  Feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  fro,  as 
this  multitude?  The  Name  of  Henry  the  Fifth  hales  them 
fo>  an  hundred  Mifchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  defolate; 
ViiLllT.  Nn  I 
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I  fee  them  lay  their  Heads  together  to  furprize  me. 
Sword  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  ho  flaying  ;  in  de- 
fpight  of  the  De  ils  and  Hell,  have  through  the  very  midft 
of  y^u;  and  hLavens  and  Honour  be  witnefs,  that  no  want 
of  Hefolution  in  me;  but  only  my  Followers  bafe  and  ig- 

nominious Treafons  make  me  betake  me  to  my  Heels. 

[Exit* 
Buckj  What,  is  he  fled  f  Go  fome  and  follow  him. 

And  he  that  brings  his  Head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  Crowns  for  his  Reward. 

[Exeunt  fome  of  them. 

Follow  me,  Soldiers  ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  King*  [Exeunt  omnes* 

Sound  Trumpets.     Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret, 
and  Somerfet   on  the  Terras. 

K.Henry.  Was  ever  King  that  joy'd  an  Earthly  Throne* And  co  ild  command  no  more  Content  than  I  f 
No  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  Cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  Months  old: 

WdS  never  Subject  long'd  to  be  a  King, 
As  I  do  long  and  wiih  to  be  a  Subject. 

Enter  Buckingham  *z«d(  Clifford. 
Buck.  Health  and  glad  Tidings  to  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry.  Why  Buckingham^  is  the  Traitor  CW?  furpriz'd  ? 
Or  is  he  but  retire!  to  make  him  ftrong? 

Enter  Multitudes  with  Halters  about  their  Necks. 

CUf.  H    is  fl-.-d  my  Lord,  and  all  his  Powers  do  yield, 
And  h  imbly  thus  witn  Halters  on  their  Necks, 
Expert;  your  Highnefs  doom  of  Life  or  Death. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  Heaven,  fet  ope  thy  everlafting  Gates* 
To  entertain  my  Vows  of  Thanks  and  Praife. 

Soldi^s,  this  day  ha^e  you  redeem'd  your  Lives, 
And  mew'd  how  well  you  love  your  Prince  and  Country  i 
Continue  hViH  in  this  fo  good  a  Mind, 
Ad  Henry ,  though  he  be  unfortunate, 

Aflure'yojr  felves  will  never  be  unkind: 
And  (o  with  Thanks  and  Pardon  to  you  all, 
I  do  difmtfs  you  to  your  feveral  Countries. 

AIL  God  lave  the  King*  God  fave  the  King# EnW 
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Enter  a  Afejfenger. 

Mef.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  to  be  advertifed, 
The  Duke  of  York^  is  newly  come  from  Ireland^ 
And  with  a  puifTant  and  mighty  Power 

Of  Ga'l  )w-glaffes  and  flout  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hitherward  in  proud  Array; 
And  flill  prochimeth,  as  he  comes  alongj 
His  Arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 

The  Duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  terms  a  Traitor.' 
K.  Henry.  Thus  ftands  my  State,  'twixt  Cade  and  Yerk^  iu 

Like  to  a  Ship,  that  having  fcap'd  a  Tempeft,  [ftrdr? 
Is  flraightway  calm'd  and  boarded  with  a  Pyrate. 
But  now,  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  Men  difpers'd, And  now  is  York  in  Arms  to  fecond  him, 

I  pray  thee  Buckingham^  go  and  meet  with  him, 
And  ask  him  what's  the  reafon  of  thefe  Arms: 
Tell  him,  Pit  fend  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Towsr9 
And  Somerfity  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 
Until  his  Army  be  difmift  from  him, 

Som.  My  Lord, 

I'll  yield  my  felf  to  Prifon  willingly, 
Or  unto  Death,  to  do  my  Country  good0 

K.  Henry.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terras 
For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  Language. 

Buck.  I  will*  my  Lord,  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  fliall  redound  unto  your  good. 

K.Henry.  Come,  Wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to  govern  better^ 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  Reign.      [Exeunt. 

Enter  Jack  Cade* 
Cade.  Fy  on  Ambition ;  fy  on  my  felf,  that  have  a  Sword, 

and  yet  am  ready  to  famifh.  Thefe  five  days  have  I  hid 
me  in  thefe  Woods,  and  durft  not  peep  out,  for  all  the 
Country  is  laid  for  me:  But  now  am  I  fo  hungry,  that  if  £ 
might  have  a  leafe  of  my  Life  for  a  thoufand  Years,  I  could 

flay  no  longer.  Wherefore  on  a  Brick  Wall  have  I  cli.mb'd 
into  this  Garden,  to  fee  if  I  can  eaj  Grafs,  or  pick  a  Sallet 

another  while,  which  is  not  amifs  to  cool  a  Man's  Stomach  this 
hot  Weather;  and  I  think  this  word  Sallet  was  born  to  do  me 

good^  for  rnany  a  time  but  for  a  Sallet,   my  Brain-pan  had 
Nn  % 
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been  cleft  with  a  brown  Bill ;  and  many  a  time  when  I  havtf 

been  dry,  and  bravely  marching,  it  hath  ferv'd  meinfteadof 
a  quart  pot  to  drink  in  ;  and  now  the  word  Sallet  muft  ferve 
me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Id  en. 

Iden.  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  Court, 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  Walks  as  thefe, 
This  fmall  inheritance  my  Father  left  me, 

Contenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  Monarchy, 
I  feek  not  to  wax  great  by  others  warning, 
Or  gather  Wealth  I  care  not  with  what  Envy; 
Sufficeth,  that  I  have,  maintains  my  State, 
And  fends  the  Poor  well  pleafed  from  my  Gate. 

Cade.  Here's  the  Lord  of-  the  Soil  come  to  feize  me  for  a 
Stray,  for  entring  his  Fee^fimple  without  leave.  Ah  Villain, 
thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get  iooo  Crowns  of  the  King9 
by  carrying  my  Head  to  him,  but  Til  make  thee  eat  Iron  like 

an  Oftridge,  and  fw allow  my  Sword  like  a  great  Pin,  e'er 
thou  and  I  part. 

Iden.  Why,  rude  Companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not,  why  then  mould  I  betray  thee? 

Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  Garden, 
And  like  &  Thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  Grounds, 
Climbing  my  Walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  Owner, 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  thefe  fawcy  Terms? 

Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  Ay,  by  the  beft  Blood  that  ever  was 

broach'd,  and  beard  driee  too.  Look  on  me  well,  I  have  eat 
no  Meat  thefe  five  Days,  yet  come  thou  and  thy  five  Men, 
and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  as  dead  as  a  door  Nail,  I  pray 
God  I  may  never  eat  Grafs  more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  fhall  ne'er  be  faid,  while  England  ftands, 
That  Alexander  Iden%  an  Efquire  of  Kent, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famiuYd  Man* 
Oppofe  thy  ftedfaft  gazing  Eyes  to  mine, 
See  if  thou  canft  out  face  me  with  thy  Looks : 
Set  Limb  to  Limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lefTer: 
Thy  Hand  is  but  a  Finger  to  my  Fift, 
Thy  Leg  a  Stick  compared  with  this  Truncheon, 
My  Foot  fhall  fight  wkh  all  the  flrength  thou  haft, 

And 
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And  if  mine  Arm  be  heaved  in  the  Air, 

Thy  Grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  Earth: 
As  for  more  Word  ,  whofe  greatnefs  anfweis  Words, 
Let  this  my  Sword  reoort  what  Speech  forbears. 

Cade.  By  my  Valour;  the  moft  corapleat  Champion  that 
ever  I  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  thine  edge,  or  cut  i.ot 

out  the  burly  bon'd  Clown  in  Chines  of  Beef,  e'er  thou 
fteep  in  thy  Sheath,  I  befeech  Jove  on  my  Knees  thou 

may 'ft  be  turned  to  Hobnails. 
Here  they  Fight* 

O  I  am  flain !  Famine  and  no  other  hath  flain  me,  let  ten 
thoufand  Devils  come  againft  me,  and  give  me  but  the  ten 

Meals  I  have  loft,  and  I'd  defie  them  all.  Wither  Gar- 
den, and  be  henceforth  a  burying  place  to  all  that  do  dwell 

in  this  Houfe,  becaufe  the  unconquered  Soul  cf  Cade  is 
fled. 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  flain,  that monftrous Traitor? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  Deed, 

And  hang  thee  o'er  my  Tomb  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne'er  fhall  this  Blood  be  wiped  from  thy  Point, 
But  thou  malt  wear  it  as  a  Herald's  Cost, 
To  emblaze  the  Honour  which  thy  MaRer  got. 

Cade.  Iden  farewel,  and  be  proud  of  thy  Victory :  Tell 
Kent  from  me,  flie  hath  loft  her  heft  Man,  and  exhort  all  the 

World  to  be  Cowards  ,*  for  I  that  never  feared  any,  am  var> 
quifhed  by  Famine.,  not  by  Valour.  \_Dies. 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong'ft  me,  Heaven  be  my  Judge ; 
Die,  damned  Wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee: 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  Body  in  with  my  Sword, 
Sp  wtfli  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  Soul  to  Hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  Heels 
Unto  a  Dunghill,  which  fhall  be  thy  Grave, 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moft  ungracious  Head, 
Which  I  will  bear  in  Triumph  to  the  King, 

Leaving  thy  Trunk  for  Crows  to  feed  upon,  [Exit-. 
Enter  York,  and  his  Army  of  Irifti,  with  Drum  and 

Colours. 

Tork^  From  Ireland  thus  comes  Tor^jo  claim  his  Ri^ht, 
And  pluck  the  Crown  from  feeble  Renrfs  H  ad. 

Nn  5  Ring 
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Ring  Bells  aloud,  bum  Bonfires  clear  and  bright. 

To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  King. 
Ah  SanBa Maj eft as  I  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear? 
Let  th  m  obey  that  know  not  how  to  Rule, 
This  Hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  Gold. 
I  cannot  give  due  Action  to  my  Words, 
Except  a  Sword  or  Scepter  ballance  it. 
A  Scepter  mail  it  have,  have  I  a  Soul, 

On  which  I'll  tofs  theFlower-de-Luce  of  France. 
Enter  Buckingham. 

Whom  have  we  here?  Buckingham  to  difturb  me  i 
The  King  hath  fent  him  fure:  I  muftdiffemble. 

Buck*  Tor!^  if  thou  meaneft  well,  I  greet  thee  well. 
Torkf  Humphry  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 

Art  thou  a  Meffenger,  or  come  of  pleafure? 
Buck.  A  Meffenger  from  Henry,  our  dread  Liege, 

To  know  the  reafon  ©f  thefe  Arms  in  peace? 
Or  why,  thou  being  a  Subject,  as  I  am, 
Againft  thy  Oath,  and  true  Allegiance  fworn, 
Should  raife  fo  great  a  Power  without  his  leave? 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  Force  fo  near  the  Court? 

Tork.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  Choler  is  fo  great. 
Ob,  I  could  hew  up  Rocks,  and  fight  with  Flint, 
I  am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abject  Terms. 
And  now  like  Ajax  Telamonius, 
On  Sheep  or  Oxen  could  I  fpend  my  Fury. 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  King: 
More  like  a  King,  more  Kingly  in  my  Thoughts. 
But  I  mufl:  make  fair  Weather  yet  a  while, 
Till  Henry  be  more  weak,  and  I  more  ftrong.  \AJide* 
O  Buckingham  !  I  prethee  pardon  me, 
Thar  I  have  given  no  Anfwer  all  this  while; 
My  Mind  v  as  troubled  with  deep  Melancholy. 
The  caufe  why  I  have  brought  this  Army  hither, 
Is  to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King, 
Seditious  to  his  Grace,  and  to  the  State. 

Buck^  That  is  too  much  Prefumption  on  thy  part; 
But  if  thy  Arms  be  to  no  other  end, 
The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  Demand : The 
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The  Duke  of  Somerjet  is  in  the  Tower. 

York.  Upon  thine  Honour,  is  he  Prifoner? 
Buck.  Upon  mine  Honour  he  is  Prifoner. 
Tork.  Then,  Bftcfyngham,  I  do  difmifs  my  Powers. 

Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all;  di^perfe  your  f  elves; 
Meet  me  to  morrow  in  St. Georges  Field, 
You  fhall  have  Pay,  and  every  thirg  you  wifli. 
And  let  my  Sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldeft  Son,  nay  all  my  Sons, 
As  pledges  cf  my  Fealry  and  Love, 

I'll  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live; 
Lands,  Goods,  Horfe,  Armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerset  may  die. 

Bucks  Torky  I  commend  this  kind  Submiffion, 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  Highnefs  Tent. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  Attendants. 
K.Henry.  Buckingham,  doth  Torkjnttnd  no  harm  to  us, 

That  th  ,s  he  marcherh  with  thee  Arm  in  Arm? 
Tork.  In  all  fubrrnO&on  and  humility, 

York^  doth  prefert  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs. 
K.  Henry.  Then  what  intend  thefe  Forces  thou  doft  bring? 
Torkj  To  have  the  Traitor  Somerfet  from  hence, 

And  fight  again  ft  that  monftrous  Rebel  Cade, 
Whom  fince  I  heard  to  be  difcomfited. 

Enter  Iden  with  CadeV  Head. 
Iden.  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  Condition 

May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  King; 

Lo,  I  prefent  your  Grace  a  Traitor's  Head, 
The  Head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  Combat  flew. 

K.  Henry.  The  Head  of  Cade\  great  God  I  how  juft  art  thou  ? 
O  let  me  view  his  Vifage  being  dead, 
That  living  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  Friend,  art  thou  the  Man  that  flew  him? 

Iden.  I  was,  an't  like  your  Majefty. 
K.Henry.  How  art  thou  call'd.e  And  what  is  thy  Degree? 
Iden.  Alexander  Ideny  that's  my  Name, 

A  poorEfquire  of  Kent,  that  lo*esrhe  King, 

Ruck*  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  Lord,  'twere  notamifs 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  good  Service*, 

Nn  4.  K.Henry* 
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K.Henry.  ldeny  kneel  down,  rife  up  a  Knight  s 
e  give  thee  for  Reward  a  thoufand  Marks, 

And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  Bounty, 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Liege. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  Somerfet. 
K.  Henry.  See  Buckingham^  Somerfet  comes  with  the  Queen  | 

po,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  Duke. 
O.  Afar,  For  thoufand  Yorks  he  fh  all  not  hide  his  Head, 

But  boldly  fland  and  front  him  to  his  Face. 
York*  How  now  \  Is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 

Then,  York^  unloofe  thy  long  imprifoned  Thought^ 
And  let  thy  Tongue  be  equal  with  thy  Heart, 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet* 
Falfe  King,  why  haft  thou  broken  Faith  with  me, 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ? 
King  diet  I  call  thee?  No,  thou  art  no  King; 
Not  fit  to  Govern,  and  rule  Multitudes, 
Which  durft  not,  no  nor  canft  not  rule  a  Traitor. 
That  Head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  Crown  s 

Thy  Hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  Palmer's  Staff, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  Princely  Scepter. 
That  Gold  muft  round  engirt  thefe  Brows  of  mine* 
Whofe  fmile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles  Spear 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  Hand  to  hold  a  Scepter  up, 
And  with  the  fame  to  acl:  controlling  La^ws; 
Give  place ;  by  Heaven  thou  malt  Rule  no  more 

0'?r  him,  whom  Heaven  created  for  thy  Ruler. 
Som.  O  monftrous  Traitor !  I  arreft  thee,  York* 

0f  Capital  Treafon  'gainfl:  the  King  and  Crown; 
Obey,  audacious  Traitor,  kneel  for  Grace. 

Yrokc  Would'ft  have  me  kneel?  Firft,  let  me  ask  of  thees 
If  they  can  brook,  I  bow  a  Knee  to  Man ! 
Sirrah,  call  in  my  Sons  to  be  my  Bail : 

1  know,  e'er  they  will  let  me  go  to  Ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  Swords  for  my  Enfranchifement. 
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O^  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford,  bid  him  come  amain, 

To  fay,  if  that  the  Baftard  Boys  of  York, 
Shall  be  the  Surety  for  their  Traitor  Father. 

York.  O  Blood  befpotted  Neapolitan, 

Out-caft  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  Scourge ; 
The  Sons  of  York,  thy  Betters  in  their  Birth, 

Shall  be  their  Father's  Bail,  and  bane  to  thofe 
That  for  my  Surety  will  refufe  the  Boys. 

Enter  Edward  and  Richard. 

See  where  they  come,  I'll  warrant  they'll  make  it  good, £»/*r  Clifford. 

O.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny  their  Bail. 

Clif.  Health  and  all^Happinefs  to  my  Lord  the  King. 
York.  I  thank  thee,  Clifford.     Say,  what  News  with  thee? 

Nay,  do  not  fright  me  with  an  angry  Look: 
We  are  thy  Sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again  ; 
For  thy  m  flaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

Cliff.  This  is  my  Kfrig,  York^  1  do  not  mi  flake, 

But  thou  miflak'ft  me  much  to  think  I  do; 
To  Bedlam  with  him,  is  the  Man  grown  mad? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  Clifford,  a  Bedlam  and   ambitious  humour 
Makes  hirn  oppofe  himfelf  agaiuft  his  King. 

Clif.  He  is  a  Traitor,  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  crop  away  that  factious  Pate  of  his. 

O^Mar.  He  is  arretted*  but  will  not  obey: 
His  Sons,  he  fays,  mail  give  their  Words  for  him. 

York*  Will  you  not,  Sons  ? 
E.  Plan.  Ay,  Noble  Father,  if  our  Words  will  ferve. 
R.Plan.  And  if  Words  will  not,  then  our  Weapons  fhall. 
Clif.  Why,  what  a  brood  of  Traitors  have  we  here? 
York*  Look  in  a  Glafs,  and  call  thy  Image  fo. 

I  sm  the  King,  and  thou  a  falfe-heart  Traitor; 
Call  hither  to  the  Stake  my  two  brave  Bears, 
That  with  the  very  making  of  their  Chains 
They  may  aflonifh  ?hefe  fell-lurking  Curs: 
Bid  Salisbury  and  Warwick  come  to  me. 

Enter  the  Earls  of  Warwick  and  Salisbury. 

Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  Bears?  We'll  bait  thy  Bears  to  dear>, And  manacle  the  Beargrd  in  their  Chains., 

If 
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If  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  baiting  place. 
R.Vian.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'er- weening  Cur 

Run  back  and  bite,  becaufe  he  was  with-heid, 

Who  being  fufT.r'd  y/ith  the  Beir's  fell  Paw, 
Hath  clapt  his  Tail  betwixt  his  Legs  and  cty'd  : 
And  fuch  a  piece  of  Service  will  you  do, 
If  you  fuppofe  your  felves  to  match  Lord  Warwick* 

Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  Wrath,  foul  indigtfted  Lump^ 
As  crooked  in  thy  Manners,  as  thy  Shape. 

Torkz  Nay,  we  fhall  heat  you  th  roughly  anon. 
Clif.  Take  heed  left  by  your  teat  you  burn  your  felves^ 
K.  Henry.  Why,  Warwick^  hath  thy  J£nee  forgot  to  bow  ? 

Old  Salisbury,  fhame  to  thy  filver  Hair, 
Thou  mad  mifs-leader  of  thy  Brain-fick  Son, 
What,  wik  thou  on  thy  Death-bed  play  the  Ruffian? 
And  feek  for  Sorrow  with  thy  Spectacles? 
Oh  where  is  Faith?  Oh  where  is  Loyalty? 
If  it  be  baniuVd  from  the  frofty  Head, 
Where  1I12II  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  Earth? 

Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  Grave  to  find  out  War, 
And  fhame  thine  honourable  Age  with  Blood? 

Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'ft  Experience  ? 
Or  wherefore  doft  abufe  it,  if  thou  haft  it  ? 

For  fhame,  in  duiy  bend  thy  Knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  Grave  with  milky  Age. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  I  have  confidered  with  my  felf, 
The  Title  of  this  moft  renowned  Duke, 

And  in  my  Confcience  do  repute  his  Grace, 

The  rightful  Heir  to  England**  Royal  Seat. 
K.  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  fworn  Allegiance  unto  me? 
Sal.  I  rave. 

K.  Henry.  Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  Heaven  for  fuch  an 
Sal.  It  is  great  Sin  to  fwear  unto  a  Sin;  [Oath  J 

But  greater  Sin  to  keep  a  fir.ful  Oath: 
Who  can  be  bound  by  ay  folcmn  Vow 

To  do  a  murd'rous  Deed,  to  rob  a  Man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  Virgin's  Chaftity, 
To  reave  the  O*  ohan  of  his  Patrimony, 

To  wring  the  Widow  from  her  cuftom'd  Right, And 
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And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  Oarh? 
Q^Mar.  A  fubtle  Traitor  needs  no  Sophifter. 
K.Henry.  Cal!  Buckingham,  and  hid  him  arm  hirofelf. 
York.  Call  Buckingham,  and  ail  the  Friends  thou  haft. 

I  am  refo'v'd  for  Death  or  Dignity. 
Clif.  The  firit,  I  warrant  thee ;  if  Dreams  prove  true. 
War.  You  were  beft  go  to  Bed,  and  dream  again, 

To  keep  thee  from  the  Tempeft  of  the  Field. 

OldClif.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  Sturm, 
Than  any  thou  canft  Conjure  up  to  day:  p 

And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  Burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  Houfe's  Badge. 

War.  Now  by  my  Father's  Badge,  old  NevWs  Creft, 
The  rampant  Bear  chained  to  the  ragged  Staff, 

This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  Burgonet, 
As  on  a  Mountain  top,  the  Cedar  fhews$ 
That  keeps  his  Leaves  in  fpight  of  any  ftorm, 
Even  fo  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

OldClif.  And  from  thy  Burgonet,  I'll  rend  thy  Bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  Bearard,  that  prote&s  the  Bear. 

X.  Clif.  And  fo  to  Arms,  victorious  noble  Father, 
To  quel  the  Rebels,  and  their  Complices. 

R.  Plan.  Fie,  Charity  for  fhame,  fpeak  not  in  fpight, 
For  you  (hall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrift  to  night. 

T.  Clif.   Foul  Stigmatick,  that's  more  than  thou  canft  tell. 
R.Plan.  If  not  in  Heav'n,  youMl  fureJy  fup  in  HeU. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls. 
And  if  thou  doft  not  hide  thee  from  the  Bear, 
Now  when  the  angry  Trumoet  founds  Alarum, 

And  dy'ng  Mens  cries  do  fill  the  empty  Air, 
Clifford,  I  fay,  come  forth  snd  fi;?ht  with  me, 
Proud  Northern  Lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 

Warwick.'**  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  Arms. Enter  York, 

War.  How  now,  my  noble  Lord  ?  what  all  a-foot?. 

Turks 
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York.  The  deadly  handed  Clifford  flew  my  Steed: 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encountred  him, 
And  made  a  prey  for  Carrion,  Kites  and  Crows, 

Even  of  the  bonny  Beaft  he  lov'd  fo  well. Enter  Clifford. 
War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 

York.  Hold  Warwick^:  feek  thee  out  fome  other  Chafe, 
For  I  my  felf  muft  hunt  this  Deer  to  death. 

War.  Then  nobly  York^  'tis  for  a  Crown  thou  fight'ft : 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to  day, 
It  grieves  my  Soul  to  leave  thee  unaffaird.  [Exit  War. 

Clif  What  feeft  thou  in  me,  YorkJ* 
Why  doft  thou  paufe? 

York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  mould  I  be  in  love, 
But  that  thou  art  fo  fafr  mine  Enemy. 

Clif.  Nor  mould  thy  Prowefs  want  praife  and  efteem. 

But  that  'tis  fhewn  ignobly,  and  in  Treafon. 
Yor\.  So  let  it  help  me  now  againft  thy  Sword, 

As  I  in  Juftice,  and  true  Right  exprefs  it. 
Clif.  My  Soul  and  Body  on  the  A&ion  both, 
York.  A  dreadful  lay,    addrefs  thee  inftantly. 
Clif.  La  fin  Corronne  les  oeuvres.  [Dies* 
Yorl^  Thus  War  hath  given  thee  Peace,  for  thou  art  ftilh 

Peace  with  his  Soul,  HeavVi,  if  it  be  thy  will. 
Enter  young  Clifford. 

Y.  Clif.  Shame  and  Confufion,  all  is  on  the  rout, 
Fear  frames  diforder,  and  difbrder  wounds 

Where  it  mould  guard.  O  War  /  thou  Son  of  Hell* 

Whom  angry  Heav'ns  do  make  their  Minifter, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  Parr, 
Hot  Coals  of  Vengeance.     Let  no  Soldiers  flie* 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  War 
Hath  no  Self-love;  nor  he  that  loves  himfelf, 
Huh  not  effcntially,  but  by  circumftance, 
The  name  of  Valour.     O  let  the  vile  World  endfs 
And  the  premifed  Flames  of  the  laft  day, 

Knit  Earth  and  Heav'n  together. 
Now  let  the  general  Trumpet  blow  his  blaft, 
Particularities,  and  petty  founds 
ll  •■*■■'■'  4.0 
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To  ceafe.     Waft  thou  ordained,  O  dear  Father, 

To  lofe  thy  Youth  in  Peace,  and  to  atchieve 
The  Silver  Livery  of  advifed  Age, 

And  in  thy  Reverence,  and  thy  Chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  Ruffian  Battel?  Even  at  this  fight, 

My  Heart  is  turn'd  to  Stone;  and  while  'tis  mine, 
It  fhall  be  Stony.     York?  n©t  <>ur  old  Men  *Pares : 
No  more  will  I  their  Babes,  Tears  Virginal, 
Shall  be  to  me,  even  as  the  Dew  to  Fire; 
And  Beauty,  that  the  Tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  Wrath,  be  Oil  and  Flax. 
Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity, 
Meet  I  an  Infant  of  the  Houfe  of  Tork^ 
Into  as  many  gobbits  will  I  cut  it, 
As  wild  Medea,  young  Abfirtus  did. 
In  cruelty,  will  I  feek  out  my  Fame. 

Come  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  Houfe: 
As  did  v£neas  old  uinchifes  bear, 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  Sholders; 
But  then,  ns£neas  bare  a  living  load; 
Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine.  [Exit , 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet,  and  Somerfet  to  fight. 
R.  Flan.  So,  lye  thou  there :     [Somerfet is  kjlld. 

For  underneath  an  Ale-houfe  paltry  fign, 
The  Caftle  in  St.  u4lbans>  Somerfet 
Hath  made  the  Wizard  famous  in  his  Death : 
Sword,  hold  thy  temper;  Heart,  be  wrathful  ftill: 
Priefts  pray  for  Enemies,  but  Princes  kill. 
Tight.     Excurfions.     Enter  King  Henry,   Queen   Margaret, and  others. 

O.  Mar.  Away  my  Lord,  you  are  flow,  for  fhame  a- 
way. 

IC  Henry.  Can  we  out-run  the  HeavVs  ?   Good  Marga- 
ret  fray. 

<X  Ma.  What  are  you  made  of?  You'll  not  fight  nor  fly: 
Now  is  it  Manhood,  Wifdom,  and  Defence, 
To  give  the  Enemy  way,  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[Alarum  afaf  off. If 
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if  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  fhould  fee  the  bottoni 
Of  all  our  Fortunes;  but  if  we  haply  fcape, 
As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  neglect, 

We  Hi  all  to  London  get,  where  you  are  lov'd, And  where  this  breach  now  in  our  Fortunes  mad« 
May  readily  be  ftopt. 

Enter  Clifford. 

Clif.  Bat  that  my  Heart's  on  future  mifchief  fet, 
I  would  fpeak  Blafphemy  e'er  bid  you  fly;*. 
But  fly  you  rrmft:  TJnCurable  difcomfit 
Reigns  in  the  Hearts  of  all  our  prefent  Parts. 
Away  for  your  relief,  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  Day,  and  them  our  Fortune  give. 
Away  my  Lord,  away.  [Exeunt* 
Alarkm.   Retreat.    Enter  York,  Richard  Plantagenet,  War- 

wick, and  Soldier S,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

York,  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him, 
That  Winter  Lion,  who  in  Rage  forgets 
Aged  Contufibns,  and  all  brum  of  time: 
And  like  a  Gallant  in  the  brow  of  Youth, 

Repairs  him  with  bccafion.     This  happy  day 
Is  not  it  fclfy  nor  have  we  won  one  Foot, 

If  Salisbury  be  loft. 
R.  Plan.  My  noble  Father, 

Three  times  to  day  I  hope  him  to  his  Horfe, 
Three  times  beftrid  him;  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Perfwaded  him  from  any  further  A6t : 
But  ftill  where  danger  was,  ftill  there  I  met  himl 
And  like  rich  Hangings  in  an  homely  Houfe, 
So  was  his  Will  iri  his  old  feeble  Body. 
But  noble  as  he  isy  look  where  he  comes. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

SaL  Now,  by  my  Sword,  well  haft  thou  fought  to  day i 

By  th'Mafs  fo  did  we  all.     I  thank  you  Richard* 
God  knows  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live; 

And  it  hath  pleas'd  him  that  three  times  today You  have  defended  me  from  eminent  Death. 

Well  Lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have, 

'Tts  not  enough  our  Foes  are  this  time  fled, 
Being  oppofkes  of  fuch  repairing  Nature. TorH 
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Tork.  I  know  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them, 

Foj,  as  I  '>ear,  the  King  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  Court  of  Par  iament. 

L  t  u*.  purlue  him  e'er  the  W  its  go  forth. 
Wknr fays  Lord  Warwick,  ihall  we  after  them? 

War,   After  them!  nay,  before  them,  if  we  can: 

N  >w  by  mv  Hand,  Lords,  'twas  a  glorious  Day. 
St.  jilban     Bsrtel  won  by  famous  Tork^ 

Shan  oe  etern'z'd  in  all  Age  to  come. 
Sound  Drum  atd  Ttnmpits,  ard  to  London  all, 
And  more  fuch  Days  as  thefe  to  us  befall.  [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Third  Volume. 
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